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INTRODUCTION 

T hese articles on patriotism and war, now 
retranslated and collected into one volume, 
represent Tolst6y*s final and considered opinion 
on war, and on the belief in violence which 
makes wars possible and popular. 

A house divided against itself cannot stand, 
and the truth of Tolstdy’s statement that no 
society can permanently endure half militarist 
and half Christian, seems to be recognized by 
Stdlin, Mussolini, and Hitler, who have realized 
that teachings such as those of Jesus are dan- 
gerous to a dictatorship relying on physical force, 
and have therefore banned these works. 

The 180,000,000 inhabitants of the U.S.S.R. 
are not even allowed to import any one of the 
sixty-six books of the Bible, and in that country 
all religion is officially condemned. 

In Germany Hitler’s regime is actively con- 
cerned that the 65,000,000 people under its sway, 
if they retain any sort of Christianity shall have 
one that will include patriotism (which Jesus 
omitted from among the virtues he commended) 
and that in its moral code will allot high honour 
to the practice of physical violence. 

Tolstdy’s protests against the suppression of 
personal freedom, and of liberty of the press and 
of speech, as well as his protest against the em- 
ployment of mass-hypnotism to obliterate the 
workings of conscience, are if possible more topi- 
cal to-day than when these articles were written 
some forty years ago. They deal with a most vital 
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problem of to-day, for man’s mastery over matter 
and the extent to which material achievements 
now eclipse moral considerations render the de- 
struction of our civilization a not improbable 
prospect of the near future. 

Should some Chinese survivor of that cata- 
strophe, searching amid the ruins of the British 
Museum, chance upon a copy of this book, he will 
probably marvel that contemporaneously with 
such barbarism there lived a man who so clearly 
discerned the moral weakness of the age, foresaw 
the impending disaster, and living under a ruth- 
less and despotic government dared to speak out 
so boldly. 

In England, and in western Europe generally, 
Christianity is not as yet officially denounced or 
derided, but it seemed to Tolstdy to have been 
sterilized by the Church Creeds which divert 
men’s attention from those teachings of Jesus 
which conffict with the tendencies of patriotic 
governments. Tolstdy held that it is this intru- 
sion of dogmas, elaborated by angry theologians 
at the time when the Church was first submitting 
to State control, that renders it wellnigh im- 
possible for educated and intelligent Hindus, 
Chinese, or Mohammedans, to regard Chris- 
tianity as other than a grossly superstitious and 
irrational religion. 

In one of his essays he tells us that: ‘To under- 
stand any book one must choose out the parts 
that are quite clear, dividing them from what is 
obscure or confused. And from what is clear we 
must form our idea of the drifi; and spirit of the 
whole work. Then, on the basis of what we have 
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understood, we may proceed to make out what 
is confused or not quite intelligible. That is how 
we read all kinds of books.’ 

This advice is particularly apposite when we 
are reading the works of a writer who belongs 
neither to our race nor to our generation, and 
whose mind moved forward from one position to 
another so considerably that an acquaintance 
with his earlier works may sometimes set the 
reader on a wrong track for appreciating what 
he says in a later volume, and vice versa. 

His disapproval of war, incidentally expressed 
in his early stories The Raid and Sevastopoly is but 
little in evidence in War and Peacty but became 
prominent when he devoted himself to the study 
of religion in 1878 to 1884. The text ‘Resist not 
him that is evil: but whosoever smiteth thee on 
thy right cheek turn to him the other also*, im- 
pressed him greatly, and he was amazed to notice 
how generally that precept is ignored both in 
preaching and in practice. 

At that time the fact that those words are attri- 
buted to Jesus weighed more with him than it 
did later, when referring to attempts made to 
deny the historicity of Jesus he once wrote : ‘They 
are attacking the last of the outworks, and if 
they carry it and demonstrate that Christ never 
was born, it will be all the more evident that 
the fortress of religion is impregnable. Take 
away the Church, the traditions, the Bible, and 
even Christ himself— the ultimate fact of man’s 
knowledge of goodness, that is of God, directly 
through reason and conscience, will be as clear 
and certain as ever; and it will be seen that 
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we arc dealing with truths that can never perish 
— truths humanity can never afford to part 
with.* 

But though he no long^ attached special im- 
portance to the fact that the words are attributed 
to Jesus, the idea they express still appeared pro- 
foundly true and lost none of its significance for 
him. He regarded it as showing the way by 
which the world maybe saved from approaching 
destruction and men*s souls saved from the 
taint of participating in wholesale and premedi- 
tated murder, and he continued to employ the 
words: ‘Resist not him that is evil’ or the ab- 
breviated form ‘Resist not evil’ and the phrase 
‘non-resistance’ . 

It is curious to note that those words of Christ’s 
had not attracted much scorn or denunciation as 
long as they slumbered in the obscurity to which 
they were relegated by the prominence the 
Church gave to Creeds unrelated to conduct. 
But as soon as Tolstdy began to repeat them and 
apply them to real life, the precept attracted both 
scorn and denunciation. He was himself excom- 
municated by the Most Holy Synod, placed 
under police supervision, and had many of his 
works suppressed by the censor. Dean Farrar 
referred scornfully to the words as a ‘divine para- 
dox’, and numerous writers cited the imaginary 
case of a burly brigand outraging a woman or 
kicking a baby to death in the presence of some- 
one who could have knocked him down in such 
a way that he would have stayed put till the 
woman or baby had been removed — but re- 
frained from doing so owing to the pernicious 
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influence of those words of Christ’s. Tolstdy’s 
reply, given in this volume in his Introduction to 
a Life of Garrison^ deserves consideration. That 
reply is practical and pertinent, though it does 
not prove that the rule admits of no exceptions. 

In my Life of Tolstdy I have dealt carefully and 
at leng^ with the exception I think can reason* 
ably be taken to the wording of Tolstdy’s pro- 
position, especially in relation to its application 
to civil government. I need not therefore pursue 
the matter here, beyond saying that it is not 
reasonable to allow a question of precise phrasing 
to divert attention from Tolstdy’s courageous 
and powerful indictment of an enormous evil no 
one else of his standing had dared or been able 
so to challenge. 

Belief in the efficacy of physical violence is still 
very general, as anyone may see who notices how 
regularly on the films a man’s readiness to knock 
down his opponents marks him out as the proper 
person for the heroine to marry with full assur- 
ance of living happily ever after. And any 
attempt to substitute goodwill for violence in 
dealing with foreign countries or subject-races 
still meets with much disapproval. 

It cannot be claimed that Tolstdy’s statement 
of the case is indubitably and completely sound, 
but he aims in the right direction and scores 
many important points. Life, however, is so 
complex that it is difficult to state any moral 
principle emphatically, briefly, and clearly; yet 
so that it shall be applicable in all cases. Por 
instance, at first it seems a sound rule to say that 
you should ^always tell the truth*. But if an old 
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man on his death>bcd asks what his much>loved 
daughter is doing, it might be very cruel to tell 
him that she had just eloped with a chauffeur he 
strongly disapproved of. That objection to the 
principle is not readily met, but does not afford 
sufficient reason for rgecting the general injunc- 
tion to tell the truth. Similarly the popular ob- 
jections to the abandonment of physical violence 
as a means of settling human afTairs, do not prove 
that the injunction to which TolsnSy attaches 
such importance is not one mankind will have to 
reckon with if it is to escape destruction, and 
individuals will have to reckon with if they are 
to save their souls alive. 

Christianity and Patriotism is a very remarl^able 
essay. Tolstdy’s many-sidedness shows itself in 
the excellent fun he makes of the workcd-up en- 
thusiasm of the Kronstadt-Toulon naval festi- 
vities, but this in no way lessens his moral 
indignation at the whole affair, or his clear per- 
ception — twenty years before the outbreak of the 
Great War — of the direction in which matters 
were tending. 

We have here a good example of how the gift 
of prophecy works. A wise man, acquainted with 
what is happening in the world, is strongly moved 
by moral indignation against what he recognizes 
as false and wrong in what goes on around him. 
Convinced that such conduct must lead to a great 
calamity, his common sense indicates from what 
direction that calamity is to be expected. His 
contemporaries neglect his warnings and con- 
sider him a visional^ whom practical men may 
disregard, but his vision of what is coming is 
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dearer and truer than that of the men of the 
world who despise him. 

Finally we should not overlook the courage 
required to face the odds that were against Tol- 
st6y when he delivered his message. Arrayed 
against him were the Church, the State, the cen- 
sor, the militarists, the patriots, all who sought 
honours, distinctions, and material prosperity, all 
the old-fashioned folk, and several members of 
his own family, including his wife. T o write such 
works knowing that publication in Russia would 
be prohibited, having no copyright abroad, 
declining payment for his work even when 
that was offered, and encountering obloquy and 
abuse from those who curried favour from the 
powers that be — needed a man of Tolstdy’s 
heroic, inflexible, and profoundly religious 
nature. 


Mqf 1936. 


AYLMER MAUDE 




THE KINGDOM OF GOD IS 
WITHIN YOU 


Christianity not as a mystical doctrine but as a new 
understanding of life 

Ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free. 

JOHN iii. 32. 

Fear not them which kill the body, but are not able to kill the 
soul; but rather fear him which is able to destroy both soul 
and body in hell. matt. x. 28. 

Ye were bought with a price; become not bondservants of 
men. i cor. vii. 23. 


PREFACE 

I N 1884 I wrote a book called What I Believe^ 
in which I gave an account of what I do 
believe. 

When giving an account of my belief in Christ’s 
teaching I could not avoid a statement of why I 
disbelieve, and regard as erroneous, the Church 
doctrine which is usually called Christianity. 

Among the many divergences of that doctrine 
from the teaching of Christ, I pointed out as the 
chief one its omission to acknowledge the law of 
non-resistance to evil by violence which, more 
evidently than other differences, indicates how 
the Church doctrine perverts the teaching of 
Christ. 

Like most people I knew very little of what had 
previously been done and preached and written 
on the subject of non-resistance to evil. I knew 
what had been said on the subject by the Fathers 
of the Church — Origen, Tertullian, and others — 
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and I knew that the so-called sects of Mennonites, 
Hermhuters, and Quakers, who do not allow a 
Christian to use weapons and do not accept mili- 
tary service, have existed and still exist; but of 
what these so-called sects had done towards elu- 
cidating this question I knew but little. 

My book was, as I expected, suppressed by the 
Russian censorship but, partly owing to my re- 
putation as a writer and partly because the book 
interested people, it circulated in manuscript and 
lithographed copies in Russia and in translations 
abroad, and brought me on the one hand, from 
people sharing my convictions, much informa- 
tion concerning works written on the subject, and 
on the other hand a series of criticisms of the 
opinions expressed in my book. 

These criticisms, both hostile and friendly, to- 
gether with the historical events of the last years, 
cleared up many things for me and led me to 
fresh deductions and conclusions which I now 
wish to express. 

First I will speak of the information I received 
as to the history of the question of non-resistance 
to evil, then of the opinions expressed on the sub- 
ject by unworldly critics — that is, by professed 
believers in the Christian religion — and also by 
secular critics, that is, by people who do not pro- 
fess the Christian religion; and lastly I will speak 
of the conclusions to which I have been brought 
by all this and by the historical events of recent 
years. 

LEO TOLSTOY 
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I 

From the very foundation of Christianity the 
doctrine of not resisting evil by violence has 
been professed, and still is professed, by a 
minority of men. 

AMONG the first responses to my book were letters 
xjL from American Quakers. In those letters, ex- 
pressing their sympathy with my views as to the 
unlawfulness of war or the use of violence for a 
Christian, the Quakers gave me details of their 
so-called sect, which for more than two hundred 
years has professed and practised the teaching of 
Christ as to non-resistance of evil by violence, 
and does not make use of weapons in self-defence. 
Together with these letters the Quakers sent me 
their pamphlets, journals, and books, from which 
I learnt how, already many years ago, they had 
irrefutably demonstrated that it is a Christian’s 
duty to fulfil the command of not resisting evil 
by violence, and how fully they had exposed the 
error of the Church’s teaching which allows of 
capital punishment and war. 

Having proved by a whole series of argument 
and texts ^at a religion based on peacefulness 
and goodwill towards men is incompatible with 
war — that is, with mutilating and killing men — 
the Quakers maintain and prove that nothing 
has contributed so much to obscure Christian 
truth in the eyes of the heathen, or has so hin- 
dered the spread of Christianity in the world, as 
the sanctioning and practice of war and violence 
by Christians. 
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*Ghrist*s teaching/ they say, ^having reached 
men’s consciousness not by means of violence and 
tfaeswordjbutbynon-resistancetoevil, gentleness, 
meekness, and peacefulness — can only be difiused 
through the world by the example of peaceful- 
ness, concord, and love, among its followers.* 

‘A Christian, according to the teaching of Gk)d 
Himself, can be guided in his relation to men 
only by love of peace, and therefore no authority 
can bind a Christian to act contrary to Gk>d’s 
teaching and to the chief attribute of a Christian 
in his relation to his neighbours.’ 

‘Those who for the sake of worldly advantage 
try to reconcile the irreconcilable, may be com- 
pelled by the law of State Necessity to betray the 
law of God, but for a Christian who sincerely 
believes that the fulfilment of Christ’s teaching 
gives him salvation, such considerations of State 
can be of no significance.’ 

An acquaintance with the Quakers’ activity 
and with their works: with Fox, Penn, and 
especially with a book by Dymond published in 
1827 — showed me not only that the impossibility 
of reconciling Christianity with violence and war 
had long ago been recognized, but that this in- 
compatibility had long since been so clearly and 
indubitably proved that one could only wonder 
how this impossible combination of Christianity 
and war, winch has been and still is preached by 
the Church, can continue to exist. 

Besides what I learned from the Qpakers, I 
also received from America about the same time 
information on the sub j ect from quite anot 
source, previously entirely unknown to me. 
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The son of WilKam Lloyd Garrison, the famous 
champion of the emancipation of the negroes, 
wrote me that having read my book, in which he 
found ideas similar to those expressed by his 
father in 1 838, and thinking that it would interest 
me to know this, he was sending me a declaration 
or proclamation of ‘non-resistance* drawn up by 
his father nearly fifty years before. 

This declaration was drawn up under the fol- 
lowing circumstances: in America, in 1838, Wil- 
liam Lloyd Garrison took part in a discussion in 
a Society for the Establishment of Peace among 
men — on means of preventing war. He came to 
the conclusion that the establishment of universal 
peace can only be founded on the open acknow- 
ledgement of the doctrine of non-resistance to 
evil by violence (Matt. v. 39) in its full signifi- 
cance, as it is understood by the Quakers with 
whom he was in friendly relations. Having come 
to this conclusion. Garrison drew up and laid 
before the Society the following declaration, 
which was signed at the time — ^in 1838 — by many 
members : 

* Declaration of Sentiments adopted by the Peace 
Convention. 

Boston 1838. 

‘We, the undersigned, regard it as due to our- 
selves, to the cause which we love, to the country 
in which we live, and to the world, to publish 
a Declaration expressive of the principles wc 
cherish, the purposes we aim to accomplish, and 
the measures we shall adopt to carry forward the 
work of peaceful and universal reformation. 
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‘Wc cannot acknowledge allegiance to any 
human government. . . . We recognize but one 
King and Lawgiver, one Judge and Ruler of 
mankind. . . . Our country is the world, our 
countrymen are all mankind. We love the land 
of our nativity only as we love all other lands. 
The interests and rights of American citizens are 
no more dear to us than those of the whole human 
race. Hence we can allow no appeal to patriot- 
ism to revenge any national insult or injury 

We conceive that a nation has no right to defend 
itself against foreign enemies or to punish its in- 
vaders, and no individual possesses that right in 
his own case, and the unit cannot be of greater 
importance than the aggregate. If soldiers 
thronging from abroad with intent to commit 
rapine and destroy life may not be resisted by the 
people or the magistracy, then ought no resist- 
ance to be offered to domestic troublers of the 
public peace or of private security.* 

‘The dogma that all the governments of the 
world are approvingly ordained by God, and 
that THE Powers that be in the United States, 
in Russia, in Turkey, are in accordance with His 
will, is not less absurd than impious. It makes 
the impartial Author of our existence unequal 
and tyrannical. It cannot be affirmed that the 
Powers that be, in any nation, are actuated by 
the spirit or guided by the example of Christ in 
the treatment of enemies; therefore they cannot 
be agreeable to the will of God; and therefore 

* Tolstdy has considerably abbreviated Garrison’s Declara* 
don, and in so doing has not always followed the exact word- 
ng of the ori^iiud. — ^A.M. 
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their overthrow by a spiritual regeneration .of 
their subjects is inevitable. 

*We regard as unchristian and wrong not only 
war itself, whether offensive or defensive, but all 
preparations for war: the building of any naval 
ship, any arsenal, or any fortification: we regard 
as unchristian and wrong the existence of any 
standing army, all military chieftains or soldiers, 
all monuments commemorative of victory over 
a fallen foe, all trophies won in battle, all celebra- 
tions in honour of military exploits, all annexa- 
tions acc^uired by armed force; and we regard as 
unchristian and wrong every edict of government 
requiring military service of its subjects. 

‘In consequence of all this we consider it un- 
lawful to bear arms or to hold any office that 
obliges us to compel men to do right on pain 
of imprisonment or death. We therefore volun- 
tarily exclude ourselves from every legislative 
and judicial body, and repudiate all human poli- 
tics, worldly honours, and stations of authority. 

‘If we cannot occupy a seat in the legislature 
or on the bench, neither can we elect others to 
act as our substitutes in any such capacity. 

‘It follows that we cannot sue any man at law 
to compel him by force to restore anything which 
he may have wrongly taken from us or others; 
but if he has seized our coat, we shall surrender 
up our cloak rather than subject him to punish- 
ment. 

‘We believe that the penal code of the old 
covenant, an eye for an eye and a tooth for a 
tooth, has been abrogated by Jesus Christ, and 
that under the new covenant the forgiveness 
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injstead of the punishment of enemies has been 
enjoined upon all his disciples in all cases what<^ 
soever. To extort money from enemies, to con- 
fine them in prison, to exile them, or hang them 
on a gallows, is obviously not to forgive but to 
take retribution. 

‘The history of mankind is crowded with evi- 
dence proving that physical coercion is not 
adapted to moral regeneration; that the sinful 
disposition of men can be subdued only by love; 
that evil can be exterminated only by goodness; 
that we should not trust to the streng^ of an arm 
to preserve us from harm, but that real security 
dwells in gentleness, long-suffering and mercy; 
that it is only the meek who shall inherit the 
earth, but that the violent who resort to the sword 
are destined to perish with the sword. 

‘And therefore both for the safety of life, pro- 
perty, liberty, public quietude and private wel- 
fare, and in order to fulfil the will of Him who is 
King of kings and Lord of lords, we cordially 
adopt the non-resistance principle, being con- 
fident that it provides for all possible conse- 
quences and, expressing the will of God, must 
ultimately triumph over every evil force. We 
advocate no revolutionary doctrines. The spirit 
of revolutionary doctrine is the spirit of retalia- 
tion, violence, and murder, and neither fears 
God nor regards man. We would be filled with 
the spirit of Christ. Following the fundamental 
rule of not resisting evil by evil, we cannot engage 
in plots, riots, disturbances, or violence. We shall 
submit to every ordinance and every require- 
ment of government except such as are contrary 
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to the commands of the Gospel, and in no case 
resist the operation of law, except by meekly sub- 
mitting to the penalty of disobedience. But while 
we shall adhere to the doctrine of non-resistance 
and shall passively endure all attacks directed 
against us, we intend for our part, in a moral and 
spiritual sense, unceasingly to assail iniquity in 
high places and in low places, in civil, political, 
legal and ecclesiastical institutions, and to strive 
to hasten the time when the kingdoms of this 
world will have become the Kingdoms of our 
Lord Jesus Christ. 

‘It appears to us a self-evident truth that what- 
ever the gospel is designed to destroy at any 
period of the world, being contrary to it, ought 
now to be abandoned. If, then, the time is pre- 
dicted when swords shall be beaten into plough- 
shares and spears into pruning-hooks and men 
shall not learn the art of war any more, it follows 
that aU who manufacture, sell, or wield those 
deadly weapons, do thus array themselves 
against the peaceful dominion of the Son of God 
on earth. 

‘Having stated our principles, we will now say 
how we propose to attain our purpose. We hope 
to prevail through the “foolishness of preaching”. 

‘We shall try to spread our views among all 
people, to whatever nation, creed, or class of 
society they may belong. For that purpose we 
shall organize public lectures, circulate printed 
announcements and pamphlets, form societies, 
and petition our State and national govern- 
ments. In general we shall try by all means in 
our power to effect a radical change in the views, 
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feelings, and practices of society respecting the 
sinfulness of war and the treatment of enemies. 

^Entering upon this great work we fully realize 
that our sincerity may be exposed to cruel tests. 
It may subject us to insult. We expect outrage, 
suffering, and even death itself. We anticipate 
misunderstanding, misrepresentation, and ca> 
lumny. Tumults may arise against us. The 
proud and pharisaical, the ambitious and tyran- 
nical, the rulers and the authorities, may all unite 
to crush us. So they treated the Messiah, whose 
example we are humbly striving to imitate. But 
we shall not be afraid of those terrors. We trust 
not in man but in the Lord Almighty. Having 
withdrawn from human protection, what can 
sustain us but that faith which overcomes the 
world? We shall not be surprised by the trials to 
which we are exposing ourselves, but shall rejoice 
to be partakers of Christ’s sufferings. 

‘Therefore we commit the keeping of our souls 
to God, believing what is written, that he who 
forsakes houses, or brethren, or sisters, or father, 
or mother, or wife, or children, or lands, for 
Christ’s sake, shall receive a hundredfold, and 
shall inherit everlasting life. 

‘Firmly relying upon the certain and univer- 
sal triumph of the sentiments contained in this 
Declaration, however formidable may be the 
opposition arraigned against them, we hereby 
afiix our signatures, commending it to the reason 
and conscience of mankind, and above all re- 
solving, in the strength of the Lord God, calmly 
and meekly to abide the issue.’ 
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Immediately after this Declaration a Society 
for Non-Resistance was founded by Garrison, 
and a journal called The Non-Resistant was 
started, in which the doctrine of non-resistance 
was advocated in its full significance and with all 
its consequences, as it had been expounded in the 
Declaration. I obtained information as to the 
subsequent fate of the society and the journal 
from the excellent biography of W. L. Garrison 
written by his sons. 

Neither society nor journal existed long. Most 
of Garrison’s fellow- workers in the movement for 
the emancipation of the slaves, fearing that the 
too-radical programme of The Non-Resistant 
might keep people away from the practical work 
of negro-emancipation, gave up the profession of 
the principle of non-resistance as expressed in the 
Declaration, and both society and journal ceased 
to exist. 

Garrison’s declaration so strongly and elo- 
quently professed a faith of such importance to 
men that one would have expected it to make a 
strong impression, to be known the world over, 
and to excite general discussion. But nothing of 
the kind happened. Not only is it unknown in 
Europe, but even to Americans who esteem Gar- 
rison’s memory highly that declaration is almost 
unknown. 

A similar disregard befell another champion 
of non-resistance — an American, Adin Ballou, 
who died recently after preaching that doctrine 
for fifty years. How remarkably little is known 
of all that relates to the question of non-resistance 
may be seen from the fact that — ^replying to my 
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and which the Hebrews generally call the Law 
and the Prophets. 

(If What iiyunctions did Christ refer to when 
he used the words : ‘It was said’ ? 

A. The injunctions by which Noah, Moses, 
and other prophets, in order to destroy evil, 
authorized the infliction of personal injury on 
those who inflict injury. 

(If Quote those injunctions. 

A. ‘Whoso sheddeth man’s blood, by man 
shall his blood be shed.’ Gen. ix. 6. 

‘He that smiteth a man, so that he die, shall be 
surely put to death. . . . And if any mischief fol- 
low, then thou shalt give life for life, eye for eye, 
tooth for tooth, hand for hand, foot for foot, 
burning for burning, wound for wound, stripe 
for stripe.’ Exodus xxi. 12. 23-5. 

‘And he that killeth any man shall surely be 
put to death. . . . And if a man cause a blemish 
in his neighbour, as he hath done, so shall it be 
done to him : breach for breach, eye for eye, tooth 
for tooth.’ Lev. xxiv. 17, 19, 20. 

‘And the judges shall make diligent inquisi- 
tion : and, behold, if the witness be a false witness, 
and hath testified falsely against his brother, then 
shall ye do unto him as he had thought to have 
done unto his brother. So shalt thou put the evil 
away from among you. . . . And thine eye shall 
not pity : but life shall go for life, eye for eye, tooth 
for tooth, hand for hand, foot for foot.’ Deut. xix. 
18, 21. 

These are the precepts of which Jesus spoke. 

Noah, Moses, and the prophets, taught that he 
who kills, maims, or injures his neighbours, does 
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evil. To resist such evil and destroy it, the doer 
of evil is to be punished by death or maiming or 
some personal injury. Injury must be met by 
injury, murder by murder, torture by torture, evil 
by evil. SoNoah, Moses, and the prophets, taught 

But Christ rejects all this. *But I say unto you’ 
— ^is written in the Gospels — ‘that ye resist not 
him that is evil.’ Do not resist an insult with an 
insult, but rather bear the repeated insult from 
the doer of evil. 

What was authorized is prohibited. If we 
understand what kind of resistance was taught, 
we clearly see what we are taught by Christ’s 
non-resistance. 

Qj Did the ancients authorize the resistance 
of injury by injury? 

A, Yes. But Jesus prohibited this. A Christian 
has not the right under any condition to deprive 
of life or to subject to insult him who does evil to 
his neighbour. 

Qj May a man kill or maim another in self- 
defence? 

A. No. 

Qj. May he enter a court with a complaint, to 
have this injurer punished? 

A. No, for what he does through others he 
really does himself. 

Qj May he fight in an army against enemies, 
or against domestic rebels? 

A. Of course not. He cannot take any part in 
war or warlike preparations. He cannot use 
death-dealing arms. He cannot resist injury with 
injury, no matter whether he be alone or with 
others, through himself or through others. 
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Qj. May he voluntarily choose or fit out mili- 
tary men for the government? 

A. He can do nothing of the kind, if he wishes 
to be true to Christ’s law. 

Q,. May he voluntarily give money to aid the 
government, which is supported by military 
forces, capital punishment, or violence in 
general? 

A. No, unless the money is intended for some 
special object, just in itself, where the aim and 
means are good. 

Q,. May he pay taxes to such a government? 

A. No, he must not voluntarily pay the taxes, 
but he must also not resist their collection. The 
taxes imposed by the government are collected 
independently of the will of the subjects. It is 
impossible to resist the collection without having 
recourse to violence; but a Christian must not 
use violence, and so he must give up his property 
to the violence which is exercised by the powers. 

Q,- May a Christian vote at elections and take 
part in a court or in the government? 

A. No. Participation in elections, in the law- 
court, or the government, is participation in 
governmental violence. 

0^. In what does the chief significance of the 
doctrine of non-resistance consist? 

A. In that it alone makes it possible to tear out 
evil by the root, both out of our own hearts and 
those of our neighbours. The teaching forbids 
the doing of that by which evil is multiplied in the 
world. He who attacks another and insults him, 
engenders in him the sentiment of hatred, the 
root of all evil. To offend another because he has 
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offended us, on the specious pretext of removing 
an evil, is really to repeat an evil deed, both 
against him and against ourselves — to beget, or 
at least to free and to encourage, the very demon 
we wish to expel. Satan cannot be driven out by 
Satan, untruth cannot be cleansed by untruth, 
and evil cannot be vanquished by evil. 

True non-resistance is the one true resistance 
to evil. It crushes the serpent’s head. It kills 
and finaUy destroys the evil sentiment. 

0^. But even if the idea of the doctrine be right, 
is it practicable? 

A. It is as practicable as any good prescribed 
by the Law of God. The good cannot under all 
circumstances be executed without self-renuncia- 
tion, privation, suffering, and in extreme cases 
the loss of life itself. But he who values life more 
than the fulfilment of God’s will is already 
dead to the one true life. Such a man, in try- 
ing to save his life, shall lose it. And in general, 
where non-resistance demands the sacrifice of 
one life, or the sacrifice of some essential good 
of life, resistance demands thousands of such 
sacrifices. 

Non-resistance preserves; resistance destroys. 

It is incomparably safer to act justly than to 
act unjustly; to bear an insult than to resist it by 
violence. It is safer even in relation to the present 
life. If no man resisted evil with evil, our world 
would be blessed. 

Q. But if only a few should act thus, what will 
become of them? 

A. If only one man acted thus, and all the 
others agreed to crucify him, would it not be 
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more glorious for him to die in the triumph of 
non-resisting love, praying for his enemies, than 
to live wearing the crown of Caesar, bespattered 
with the blood of the slain? But one man or a 
thousand who have firmly determined not to re- 
sist evil with evil — whether among enlightened 
people or savage neighbours — are much safer 
from violence than those who rely on violence. 
The robber, murderer, or deceiver, will more 
quickly leave them alone than those who resist 
with weapons. They who take the sword perish 
with the sword, and those who seek peace, who 
act in a friendly manner, inoffensively, who for- 
get and forgive offences, for the most part enjoy 
peace, or, if they die, die blessed. 

Thus if all kept the commandment of non- 
resistance, it is evident that there would be no 
offences and no evil deeds. If these formed a 
majority, they would establish the reign of love 
and goodwill, even towards the ill-disposed, by 
never resisting evil with evil and never using 
violence. If there were a considerable minority 
of such, they would have such a corrective moral 
effect upon society that every cruel punishment 
would be abolished, and violence and enmity 
would be changed to peace and love. If there 
were but a small minority of them, they would 
rarely experience anything worse than the con- 
tempt of the world, and the world in the mean- 
while, without noticing it and without feeling 
itself under obligation, would become wiser and 
better for this secret influence. And if, in the very 
worst case, a few members of the minority should 
be persecuted to death, these men, dying for the 
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truth, would leave behind them their teaching, 
sanctified by their martyr’s death. 

Peace be with all who seek peace, and may 
all-conquering love be the imperishable inheri- 
tance of every soul that voluntarily submits to the 
Law of Christ — not to resist by violence him that 


is evil. 


Adin Ballou. 


For fifty years Ballou wrote and published 
books dealing principally with the question of 
non-resistance to evil men by violence. In those 
works, admirable in clearness of thought and 
beauty of exposition, the question is considered 
from every possible angle, and the binding nature 
of this command on every Christian who acknow- 
ledges the Gospel as the revelation of God is 
established. All the ordinary objections to the 
doctrine of non-resistance are cited, both from 
the Old and New Testaments, such, for instance, 
as the expulsion of the money-changers from the 
Temple, and so on ; and he refutes them all. In- 
dependently of Scripture, he shows the practical 
reasonableness of this rule, and all the objections 
usually made against its practicability are stated 
and refuted. Thus one chapter treats of non- 
resistance in exceptional cases, and he admits 
that if there were any cases in which it is impos- 
sible to apply it, that would prove the law in 
general to be invalid. Citing these exceptional 
cases he shows that it is precisely in them that 
the application of the rule is both necessary and 
reasonable. There is no aspect of the question, 
either in support of or in opposition to the rule, 
which is not examined in these works. 




PROMETHEUS 3S 

On this occasion his cunning prompted him to trick the gods. 
In behalf of his creatures, he slaughtered a mighty bull and bade 
the immortals take whatever parts of it they pleased. Now when 
he had cut up the animal, he made two heaps of the pieces. On 
one side he put the flesh, the entrails, and the fat, covered these 
over with the hide, and placed the paunch on top ; on the other, 
he put the bare bones cleverly concealed in the suet of the victim. 
And this heap was bigger! All-knowing Zeus saw through his 
trickery and said: “Son of lapetus, illustrious king, my very 
good friend, how unequally you have divided the portions !” At 
this Prometheus was sure that he had deceived him, smiled to 
himself, and answered : “Illustrious Zeus, you, who are supreme 
among the immortal gods, take what your heart bids you choose.” 
And Zeus was vexed and felt his anger swell within him, but he 
deliberately took the white suet in both his hands. When he had 
pried it apart and saw the picked bones, he pretended only then 
to have discovered the trick and said dourly : “I know very well, 
my friend, 0 son of lapetus, that you have not yet forgotten the 
art of deception !” 

To punish Prometheus for his knavery, Zeus denied mortals 
the last thing they needed to perfect their civilization : Are. But 
the shrewd son of lapetus improvised a way to provide even this 
lack. He broke a stalk of pithy fennel, approached the chariot 
of the sun as it spun through the heavens, and held the stalk to its 
blaze until it smouldered. With this tinder he descended to earth, 
and soon the first pile of brushwood was flaming to the sky. Pain 
pierced the soul of Zeus the Thunderer when he saw fire rising 
among men and casting its radiance far and wide. 

To offset the advantages of fire, which could not be taken from 
men, now that they had it, he instantly devised a new evil for 
them. He ordered Hephaestus, the fire-god, famed for his skill, 
to fashion an image in the shape of a beautiful young woman. 
Athene herself, who had grown envious of Prometheus and with- 
drawn her favor from him, clothed the image in a robe of shim- 
mering white, placed over her face a flowing vdd, which the girl 
held, parting it with her hands, garlanded her head with fresh 
flowers, and bound it with a fillet of gold. This was also the work 
of Hephaestus, who — to please his father — had wrought it with 
great art and adorned it exquisitely with the many-colored shapes 
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of various animals. Hermes, the messenger of the gods, bestowed 
language on the lovely mischief, and Aphrodite tricked her out 
with all possible charms. Thus, under the guise of something most 
desirable, Zeus had contrived a dazzling misfortune. He named 
the girl Pandora, which means, ‘‘she who has gifts from all,” for 
each of the immortal gods had given her some baleful gift for 
man. Then he led the girl down to earth, where gods and mortals 
were walking about and taking their pleasure. And they were 
all filled with wonder at this incomparable creature, for never yet 
had men laid eyes on a woman. She, in the meantime, went up to 
Epimetheus, “Afterthought,” the brother of Prometheus, and 
less wily than he. 

In vain had Prometheus warned his brother never to accept a 
gift from the ruler of Olympus, lest men take harm from it, but 
to return it without delay. Epimetheus forgot this warning; he 
received the beautiful young woman with the utmost delight and 
failed to recognize evil until it was upon him. For up to this time 
— ^thanks to Prometheus’ counsel ! — ^men had been free from mis- 
fortune and had lived without excessive toil or the long sufferings 
of disease. But this woman came bearing a gift in her hands, a 
large box tightly closed. Hardly had she reached Epimetheus 
when she flung back its lid, and out fluttered a host of calamities 
that spread over the earth with the speed of lightning. Yet one 
single good thing lay hidden at the very bottom of the box : hope ! 
But on the advice of the father of the gods, Pandora shut the lid 
before it could fly forth, and closed her box forever. And now 
misery in countless forms filled the earth, the air, and the sea. 
By day and by night sicknesses prowled among men, secretly and 
silently, for Zeus had not given them a voice. A flock of fevers be- 
leaguered the earth, and Death, who had been coming to mortals 
on slow, reluctant feet, now walked with winged steps. 

When this had been accomplished, Zeus turned to the matter 
of taking revenge on Prometheus himself. He handed the culprit 
over to Hephaestus and his servants Cratos and Bia, Force and 
Violence. These he bade drag him to the wastes of Scythia and 
there — above a sinister chasm — forge him to a steep cliff of the 
Caucasus with stout, unyielding chains. Hephaestus carried out 
his father’s commands unwillingly, for he loved the son of the 
Titans because he was his kin, his peer, the child of gods, a 
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descendant of Uranus, his great-grandfather. He was compelled 
to have the cruel order executed, but he spoke words of compas- 
sion, at which his more brutal henchmen frowned. So Prome- 
theus was forced to hang from the cliff, upright and sleepless, 
and never could he bend his tired knees. ^‘You will utter many 
plaints and sighs, and they will all be in vain,” said Hephaestus. 
‘Tor the purpose of Zeus is unshakable; hard of heart are those 
who have but lately wrested power from others and taken it to 
themselves.” 

The torments of the captive were intended to endure forever, 
or for thirty thousand years at the very least. He moaned aloud 
and called on the winds and the rivers, on the zodiac, from which 
nothing is hidden, and on Earth, the mother of all, to witness his 
agony, but his spirit remained steadfast. “Whoever has learned 
to accept the unshakable power of necessity,” he said, “must 
suffer what Destiny decrees.” Nor could the threats of Zeus 
induce him to explain his dark prophecy that new wedlock would 
bring ruin and destruction to the king of the gods. Zeus was true 
to his word. Every day he sent an eagle to feed on his captive’s 
liver, which, however much it was devoured, always grew back 
again. This torture was to last until one came who, of his own 
free will, would consent to suffer in Prometheus’ stead. 

This came about earlier than the son of the Titans might have 
supposed, considering the sentence Zeus had pronounced upon 
him. When he had been hanging from his cliff for many a bitter 
year, along came Heracles, bound on his quest for the golden 
apples of the Hesperides. He saw the descendant of the gods 
shackled to the Caucasus and was about to ask him for advice 
on how to prosper in his search, when he was overwhelmed with 
pity at his fate, for he observed the eagle perched on the knees 
of the luckless Prometheus. Heracles laid his club and his lion’s 
skin on the ground behind him, bent his bow, launched the arrow, 
and shot the cruel bird from the liver of its anguished host. Then 
he loosed the chains, delivered Prometheus, and led him away. 
But to satisfy the conditions stipulated by Zeus, he brought 
Chiron, the centaur, as a substitute, for even though Chiron had 
claim to immortality, he offered to die in the Titan’s stead. And 
to fulfill the judgment of Zeus, son of Cronus, in every point, 
Prometheus, who had been sentenced to the cliff for a far longer 
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time, had aiways to wear an iron ring, set with a chip from the 
stony wall of the Caucasus, so that Zeus could boast that his 
enemy was still forged to the mountain. 


THE AGES OF MAN 


T he first men the gods created were the race of the Men of 
Gold. As long as Cronus (Saturn) ruled the heavens, they 
lived free of care and untouched by toil or sorrow, almost like 
the gods themselves. Nor did they ever grow old. Their hands 
and feet retained their young strength. Lithe of limb, unvexed 
by ills, they rejoiced in feasting and gaiety, and the immortals 
loved them and gave them plentiful harvests and stately herds. 
When their time came to die, they slipped into untroubled sleep, 
but while they lived they had many desirable things. Earth 
yielded them her fruits of her own accord and in great abundance. 
Rich in all they had need of, they lived out their days in calm 
serenity. When Destiny decreed that they pass from the earth, 
they became benevolent patron deities, who pace the length and 
breadth of the land garmented in cloud, grant gifts, uphold 
justice, and avenge wrongs. 

Then the gods created a second race, the race of the Men of 
Silver. These were very different from the first, both in appear- 
ance and spirit. Their sons remained boys for a full hundred 
years, immature in their ways, tended and indulged by their 
mothers. And when such a child at last grew to young manhood, 
only a brief span of life was left him. Reckless actions plunged 
these new men into disaster, for they could not check their pas- 
sions. They were savage and proud, sinned against one another, 
and no longer paid homage to the gods by bringing fitting sacri- 
fice to their altars. Zeus was so displeased at this lack of rever- 
ence for the immortals that he removed this race from the earth. 
But even the silver race was not so devoid of all virtues that 
certain honors were not accorded them, for when they had ceased 
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to live as human beings, they were permitted to roam the earth 
as demons. 

And now Father Zeus created a third race, the race of the 
Men of Bronze. These, in turn, were utterly unlike the silver, 
cruel and violent, concerned only with wars, and always eager 
to hurt one another. They disdained the fruits of the field and 
fed on the flesh of animals. Their stubborn will was hard as the 
diamond. From their enormous shoulders grew massive arms 
which none ventured to brave. They wore armor of bronze, dwelt 
in houses of bronze, and worked with brazen tools, for at that 
time there was no iron. But though they were mighty of build 
and terrible and fought one another incessantly, they were power- 
less against death. And when they left the clear and radiant 
atmosphere of earth, they descended into the murky night of the 
underworld. 

When this race too had died out, Zeus, the son of Cronus, 
produced a fourth race, to live on the nourishing earth. These 
new men were nobler and more just than those before them. 
They were the heroes whom Antiquity calls “demigods.” But in 
the end they too fell in feuds and wars, some before the seven 
j gates of Thebes, where they were fighting for the realm of King 
^ Oedipus, others on the field of Troy, where they had come in ships 
for the sake of beautiful Helen. When their existence on earth 
had ended in battle and disaster, Zeus assigned them a region 
at the very rim of the universe, on the Islands of the Blest gleam- 
ing in the dark sea. Here they lead a tranquil and happy life 
after death, and three times a year the rich earth grants them 
a harvest of honey-sweet fruits. 

The old poet Hesiod, who tells the legend of the ages of man, 
ends with a sigh of regret: “Ah, if only I did not belong to the 
fifth age of men which is now come. Had I but died earlier, or 
come into the world later! For this is the iron age. These men 
are utterly corrupt. By day and by night they labor and fret, 
and the gods send them more and more gnawing cares. But they 
bring their greatest trouble upon themselves. The father does 
not love his son, nor the son his father. Guest hates host, and 
friend hates friend. Even brothers do not cherish each other with 
a whole heart, as in times gone by, and the grey hair of parents 
commands no reverence. The aged must listen to shameful Ian- 
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guage and suffer blows. O ruthlras men ! Have you forgotten the 
judgment the gods will pass, that you deny your old parents 
thanks for the care they had of you.? Everywhere the right of 
might prevails, and city destroys its neighbor city. Whoever is 
true to his oath and is good and just finds no favor, while the 
evildoer and the hardhearted blasphemer are heaped with 
honors. Fairness and moderation are no longer esteemed. The 
wicked are allowed to harm the noble, to lie, and to swear false 
oaths. And that is why these men are so unhappy. Discordant 
and medicious envies pursue them and cast gloom upon their 
brows. The goddesses of virtue and awe, who until now have fre- 
quented the earth, sadly veil their lovely limbs in robes of white 
and flee from men, back to the gathering of the eternal gods. 
Nothing but misery is left to mortals, and no end of this mournful 
state is yet in sight.” 



PYRBHA AND DEUCALION 


I N the age of the Men of Bronze, when Zeus, the ruler of the 
world, heard evil things about those who dwelt in it, he decided 
to walk the earth in mortal shape. But wherever he went, he 
found that rumor had fallen far short of the truth. 

One evening, as twilight deepened into night, he came to the 
halls of inhospitable Lycaon, king of Arcadia, who was known 
for his savagery. By miraculous signs and tokens Zeus made 
evident his divine origin, and the people knelt and worshipped 
him. But Lycaon scoffed at their devout prayers. ‘^Let us see,” 
he said, ‘^whether this guest of ours is a god or a mortal !” And 
in his heart he resolved to destroy him at midnight, when his 
sleep would be soundest. 

But first he killed a poor hostage the people of Molossia had 
sent him, cast part of the body, still warm, into boiling water, 
roasted part over the fire, and served this dish to the stranger 
for his evening meal. Zeus, who had seen through both what was 
done and what was intended, started up from the board and 
launched avenging flames upon the palace of this impious king. 
Shaken with terror he fled into the open. But the very first sound 
of distress he uttered turned into a howl. His skin roughened 
to a shaggy pelt, his arms became legs. He had been changed 
into a bloodthirsty wolf. 

Then Zeus returned to Olympus, sat in council with the gods, 
and determined to wipe out the whole infamous race of man. He 
was just about to do this by scourging all the earth with light- 
ning, when he held back for fear the sky might catch fire and 
burn the axis of the world. So he laid aside the thunderbolts the 
Cyclopes had forged for him and resolved to send torrents of rain 
down upon the earth and drown mortals in a vast flood. Instantly 
the north wind and all the other winds that clear the skies were 
locked into the cave of Aeolus, and only the south wind was al- 
lowed to issue forth. Down to earth he flew with dripping wings, 
shrouded in darkness as black as pitch. Tides flowed from his 
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white hair, fogs covered his forehead, and water oozed from his 
breast. He reached up to the sky, swept the clouds into his mighty 
grip, and began to squeeze them out. Thunder rumbled, and 
masses of rain beat down from the heavens. The violence of the 
storm bent the harvest and shattered the farmer’s hopes. The 
long labors of the seasons had been in vain. 

Poseidon, the brother of Zeus, also helped in this orgy of de- 
struction. He called together the rivers, saying: ‘‘Let loose your 
currents ! Engulf the houses and wreck the dams !” And they car- 
ried out his commands, while he himself struck the earth with his 
trident and shook the ground to make way for the waters. The 
rivers rolled over the open meadows, deluged the fields, and tore 
down the saplings, temples, and homes. If a few palaces still 
loomed here and there, the great tide rose to their roofs in no 
time at all, and the tallest towers were caught up in a whirlpool. 
Soon no one could distinguish between water and land. Every- 
thing was sea, shoreless sea. 

Men tried to save themselves as best they could. One climbed 
a high mountain, another took to his boat and rowed over the 
roof of his submerged house, or over his vineyards, where the 
vine-sprays brushed against the keel. Fish struggled in the 
boughs of trees, while the fleeing stag and boar were at the mercy 
of the tide. Whole peoples were swept away, and those who were 
spared died of hunger on hills where nothing grew but barren 
heather and ferns. 

In the land of Phocis there was still one mountain which lifted 
its peaks above the waste of water. It was Mount Parnassus. 
Deucalion, whose father Prometheus had warned him of the com- 
ing flood, and built him a boat, floated up to this mountain with 
Pyrrha his wife. No man and no woman created ever surpassed 
these two in goodness and fear of the gods. When Zeus, looking 
down from the sky, saw only endless swamp where the earth had 
been, and only two people left of thousands upon thousands, 
both guiltless and devout worshippers of his deity, he sent the 
north wind to drive away the black clouds and scatter the fogs. 
Once more he showed heaven to earth and earth to heaven, while 
Poseidon, sovereign over the sea, laid down his trident and 
smoothed the waves. The sea had shores again ; the rivers returned 
to their beds. The tops of trees, smeared with mud, began to rise 
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from the depths. Next came the hills, and at last the level plain 
spread clear and dry. Earth was restored. 

Deucalion looked around. The land lay ravaged and silent as 
the tomb. At the sight, tears ran down his cheeks, and he said 
to Pyrrha: “My only and beloved companion, in all directions, 
as far as eye can reach, I see no living thing. We two are the only 
humans left on earth ; all the rest have been drowned in the flood. 
And we, indeed, are not yet sure of our life. I tremble at every 
cloud. And even if all danger were past, what should two lonely 
people do on the abandoned earth? Oh, how I wish my father 
Prometheus had taught me the art of creating men and breath- 
ing spirit into shapes of clay !” 

So he spoke, and in their solitude both he and his wife began 
to weep. Then they fell on their knees before a half-ruined altar 
of Themis and pleaded with the immortal goddess. “Tell us, god- 
dess, how we may recreate the vanished race of man. Oh, help 
the world to live again !” 

“Go from my altar,” said a voice. “Veil your heads, loosen the 
garments from your limbs, and cast the bones of your mother 
behind you.” 

Long they pondered over these mysterious words. Pyrrha was 
the first to break the silence. “Forgive me, great goddess,” she 
said, “if I shudder and do not obey you, for I hesitate to offend 
my mother’s shade by scattering abroad her bones.” 

But Deucalion’s mind was suddenly illumined as by a flash of 
light. He calmed his wife with soothing words. “Unless I am 
much mistaken,” he said, “the command of the gods never bids 
us do wrong. The earth is our mother, and her bones are the 
stones. It is the stones, Pyrrha, that we are to cast behind us !” 

Nonetheless both were very doubtful about this explanation 
of the command of Themis. Yet — so they thought — ^there is no 
harm in trying. So they went to one side, veiled their heads, 
loosened the clasps of their garments as they had been told, and 
flung stones backward over their shoulders. And a miracle hap- 
pened: the stones no longer remained hard and brittle. They 
became supple, and grew, and took on shape. Human forms stood 
out, not very distinctly at first, but rather like the first rough out- 
line an artist hews from marble. Whatever was earthen and 
moist about the stones changed to flesh, and what was firm and 
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hard was transformed to bones, while the veins turned into 
human veins. So, in a very short time, with the help of the gods, 
the stones cast by the man became men, those by the woman, 
women. 

The human race does not deny its origin. It is a sturdy race, 
well-fitted for a life of toil, and it never forgets the stuff from 
which it was made. 


ZEUS AND 10 


1 NACHUS, king of the Pelasgians, the hereditary monarch of an 
age-old dynasty, had a beautiful daughter called lo. Zeus, 
the lord of Olympus, once happened to see her as she was tend- 
ing her father’s fiocks in the meadows of Lema, and love for her 
leaped up in the god like a flame. Disguised as a mortal, he came 
to tempt her with sweet, seductive words. 

“How happy will he be who one day calls you his own! Yet 
there is no mortal worthy of you, you who are fit to be the bride 
of the ruler of the gods. I am he ! I am Zeus ! No, do not run away I 
See, it is burning noon. Come with me to that shady grove, over 
there to the left, which invites us with its coolness. Why should 
you toil in the midday heat? You need not be afraid to enter 
the dim forest where beasts crouch in the dusky ravines, for am 
I not here to protect you, I, who weigh in my hand the scepter 
of the sky and flash jagged lightning over the earth?” 

But the girl sped from her tempter, and fear winged her feet, 
so that she would surely have escaped him, had he not abused his 
power and plunged the entire region into darkness. She was 
muffled in mists and slowed her steps in alarm lest she stumble 
against a rock or lose her footing and slip into a river. And so 
vmhappy lo fell into the snares of Zeus. 

Hera, the mother of the gods, had'long since grown accustomed 
to her husband’s faithlessness, for he frequently turned from 
her to lavish love on the daughters of demigods and mortals. Yet 
she had never learned to curb her anger and jealousy, but 
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watched every move of Zeus on earth with unflagging distrust. 
Now too her gaze rested upon that very region where her hus- 
band was disporting himself without her knowledge, and she saw 
with amazement that in one particular spot the clear day was 
blurred with heavy mists which rose neither from the riv^ nor 
the ground, nor were they due to any other natural cause. Her 
suspicions were instantly aroused. She looked for Zeus over all 
Olympus, but he was not there. “If I am not mistaken,” she said 
sullenly to herself, “my husband is doing me a grave wrong.” 

And forthwith she left the high air of heaven, floated down to 
earth in a cloud, and bade the mists which walled in the seducer 
and his quarry break apart. Zeus had divined her coming, and 
, to save his beloved from her vengeance, he changed the lovely 
daughter of Inachus into a snow-white heifer. Even so^ the girl 
> was stiU fair to look upon. Hera, seeing at once through her hus- 
^ band’s ruse, praised the stately animal and guilefully asked to 
whom it belonged, what breed it was, and where it had come from, 
r In his embarrassment and desire to put an end to her questions, 
? Zeus lyingly told her that the heifer was a mere creature of earth 
and nothing more. Hera pretended to be satisfied with his answer, 
but begged him to make her a present of the fine beast. What was 
the cheated cheat to do? If he granted her request he would lose 
^ his beloved; if he refused, her smoldering suspicions would 
“ burst into flame and she would surely destroy the unfortunate 
girl. For the time being, then, he decided to do without her and 
gave his wife the shimmering creature, whose secret he thought 
well-hidden. 

Hera seemed charmed with the gift. She knotted a ribbon 
about the neck of the beautiful heifer, whose heart beat under 
the animal pelt in mortal despair, and led her off in triumph. 
But the goddess herself had misgivings about her action and 
knew she would not be at ease until she had given her rival into 
very safe keeping. She went in search of Argus, the son of 
Arestor, who seemed well suited for the task she had in mind. 
For Argus was a monster with a hundred eyes, of which he closed 
only one pair at a time, while the rest, glittering like stars over 
the front and back of his head, remained open and faithful to 
their duties. It was to Argus that Hera entrusted lo, so that 
Zeus would be unable to regain the mistress she had deprived 
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him of. Fixed by those hundred eyes, the heifer was allowed to 
graze on slopes, green with luxuriant grass, the livelong day, but 
wherever she went, never was she out of sight of Argus, even 
when she moved behind him. At nightfall he locked her up and 
weighed her neck with heavy chains. She dined on bitter herbs 
and leathery leaves, lay on the hard bare ground, and drank 
from turbid pools. Often lo forgot that she was no longer human. 
She wanted to lift her hands in supplication, only to remember 
that she had no hands. She wanted to plead with Argus in sweet, 
compelling words, but when she opened her mouth she shrank 
from the lows she uttered. Argus did not keep her in one place, 
for Hera had bidden him pasture her far and wide, so that it 
would be difficult for Zeus to discover her. Thus it was that she 
and her guard roamed the countryside, until one day she found 
herself in her native land, on the bank of the river where she had 
so often played as a child. Now for the first time she saw herself 
in her altered shape, and when the head of a homed beast stared 
back at her from the bright mirror of the waters, she fled from 
her own image in shuddering alarm. Driven by longing, she 
turned toward her sisters and her father, but they did not recog- 
nize her. Inachus did, indeed, stroke her shimmering flank and 
proffer her leaves plucked from a bush growing near by. But 
when the heifer licked his hand in gratitude, and covered it with 
kisses and human tears, the old man stiU did not guess whom he 
had caressed, nor who had returned his caresses. At last the poor 
girl, whose mind had suffered no change along with her form, 
had a happy thought. With her hoof she began to trace written 
symbols in the sand, and soon her father, whose attention had 
been attracted to this curious behavior, deciphered the news 
that his own child stood before him. 

“What misery!” exclaimed the old man, as he clung to the 
horns and neck of his moaning daughter. “Must I find you like 
this, you whom I have looked for the world over! Alas, I grieved 
less when I was seeking you than now that I have found you. 
You are silent? Can you give me no word of comfort, but only 
low? Fool that I was ! All my thoughts were bent upon choosing a 
son-in-law worthy of you, and now you are like those who run 
in a herd . . .” Inachus could not finish his lament, for Argus, 
the cruel watchman, snatched lo from her father and dragged 
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her far away to a solitary pasture. Then he himself climbed to 
the peak of a mountain and performed his o£Sce by peering to 
the four comers of the world with his hundred wary eyes. 

And now Zeus could no longer endure the sorrows of lo. He 
summoned his dear son Hermes and commanded him to trick 
hated Argus into closing his eyes. Hermes bound his winged 
sandals to his feet, grasped in his strong hand the staff which 
scatters sleep, and put on his travelling cap. In this raiment he 
left his father’s house and sped down to earth. There he laid 
aside his cap and wings and kept only his staff, so that he looked 
like a shepherd with his crook. He coaxed a flock of wild goats 
to follow him and went to the lonely meadow where lo was nib- 
bling the young blades under the stare of the ever-watchful 
Argus. Then Hermes drew forth a shepherd’s pipe, called a 
syrinx, and began to sound notes more full and sweet than mortal 
herdsmen play. 

Hera’s servant, pleased with the unexpected music, rose from 
his lofty seat and called down: “Whoever you may be, most 
welcome piper, come and rest on this rock with me. You will find 
no thicker or greener grass for your beasts, and that clump of 
close-growing trees offers pleasant shade to the herd.” 

Hermes thanked Argus and clambered up beside him. He 
began to speak, and his talk was so lively and beguiling that the 
hours passed unnoticed. Those hundred lids grew heavy, and 
now Hermes fingered his reed and thought to put Argus to sleep 
with his playing. But lo’s guard feared the anger of his mistress, 
should he slacken his watchfulness, and fought his desire for 
sleep to the extent of keeping at least part of his eyes open. With 
a great effort he marshalled his drowsy wits and, since the reed 
pipe was something new, asked his companion its origin. 

“I shall be glad to tell you,” said Hermes, “if you have the 
patience to listen at this late hour. In the snow-covered hills of 
Arcadia lived a famous hamadryad called Syrinx. The wood- 
land gods and satyrs were charmed with her loveliness and wooed 
her ardently, but again and again she eluded their pursuit, for 
she feared the yoke of marriage. Like Artemis with her girdle, 
Artemis, lover of the chase, she was loath to give up her maiden- 
hood. Finally the great god Pan saw the nymph as he was roam- 
ing the forest and began to court her insistently, though with 
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the proud bearing the knowledge of his own majesty gave him. 
But him too she spumed and fled through pathless wilderness 
until she came to the sandy river Ladon, whose waters were just 
deep enough to block her crossing. She hesitated on the bank 
and implored her sisters, the nymphs, to take pity upon her and 
change her form before the god overtook her. Just then he came 
and clasped her in his arms, but to his great astonishment he 
found himself holding a reed instead of a maiden. His deep sighs 
entered the reed, were multiplied in passage, and echoed their 
own sound in mournful murmurs. The magic of these notes 
soothed the bereft god’s anguish. ‘So be it, O Loveliness trans- 
formed,’ he cried in pain and delight. ‘Even so we shall be united 
and nothing can ever part us.’ Then he cut himself reeds of 
various lengths, joined them with wax, and named his flute for 
the fair hamadryad. Ever since that time we have called the 
shepherd’s pipe syrinx . . .” 

This was the tale of the messenger of the gods, and never did 
he turn his gaze from Argus in the telling. Before the end he 
saw one eye after another veiled beneath its lid, until at last heavy 
sleep had put out all the hundred lights. Now Hermes checked 
the ripple of his voice and with his magic staff touched each of 
those closed eyes to deepen their oblivion. Then he swiftly drew 
forth the sickle-shaped sword he had concealed under his shep- 
herd’s smock, cut through the bowed neck of Argus where it was 
closest to the head, and both head and trunk plunged down from 
the peak and stained the stones with jets of blood. 

Now lo was free, and though she was still in the shape of a 
heifer, she sped away in unshackled liberty. But the sharp eyes 
of Hera detected all that had happened below. She cast about 
for some instrument to inflict exquisite torment upon her rival, 
and chanced upon the gadfly. This insect almost crazed lo with 
its sting and drove her from her own country and over all the 
earth: to the Scythians, to the Caucasus, to the tribe of the 
Amazons, the Cimmerian Isthmus, the sea of Maeotis, and thence 
into Asia. After long and difficult wanderings she came to Egypt. 
Here, on the shores of the Nik, she sank down upon her fore- 
feet, bent back her head and gazed upward to Zeus in heaven 
in mute accusation. So stricken with pity was he at sight of 
her, that he hastened to Hera, embraced her, implored her mercy 
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for the poor girl, who had done nothing to provoke his faithless- 
ness, and swore by the waters of the underworld (on which the 
gods take their oaths) that he would give up his fondness for 
her. While he was still beseeching her, Hera heard the low of the 
heifer which rose through the clear air, even up to Olympus. 
Her heart softened, and she gave her husband leave to return 
lo to her own true shape. 

Zeus hurried to earth and swept on to the Nile. He passed 
his hand over the heifer’s back, and a curious change ensued: 
the shag vanished from her body, the horns dwindled, her eyes 
narrowed, the muzzle curved to lips, shoulders and hands ap- 
peared, and the hooves were suddenly gone. Nothing of the 
heifer remained but her fair white color. lo rose from the ground 
and stood erect, and beauty breathed about her. There, on the 
bank of the Nile, she bore Zeus a son, Epaphus, and because the 
people venerated her, who had been so miraculously saved, as 
though she were a goddess, she ruled over that country for many 
years. But even so, she was never quite safe from the wrath of 
Hera, who incited the savage Curetes to steal young Epaphus. 
So again lo wandered up and down the earth, this time in a 
futile search for her son. At last — ^after Zeus had struck the 
Curetes with lightning — she found Epaphus on the border of 
Ethiopia, took him back to Egypt, and shared the throne with 
him. He married Memphis, who bore him Libya, for whom the 
land of Libya is named. When mother and son died, the peoples 
of the Nile built temples for them and worshipped them as 
gods, her as Isis, and him as Apis. 


PHAETHON 


B orne by luminous pillars, the palace of the sun-god rose 
lustrous with gold and flame-red rubies. The cornice was of 
dazzling ivory, and carved in relief on the wide silver doors were 
legends and miracle tales. To this beautiful place came Phaethon, 
son of Phoebus, and asked for his father, the sun-god. He dared 
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not approach too closely, but stopped at a little distance, be- 
cause he could not endure that glittering, burning nearness. 

Phoebus, robed in crimson, was seated on his throne adorned 
with matchless emeralds. To the right and the left of him stood 
his retinue ranged in appointed order: the Day, the Month, the 
Year, the Centuries, and the Seasons: young Spring with his 
fillet of flowers. Summer garlanded with sheaves of yellow grain, 
wine-stained Autumn, and Winter, whose locks were white as 
hail. The all-seeing eyes of Phoebus, in the midst of these, soon 
noticed the youth, who was gazing at the glory about him in 
silent amazement. “Why did you undertake this journey?” he 
asked him. “What brings you to the palace of your father, my 
son?” 

“O father,” answered Phaethon, “it is because on earth men 
are making mock of me and slandering my mother Clymene. They 
say that I only pretend to be of heavenly origin, and that, in 
reality, I am the son of a quite ordinary, unknown man. So I 
have come to beg of you some token which will prove to the 
world that I am indeed your son.” 

He paused, and Phoebus laid aside the beams which circled 
his head and bade him come close. Then he embraced him ten- 
derly, flinging his arms around him, and said : “Clymene, your 
mother, told you the truth, my son, and I shall never disown 
you in the face of the world. But to dispel your doubts forever, 
ask a gift of me. I swear by the Styx, that river in the under- 
world upon which all gods take their oath, that your wish shall 
be granted, no matter what it may be.” 

Phaethon barely waited for his father to finish. “Then make 
my wildest dream come true !” he cried. “For one whole day let 
me guide the winged chariot of the sun!” 

Fear and sorrow shadowed the god’s shining face. Three — 
four times he shook his radiant head. At last he said : “O son, you 
beguiled me into speaking rash words. If only I could retract 
my promise! For you have asked something which is beyond 
your strength. You are young, you are mortal, but what you 
crave is granted only to the gods — ^and not to all of them, for 
only I am permitted to do what you are so eager to try. Only I 
can stand on the glowing axle which showers sparks as it moves 
through the air. My chariot must travel a steep path. It is a 
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difficult climb for the horses even when they are fresh, at dawn. 
The middle of the course lies at the zenith of the sky. I tell you 
that I myself am often shaken with dread when, at such a height, 
I stand upright in my chariot. My head spins when I look down 
on the lands and seas so far beneath me. And the last stretch of 
the way descends sharply and requires a sure hand on the reins. 
Even Thetis, goddess of the sea, who waits to receive me in her 
smooth waters, is full of alarm lest I be hurled from the sky. 
And there is still another peril to consider, for you must remem- 
ber that heaven turns incessantly and that the driving is against 
the sweep of its vast rotations. Even if I gave you my chariot, 
how could you overcome such obstacles? No^ dear son, do not 
insist that I keep my word to you, but mend your wish while 
there is still time. You can read my concern from my face. Could 
you but look through my eyes into my heart, heavy with a f ather^s 
anxiety ! Choose anything that earth and heaven have to offer, 
and by the Styx I swear it shall be yours ! — You fling your arms 
around me? Alas, that it is to ask this dangerous thing 

The youth pleaded and pleaded, and Phoebus Apollo had, 
after all, sworn a most sacred oath. So he took his son by the 
hand and led him to the sun-chariot, the work of Hephaestus. 
Pole, axle, and the rims of the wheels were of gold, the spokes of 
silver, and the yoke glittered with chrysolite and other precious 
stones. While Phaethon was still marvelling at this perfect crafts- 
manship, Dawn wakened in the east and flung wide the doors to 
her rosy chamber. The stars faded, last of all the morning star, 
which lingers longest at his post in the heavens, and the horns 
of the crescent moon paled on the brightening horizon. Now 
Phoebus ordered the winged Hours to yoke the horses, and they 
did as he bade, bringing the shining-flanked animals, sated with 
ambrosia, out of their splendid stalls, and putting them into the 
gleaming harness. Then the father salved the face of his son 
with a magic ointment to enable him to withstand the heat of 
the flames. He crowned his head with sun-rays, sighing all the 
while, and said warningly : ‘‘Child, spare the goad and use the 
reins, for the horses will run of themselves, and your labor will 
lie in slowing their flight. The course slants in a wide and shallow 
curve. Keep away from both the South and the North poles. 
You will find the road by the tracks the wheels have left. Do not 
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drive too slow, lest the earth catch fire, nor too high, lest you bum 
up the sky. So' go now, if you must! Darkness is passing. Take 
the reins in your hands, or — dear son, there is still time to give 
up this folly ! Leave the chariot to me, and let me shed the light 
on the world. Be content to watch!” 

The boy scarcely heard what his father said. One spring, and 
he was up in the chariot, exultant at having the reins in his own 
hands. He only nodded and smiled his thanks to unhappy 
Phoebus. The four winged horses neighed, and the air kindled 
with their burning breath. In the meantime Thetis, knowing 
nothing of her grandchild’s venture, opened wide her portals; 
the vast spaces of the world lay before Phaethon’s eyes, and the 
horses bounded up the course and broke through the mists of 
morning. 

But soon they felt that their burden was lighter than usual, 
and like ships which toss on the ocean when the hold is not heavy 
with cargo, the chariot reeled and floundered through the air and 
swerved aimlessly, as though it were empty. When the horses 
became aware of this, they wheeled from the beaten paths of the 
sky and jostled each other in savage haste. Phaethon began to 
tremble. He did not know which way to pull the reins, he did 
not know where he was, nor could he curb the animals straining 
from him with headlong speed. "When he looked down from the 
arch of the heavens and saw the land spread out so far below, 
his cheeks grew pale and his knees shook with terror. He glanced 
back over his shoulder,- and much of the sky lay in his wake; he 
turned forward, and more loomed ahead. In his mind he measured 
the vast reaches before and behind, and not knowing what to do 
he stared into space. His helpless hands neither slackened nor 
tightened the reins. He wanted to call to the horses but did not 
know their names. He saw the many constellations strewing the 
heavens, and his heart numbed with horror at their strange 
shapes, like those of monsters. Chill with despair he dropped 
the reins, and instantly the horses shied from their course, leap- 
ing sidewise into unfamiliar regions of air. Now they sprang 
forward, now they plunged down. Now they rushed against the 
fixed stars, and now they slanted toward earth. They grazed 
against drifts of cloud, which kindled and began to smoulder. 
Lower and lower hurtled the chariot until the wheels touched 
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the tall mountains. The earth panted and cracked with heat, the 
saps were dried out of growing things, and suddenly everything 
began to flicker. The heather yellowed and drooped. The leaves 
of the forest trees shrivelled and burst into flame. The fire 
sped on to the plains and scorched the harvests. Entire cities 
went up in smoke, and whole countries with all their peoples 
burned to cinders. Hills were consumed, and woods, and moun- 
tains. They say that it was then the skin of the Ethiopians turned 
black. Rivers ran dry or streamed backwards to regain their 
sources. The sea itself shrank and narrowed so that what its 
waters had only lately covered was now nothing but dry sand. 

The world was afire, and Phaethon began to suffer from the 
intolerable heat. Every breath he drew seemed to come from a 
seething furnace, and the chariot seared the soles of his feet. 
He was tortured with fumes and blasts of ashes cast up by the 
burning earth. Smoke black as pitch surged around him, while 
the horses jounced and tossed him hither and thither. And then 
his hair caught fire. He fell from the chariot and whirled through 
space like a shooting star, such as sometimes trails its brightness 
through the clear sky. Far from his home the broad river Eri- 
danus received him and closed over his throbbing limbs. 

His father, the sun-god, who had witnessed this sight of de- 
struction, veiled his radiant head and brooded in sorrow. It is 
said that this day brought no light to the world. Only the great 
conflagration shone far and wide. 

OAHACUf^ 


EUROPA 


I K the land of Tyre and Sidon, Europa, daughter of King 
Agenor, was reared in the seclusion of her father’s palace. 
Once, at midnight, when mortals are visited by fanciful dreams 
which have a clear core of truth. Heaven sent her a curious vision. 
It seemed to her that two continents — ^Asia and that which lies 
opposite — ^in the guise of women, were fighting to possess her. 
One of the women had a foreign air. The other — ^and this was 
Asia — ^looked and acted like one of Europa’s own countrywomen, 
and claimed her warmly and vehemently, saying that it was she 
who had home and nurtured this lovely child. But the strange 
woman clasped her in her strong arms like a stolen treasure and 
drew her away with her. The oddest part of the dream was that 
Europa did not resist her with any real force or purpose. 

“Come with me, little love,” said the stranger. “I shall bring 
you to Zeus, the Aegis-Bearer, for Destiny has appointed you 
his beloved !” 

Europa awoke. The blood pulsed madly in her temples, and 
she started up from her couch, for the vision of night had been 
as bright and distinct as the reality of day. For a long time she 
sat upright and motionless, staring into space with wide-open 
eyes, and still seeing the two women before her. At last her lips 
moved, and she asked herself in alarm : “What god has sent me 
this vision? What curious dream has beguiled me while I slept, 
safe in the house of my father? Who was the strange woman? 
What new yearning quickened my heart at sight of her? How 
lovingly she approached me, and even when she snatched me 
away she looked at me with a mother’s tender gaze ! May the gods 
let my dream be for the best!” 

Morning had come, and the fair light of day dispelled the 
darkness of her visions from Europa’s spirit. She rose to busy 
herself with her usual girlish tasks and pleasures. Friends smd 
companions of her own age gathered about her, the daughters of 
noble houses, who attended her on her walks, at choral dances. 
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and the rites of offering. They came to conduct their young mis- 
tress to a meadow strewn with many flowers, close by the sea 
where the girls of that region assembled to delight in the mass 
of blooms and the sound of the surf lapping the shore. All the 
girls carried baskets, and Europa herself had one of gold, carved 
with shining scenes from the lives of the gods. It was the work 
of Hephaestus, and Poseidon, the Earth-Shaker, had given it to 
Libya in those long-ago days when he was courting her. It had 
passed from hand to hand until Agenor received it as an heir- 
loom. Swinging this basket, which was more like a bride’s finery 
than an article for everyday use, lovely Europa ran before her 
playmates, on to the shoreland meadows bright with color. The 
girls scattered with merry words and gay laughter, each to pluck 
those flowers that pleased her fancy. One broke the glistening 
narcissus, another the fragrant hyacinth; a third chose the 
fainter-scented violet. Some preferred the spicy thyme, others 
the yellow crocus. So they ran here and there over the meadow, 
but Europa soon found what she was seeking. Taller than they, 
like the foam-bom goddess of love among the Graces, she stood 
among her friends, and held high in her hands a great bunch of 
glowing roses. 

When they had gathered all they wanted, the girls flung them- 
selves down in the soft grass and began to plait wreaths, which 
later they would hang on green boughs as thank-offerings to the 
nymphs of that place. But their pleasure in their dainty work 
was doomed to be short-lived, for — of a sudden — ^Fate broke in 
upon Europa’s carefree maidenhood, the fate the dream of the 
past night had shadowed forth. 

Zeus, son of Cronus, struck by the arrow of Aphrodite, who 
alone among the immortals could overcome the unconquerable 
father of the gods, was stirred by the beauty of young Europa. 
But because he feared the anger of jealous Hera and could 
hardly hope to tempt the girl’s innocent spirit if he came in 
his own form, the god contrived a ruse. He assumed the shape 
of a bull. But no ordinary bull! Not like one that paces the 
common field, bends to the yoke, and draws the loaded wagon! 
He was great and splendid, with swelling neck and maslive 
shoulders. His horns were slight and graceful as though a hand 
had wrought them, and more transparent than flawless jewels. 
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Yellow-gold in color was his body, but in the .very middle of his 
forehead shimmered a silvery mark shaped like the crescent moon. 
Rolling restlessly in their sockets, his blue-black eyes smoldered 
with desire. Before transforming himself, Zeus had summoned 
Hermes to Olympus and — ^without a word about his purpose- 
had directed him to do him a certain service. “Hasten, dear son, 
loyal executor of my commands,” he said. “Do you see that land 
below us, to the left? It is Phoenicia. Go there and drive the herds 
of King Agenor, which you will find grazing on the mountain 
slopes, down to the shore of the sea.” Instantly the winged god, 
ob^ient to his father’s words, flew to the Sidonian pastures and 
drove the king’s cattle, among which Zeus — ^unbeknown to 
Hermes — ^had mingled himself in his new shape, down to those 
very meadows in which Agenor’s daughter, surrounded by her 
Tyrian maidens, was lightheartedly toying with garlands. The 
herd dispersed and began cropping the grass at a distance from 
the girls. Only the beautiful bull that housed a god approached 
the green mound on which Europa and her playmates were seated. 
He moved with perfect grace. His forehead did not threaten, 
and his flashing eyes begot no fears. He seemed gentleness itself. 
Europa and her maidens admired the noble proportions of the 
animal and his peaceful manner. They wanted to see him more 
closely and stroke his shimmering back. The buU seemed to be 
aware of this, for he drew nearer and nearer and finally came to 
a stand right in front of Europa. At first she was startled and 
shrank back, but the bull did not move. He appeared to be quite 
tame, so she took courage, went up to him, and held the roses 
to his foam-flecked lips, which breathed out the scent of am- 
brosia. Caressingly he licked the proffered flowers and the deli- 
cate hand which wiped the foam from his mouth and began to 
stroke him with tenderness and love. More and ever more en- 
chanting did the glorious creature seem to the girl. She even 
ventured to kiss his silken forehead. At that he bellowed joy- 
fully, but it was not the bellow of a common bull, but like the 
soimd of a Lydian flute echoing through a gorge between high 
mountains. TTien he crouched at her feet, looked at her full of 
lon^ng, and turned his head £is if to point his broad back to her. 

And now Europa called to her maidens. “Come closer,” she 
cried. “Let us climb on the back of this beautiful bull and ride 
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him. I think there is room for four of us at a time. See how tame 
he is, how gentle ! Not in the least like other bulls ! I do believe 
he has the power of reason, just like human beings, and all that 
he lacks is speech !” While she was speaking, she took the wreaths 
from the hands of her playmates and hung them one after an- 
other on the lowered horns of the bull. Then she sprang lightly 
to his back, while the other girls hung back, hesitating and 
afraid. 

When the bull had thus got what he wanted, he bounded up 
from the ground. First he walked slowly, yet so that Europa’s 
companions could not quite keep pace with him. But when the 
meadow lay behind and the empty strand stretched ahead, he 
doubled his speed and seemed a flying steed rather than a trot- 
ting bull. Before the girl knew what was happening, he had 
leaped into the sea and was swimming away with his quarry. With 
her right hand she clung to one of his horns, with her left she 
steadied herself on his back. The wind billowed out her gown as 
though it were a sail. In terror she looked back at the receding 
shore and called to her comrades — ^but in vain. The waters 
lapped against the sides of the bull, and shying from the wet 
she drew up her little heels. The bull floated on like a ship. Soon 
the land vanished from sight, the sun set, and in the vague shim- 
mer of night, the girl saw nothing but waves and stars. All the 
next day the bull swam through vast reaches of sea, but he parted 
the water so adroitly that not a drop touched his rider. At last, 
toward evening, they reached a far-off land. The bull swung 
himself ashore and let the girl slip from his back under the arch- 
ing boughs of a tree. Then he vanished, and in his place stood 
a man, beautiful as the gods, who told her he was the ruler of 
the island to which she had come, the island of Crete, and that he 
would protect her if she consented to be his. In her sadness and 
desolation, Europa gave him her hand in token of agreement. 
Zeus had accomplished his desire. 

Europa woke from the numbness of long sleep when the sun 
stood high in the heavens. She was alone and looked about her, 
helpless and bewildered, as though she expected to find herself 
at home. “Father, father!” she cried in distress. Then she re- 
membered and said: “How dare I even utter the word ‘father,* 
I who have had no care for my maidenhood ! What madness made 
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me forget a child’s love and devotion ?” Again she looked around, 
and slowly everything came back to her. “From where, and to 
what place have I come?” she said. “Death would be a penalty 
too light for my failing. But am I really awake? Am I mourning 
an actual disgrace? Perhaps only a misty dream, which will dis- 
solve when I close my lids again, is troubling my spirit. It is 
impossible to think that I chose to climb on a monster’s back, 
that I swam the seas, rather than pluck fresh blooms in sweet 
security !” 

Even as she spoke, she passed her palm across her eyes as if 
to banish a nightmare. But when she opened them, she saw the 
same alien scene: unfamiliar trees and rocks, and the white chum 
of the tide, dashing against looming cliffs and rushing on to a 
shore she had never seen. “Oh, if someone would only deliver that 
bull up to me now !” she cried in anger. “I should rend his flesh 
and break his horns. Idle wish ! I have left my home thoughtlessly 
and without shame, so what is there for me but to die ! If all the 
gods have forsaken me, let them at least send a lion or a tiger. 
Perhaps my beauty will tempt their appetites, and I need not 
wait for hunger to fade the bloom on my cheeks,” 

But no savage beast appeared. Smiling and tranquil the un- 
familiar landscape spread before her, and the sun shone from 
a cloudless sky. As though pursued by the Furies, the girl sprang 
to her feet. “Miserable Europa,” she cried, “do you not hear 
your father’s voice? He is far away, but still he will curse you 
unless you put an end to your shameful life. Do you not see him 
pointing to that ash tree, on which you can hang yourself by 
your girdle, or that steep cliff, from which you can plunge to 
an unquiet grave in the stormy sea? Or do you prefer to be the 
concubine of a barbarian lord and slave for him day after day, 
spinning your wool, you, the daughter of a great and powerful 
king?” 

In this way she tormented herself with the thought of death 
without finding the courage to die. Suddenly, she heard a low 
mocking whisper, and fearing an eavesdropper, looked over her 
shoulder in alarm. There, bright with unearthly radiance, stood 
Aphrodite and beside her Eros, her son, with lowered bow. A 
smile lingered on the lips of the goddess. “Calm your anger and 
rebel no longer,” she said. “The bull you loathe will come and 
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hold out his horns so that you may break them. It is I who sent 
you the dream you had in your father’s house. Be comforted, 
Europa ! You were carried off by a god. You are destined to be 
the mortal wife of Zeus, the Unconquerable. And your name shall 
be immortal, for from this time on the continent which received 
you shall be called Europe !” 


CADMUS 


C ADMITS was Europa’s brother, a son of Agenor, king of 
Phoenicia. When Zeus, in the shape of a bull, had carried 
ofif Europa, Agenor sent Cadmus and his brothers in search of 
her, telling them not to come back until they had accomplished 
their quest. For a long time Cadmus wandered through the 
world in vain, unable to find her whom the wiles of Zeus had 
spirited away. He feared his father’s anger at his failure, and 
so — ^not wishing to return to his own country — he consulted the 
oracle of Phoebus Apollo and asked what land he should dwell in 
the rest of his life. And the sun-god replied ; “In a lonely meadow 
you will find a heifer who has never borne the yoke. Follow her, 
and where she lies down to rest in the grass, in that place you 
shall build a city and call it Thebes.” 

Scarcely had Cadmus left the Castalian Fountain, the site of 
Apollo’s oracle, when he came to a green pasture, and in it 
grazed a heifer whose neck bore no marks of the yoke. V7ith a 
silent prayer to Phoebus, he slowly followed in the creature s 
tracks. She waded the ford of Cephisus and had just crossed a 
wide tract of land when she stopped, pointed her horns at the 
sky, and filled the air with her lowing. Then she glanced back 
at Cadmus and his retinue and finally lay down in the thick- 
growing tender grass. 

Full of gratitude, Cadmus prostrated himself and kissed the 
alien earth. Then he prepared to offer sacrifice to Zeus and sent 
his servants in search of a living spring to provide water for the 
Hbation. In that place, there was an age-old wood which had 
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never been thinned by the axe. In the very heart of it rocks, 
joined with a network of bush and underbrush, formed a low 
vault over a gorge running with clear water. Hidden in this 
cavern was a wicked dragon. His scarlet crest shone from afar ; 
his eyes flashed flame ; his body was swollen with venom, and three 
tongues flickered from his mouth which was armed with a triple 
row of teeth. The Phoenicians had only just entered the grove 
and let their pitcher down into the water, when the dragon darted 
his azure head out of the cavern and uttered a fearful hiss. The 
urns slipped from their hands, and the blood froze in their veins. 
The dragon, meanwhile, had coiled himself into scaly folds, drew 
back for the thrust, and, reared to half his height, looked down 
upon the wood. Then he lunged forward at the Phoenicians, 
killed some with his fangs, strangled others in his coils, and de- 
stroyed the rest by his poisonous spittle or the mere fetid breath 
from his mouth. 

Cadmus could not imagine what was keeping his servants. At 
last he went in search of them. His tunic was a pelt he had tom 
from a lion, his weapons were a lance and javelin and — stronger 
and better than these — ^his brave heart. Upon entering the grove 
he saw a mass of bodies, his lifeless servants, and triumphing 
above them the enemy, his body distended, his tongue lapping the 
blood of his victims. 

“My poor friends,” cried Cadmus, “I shall either avenge you 
or share your death !” And he picked up a boulder and hurled 
it at the dragon. The block was so huge that walls and towers 
would have shaken at its impact, but the dragon remained un- 
moved. His thick black hide and stiff scales protected him like a 
coat of mail. Now Cadmus threw his javelin, and with this he 
fared better, for the iron point bit deep into the entrails of the 
monster. Raging with pain, he turned his head and crushed the 
shaft of the javelin, but the top stuck fast in his body. A sword- 
stroke goaded him to fury, his throat swelled out, and white foam 
gushed from his poisonous jaws. Straight as an arrow the 
monster rushed forth, and his breast struck against the trunks 
of the trees. Agenor’s son dodged the onslaught, drew his lion’s 
skin close about him, and let the dragon’s teeth spend their force 
on the point of his lance. At last the blood began to stream from 
the throat of the beast and stained the green grass around him. 
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But the wound was light, and the dragon evaded every further 
thrust. Finally Cadmus buried his sword in his neck. It came out 
on the other side and pierced an oak tree so that the dragon was 
nailed to its trunk. The tree was bowed by the weight and moaned 
as it felt the tip of the monster’s tail lashing its bark. 

For a long time Cadmus gazed at the slain dragon. When he 
took his eyes from it and looked around, he saw Pallas Athene, 
who had descended from heaven and now commanded him to turn 
up the earth and sow the dragon’s teeth, the seed for a future 
race. He obeyed the goddess, ploughed a broad and long furrow, 
and scattered the dragon’s teeth in the groove. Of a sudden there 
was a stir in the clods, and out came, first the point of a lance, 
then a helmet with a crest of variegated plumes, then shoulders, 
breast, limbs, and finally a warrior, fully armed, sprang from 
the earth. This happened in many places at once, so that a whole 
crop of armed men grew up before the very eyes of the Phoeni- 
cian. 

He was greatly alarmed and prepared to fight a fresh foe. But 
one of the earthborn men called out to him : ‘^Do not lift your 
hand against us. Do not interfere in this war between brothers !” 
Even as he spoke he raised his sword against one of the other 
warriors and was, at the same instant, struck by a flying javelin. 
Its thrower, in turn, was wounded and gave up the breath of 
life he had only just received. And now the entire host fought 
one another in bitter battle, and soon almost all lay on the 
ground, writhing in the throes of death, while Mother Earth 
drank the blood of the sons she had borne for so brief a span. 
Only five were left. One of these — ^who later was called Echion * 
was the first to throw down his arms at Athene’s bidding, and 
offer peace. The others followed his example. 

With these five earthborn warriors, Cadmus, the stranger from 
Phoenicia, built the city as Apollo had bidden, and — ^in accor- 
dance with the god’s command — ^he called it Thebes. 



PENTHEUS 


I N Thebes, Bacchus or Dionysus, grandson of Cadmus, the 
son of Zeus and Semele, was bom in a miraculous manner. 
This god of fruitfulness, the discoverer of the grape, was reared 
in India, but soon left the nymphs who had sheltered and cher- 
ished him and voyaged from land to land to spread his new teach- 
ings, to instruct people how to grow the vine which gladdens the 
heart, and bid them found shrines in his honor. Great was the 
measure of kindness he lavished upon his friends, and just as 
great the harshness he dealt those who refused to recognize his 
divinity. His fame had already reached Greece and penetrated to 
the city of his birth. 

Thebes at that time was ruled by Pentheus, to whom Cadmus 
had given his kingdom. Pentheus was the son of carthborn Echion 
and Agave, the sister of the wine-god’s mother. This king of 
Thebes scorned the gods and most of all his kinsman Dionysus. 
And so when he approached with his retinue of exultant 
Bacchantes to reveal himself as a god, Pentheus ignored the 
warning of Tiresias, the blind and aged seer, and when he heard 
that Theban men and women and girls were flocking to adore 
the new god, he began to rage against them. 

‘‘What madness has come upon you ?” he asked. “You Thebans, 
who are descended from the dragon, you who have never re- 
treated from the trumpet that summons to battle, or from the 
death-bringing sword, will you now surrender to a mob of soft- 
handed fools and women ? And you people of Phoenicia, who came 
from beyond the sea and founded a city in honor of your old gods, 
have you forgotten the race of heroes who begot you? Will you 
suffer an unarmed boy to conquer Thebes, a weakling whose locks 
drip with myrrh, who wreathes his tender brow with vine-leaves, 
who goes robed in purple and gold rather than in mail, who can- 
not master a horse, and is indifferent to wars and feuds If only 
you will come to your senses, I shall soon force him to own he is 
mortal just like myself, who am his cousin ; that Zeus is not his 
father, and that all these rites and mummeries are the invention 
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of a pretender.’’ And he turned to his servants and commanded 
them to seize the author of this new madness, wherever they 
might come upon him, and bring him to the city in chains. 

The friends and kinsmen of Pentheus were aghast at his inso- 
lent words. His grandfather Cadmus who was still alive though 
very old, shook his white head in disapproval. But counsel and 
dissent only served to swell the king’s rage, which leaped over all 
the stumbling-stones set in his path as an angry river breaks 
through a dam. 

In the meantime his servants returned, and their faces were 
stained with blood. ‘^Where is Dionysus.?” Pentheus shouted to 
them. 

^‘We could not find him anywhere,” they replied. ‘‘But we have 
brought you one of his followers. He has not been with him very 
long, it seems.” 

Pentheus studied his captive with furious eyes and cried : “You 
are doomed! You must die on the instant, as a warning example 
to the rest. What is your name? Who are your parents? Where 
did you come from ? And tell me also why you perform these silly, 
newfangled rites?” 

The prisoner answered, and his voice was calm and without fear. 
“My name is Acoetes, Maeonia is my country, and my parents 
are of the common people. Neither fields nor flocks did my father 
leave me. All he taught me was how to fish with the rod, for this 
skill was the sole treasure he possessed. Soon I also learned how 
to manage a ship and to recognize the stars and the constella- 
tions, to know the winds, and what harbors are good. I became a 
seaman. Once, on a voyage to Delos, I came to an unknown coast 
where we cast anchor. I jumped from the ship, landed on the 
wet sand, and spent the night ashore without my comrades. The 
next morning I rose at early dawn and climbed a hill to find 
out what the winds held in store. In the meantime my comrades 
had also left the ship and, on my way back, I met them drag- 
ging with them a youth they had seized on the empty strand. 
The boy had a girlish beauty. He was dazed with wine and 
drowsy, and walked with faltering steps. When I looked at him 
more closely it seemed to me that his face, and the way he moved 
and bore himself, betraved one more than mortal. ‘I do not know 
what god it is who is hidden within this youth.’ I called to the 



crew. ‘But I am wliolly certain that it a gocL’ Then I turned 
to the boy. ‘Whoever you may be/ I said, ‘I implore you to give 
us your favor and speed our work. Forgive these who carried 
you off !’ 

“ ‘What foolishness is this !’ cried one of the men. ‘Leave off 
praying to him.’ And the others laughed. Blinded by their greed 
for profit, they took hold of the boy and started dragging him 
on to the ship. It was in vain that I resisted. The youngest and 
sturdiest in the mob, a fugitive from a Tyrrhenian city where he 
had committed murder, took me by the throat and cast me over- 
board. Had I not caught my foot in the rigging, I would surely 
have drowned. All this time the boy lay on deck as though in a 
deep sleep. Suddenly, wakened perhaps by the noise, he started 
up, sobered, and went up to the sailors. ‘What is all this?’ he 
cried. ‘Tell me what destiny has brought me here and where you 
are taking me P’ 

“ ‘Do not be afraid, boy,’ said one of the men, falsely reassur- 
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ing him. ‘Just tell us the port you wish to go to, and we will set 
you ashore wherever you say.’ 

“ ‘Then steer your course to the island of Naxos,’ the youth re- 
plied, ‘for that is my home.’ 

“They swore by all the gods to do as he bade them, and told me 
to set the sails. Naxos lay to our right, but when I shortened the 
sails accordingly, they signed to me and whispered; ‘What are 
you up to, you fool ! Are you mad? Go left !’ 

“I was amazed and incredulous. ‘Let another take over and 
steer the ship,’ I said, and stepped aside. 

“ ‘As if our welfare on this voyage depended upon you !* a 
coarse fellow called to me derisively, and proceeded to set the sails 
in my stead. And he turned the ship away from Naxos and steered 
an opposite course. The young god stood at the stern and gazed 
out upon the sea. His lips curved to a scornful smile as though 
he had only just discovered the sailor’s crude deceit. At last he 
spoke, pretending to weep. ‘Alas ! These are not the promised 
shores. This is not the land I asked to go to ! Ho you think that 
grown men ought to trick a child?’ But the impious crew made 
mock of his tears and mine and plied their oars with swift and 
lusty strokes. But suddenly the ship stood still in the ocean, as 
motionless as if it were beached. In vain did they strike the waves 
with their poles, spread all the sails, and strive on with re- 
doubled effort. The oars were twined with ivy, and vines clung 
about the mast with delicate tendrils and, growing upward in 
wide curve, hung the sails with rich clusters of fruit. Dionysus 
himself— for it was he!— stood upright in divine splendor. A 
fillet of leaves bound his forehead, and in his hand was ttie thyrsus 
garlanded with vine. Around him, in unsubstantial vision, tigers, 
lynxes, and panthers crouched on the deck, and a stream of 
scented wine flowed through the ship. The crew recoiled from him 
in terror and madness. One was about to scream, but found Ins 
lips and nose grown to a fish’s mouth, and before the rest could 
give voice to their horror at the sight, the same thing happened 
to them. Their bodies dwindled, and the skin hardened to bluish 
scales. Their spines arched, their arms shrank to fins, their feet 
fused to a tail. All had turned into fish, leaped into the sea, and 
bobbrf Tip .ni do.™ Trilh the wave.. Of mm I wm fte only 

one left, nnd I trembled in ermry limb, thmkmg that on the very 
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aext instant I too should lose my human shape. But Dionysus 
spoke to me kindly, for I had done him no harm. ‘Do not be 
alarmed,’ he said. ‘Take me to Naxos.’ And when we reached the 
island, he initiated me into the mysteries of his service at his 
holy altar.” 

“We have beoi listening to your chatter far too long,” cried 
King Fentheus. “Seize him !” he commanded his men. “Rend him 
with a thousand tortures and dispatch him to the underworld !” 
His henchmen obeyed. They shackled the seaman and cast him 
into a deep dungeon, but an invisible hand set him free. 

This incident marked the beginning of the persecution visited 
upon the followers of Dionysus. Agave, mother of Fentheus, and 
her sisters had taken part in the wild rites of the god. The king 
sent for them and had all the Bacchantes thrown into the city 
prison. But they too slipped from their bonds without mortal aid. 
The gates of their jail flew open, and they rushed out into the 
woods, their veins hot with Bacchic frenzy. As for the servant 
who had been sent to capture the god himself with the aid of an 
armed force — ^he returned in utter bewilderment, for Dionysus 
had held out his hands for the shackles with a smile. And now 
he stood bound before the king, who could not help wondering 
at his radiant young beauty. Yet Fentheus obstinately held to 
his error and persisted in treating him as a vagabond, an ad- 
venturer who feigned to be a god. He had the captive weighed 
with chains and thrust into a dark cell at the back of the palace, 
where the horses had their mangers. But at a word from the god 
the earth shook, the walls crumbled, and his bonds dissolved. 
Unharmed and in even greater loveliness he appeared among his 
worshippers. 

Messenger after messenger came to King Fentheus and 
brought him tidings of the miracles ike bands of frenzied women, 
led by his mother and sisters, were working in the wood. They 
had only to strike the rock with their wands, and clear water or 
fragrant wine bubbled and gushed from the barren stone. Be- 
neath the touch of the thyrsus, streams turned to milk, and 
hollow trees dripped with pale honey. “And had you, yoursell, 
beoi there, O king,” said one of the messengers, “and seen the 
god against whom you rail, you would have thrown yourself on 
the earth at his feet, and your lips would have uttered prayers.” 
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All this only served to make the hatred of Pentheus more 
bitter. He ordered his riders and armed troops, heavy and light, 
to pursue the host of women. At this Dionysus returned of his 
own accord and came before the king as his own emissary. He 
promised Pentheus to bring back the Maenads, if the king would 
don woman’s raiment, lest seeing him — a man, and uninitiate — 
they tear him to pieces. Reluctantly and full of suspicion Pen- 
theus accepted this proposal. In the end he followed the god out 
of the city, already stricken with the madness Dionysus had sent 
upon him. He seemed to see two suns, a twofold Thebes, and each 
of the city gates doubled. Dionysus looked like a bull to him, a 
beast with great horns on his head. Against his will he fell under 
the Bacchic spell. He begged for a thyrsus and, when it was given 
him, stormed away in frenzy and exultation. 

In this fashion they came to a deep valley, rich in springs and 
shaded with pines, where the priestesses of Bacchus were as- 
sembled, some singing hymns to their god, others twining their 
staffs with fresh ivy. But either Pentheus was stricken with blind- 
ness, or his guide had succeeded in leading him by such round- 
about ways that he did not observe the throngs of women. And 
now the god lifted his hand and — a marvel having come to pass 
— it reached to the top of a tall pine, which he curved as one 
twists a willow withe. Then he perched Pentheus in the topmost 
boughs and gradually, and with due care, allowed the tree to re- 
turn to its upright position. Oddly enough, the king did not fall 
and suddenly appeared in full sight, high up in the pine where 
the Bacchantes could see him without being seen themselves. 
And now Dionysus called down into the valley, and his voice 
rang loud and clear: “Behold him who made mock of our holiest 

rites ! Behold and punish him !” 

The air was still. No leaf quivered on its stem, no creature 
made a sound. The Maenads lifted their heads. Their eyes were 
glazed with wild light as they listened to the voice which came 
a second time. When they knew it for their master’s, they sped 
swifter than doves. In divine madness they forded the rivers 
which had overflowed their banks, and thorny thickets parted to 
let them pass. At last they were close enough to recognize their 
king and persecutor clinging to the topmost boughs of the pme. 
First they hurled stones, boughs torn from trees, and their wands. 
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but they could not reach the height where he hung precariously 
among the green needles. Then they took the hard wood of oak 
and dug around the pine until the roots were laid bare, and 
Pentheus, groaning aloud, fell with the falling trunk. His mother 
Agave, on whose lids the god had laid a spell so that she did not 
recognize her son, signed for the slaughter to begin. Terror had 
restored the king to his senses. ‘‘Not you. Mother ! Let it not be 
you who punishes the sins of her own child !” he cried, throwing 
his arms about her neck. “Do you not know your own son, your 
son Pentheus, whom you bore in Echion’s house?” But the frantic 
priestess of Bacchus foamed at the mouth and stared at him with 
wide-open eyes. And what she saw was not her son but a mountain 
lion, and gripping his right shoulder she tore out his arm. Her 
sisters wrested out his left, and then the whole raging band closed 
upon him, each seizing some part of his body until he was 
wrenched limb from limb. Agave herself clutched his head in her 
bloodstained hands, fastened it upon her thyrsus, still believing it 
to be the head of a lion, and carried it triumphantly through 
the woods of Cithaeron. 

Thus did the god Dionysus take revenge on one who had 
scoffed at his sacred rites. 


PERSEUS 


A n oracle had informed King Acrisius of Argos that his 
, grandson would deprive him of his throne and his life. Be- 
cause of this he had his daughter Danae and Perseus, her child 
by Zeus, shut in a chest and cast into the sea. Through wave and 
wind Zeus guided the course of the chest, and the tide at last 
beached it on the island of Seriphus, over which two brothers 
ruled: Dictys and Polydectes. Dictys was fishing when the chest 
hove out of the water, and he dragged it ashore. Both he and 
his brother lavished affection on Danae and her child. Polydectes 
took her to wife and had Perseus, the son of Zeus, carefully 
reared. 



When he was fully grown, his stepfather urged him to go in 
search of adventure and undertake some quest that would bring 
him glory. The youth was willing enough, and soon they agreed 
that he was to find the Medusa, strike off her terrible head, and 
bring it to the king in Seriphus. 

Perseus set out on his quest, and the gods guided him to a 
far-off regioi; where Phorcys, father of many monsters, made 
his home. There Perseus came upon his three daughters, the 
Graeae. These were gray-haired from birth and had between 
them only one eye and one tooth, which they took turns in using. 
Perseus robbed them of both, and when they pleaded with him 
to return their priceless property, he consented on one condi- 
tion : that they show him the way to the nymphs. 

These nymphs were magical beings with certain prized pos- 
sessions : a pair of winged shoes, a wallet, and a helmet of dog- 
hide. Whoever wore these things could fly wherever he wished and 
see whom he would without being seen himself. The daughters of 
Phorcys pointed out the road which led to the home of the 
nymphs, and so recovered their eye and tooth. From the nymphs 
Perseus found out what he wanted and seized the wallet, throw- 
ing it over his shoulder, the winged sandals, which he bound to 
his feet, and the helmet, which he set on his head. Hermes lent 
him a brazen shield, and furnished with all these aids he flew 
toward the ocean where the Gorgons, the three other daughters 
of Phorcys, lived. Only the third, who was called the Medusa, 
was mortal, and that was why Perseus had been sent to cut off 
her head. He found the Gorgons asleep. Instead of skin, they had 
dragon-scales, instead of hair, snakes twined their brows. Their 
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teeth were like the tusks of a boar, and they had hands of metal 
and golden wings which could cleave the air. Perseus knew that 
anyone who looked at them would instantly be turned to stone, 
so he stood with his back to the sleepers, caught their triple image 
in his shining shield, and singled out the Medusa. Athene guided 
his hand, and he cut off the monster’s head without mishap. 

Scarcely had he done this, when a winged horse, Pegasus, 
sprang from her trunk, and after it the giant Chrysaor, both of 
them the children of Poseidon. Perseus hid the Medusa’s head 
in his wallet and moved off again, walking backwards in the same 
manner as he had approached. But now the sisters of the Medusa 
awoke and left their couch. Their glance fell on the body of their 
slain sister, and instantly they rose into the air in pursuit of the 
slayer. The helmet of the nymphs, however, made Perseus in- 
visible, and they could not discover him. As he flew above the 
earth the winds tossed him hither and thither like a rain cloud 
and shook his wallet, so that the Medusa’s head oozed drops of 
blood which fell upon the sandy waste of Libya and changed to 
many-colored serpents. Ever since, Libya has been infested with 
poisonous vipers and adders. Then Perseus flew westward and 
floated down to earth in the realm of King Atlas to rest. 

This king had a grove of trees bearing golden fruits, over 
which he had set a mighty dragon as guard. In vain did the 
conqueror of the Gorgon ask shelter for the night. Atlas feared 
for his treasure and drove him from the palace. This angered 
Perseus, and he said : ‘‘Since you refuse to grant me what I ask, 
it is I who shall grant you a gift !” And with that he drew the 
Medusa’s head from his wallet, turned aside, and held it out to 
the king, who was at once turned to stone, or rather — ^because of 
his gigantic stature — to a mountain. His beard and hair became 
spreading forests. His shoulders, hands, and bones stiffened to 
rocky ledges, and his head changed into a peak which loomed 
into the clouds. And now again Perseus bound the winged sandals 
to his feet. He strapped the wallet to his side, put the helmet on 
his head, and leaped into the air. 

On his travels he came to the coast of Ethiopia, where King 
Cepheus held sway. Here he saw a girl chained to a cliff which 
jutted into the sea. Had her hair not blown in the wind and the 
tears trembled in her eyes, he would have taken her for a statue 
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carved of marble. In his delight at her loveliness he almost 
forgot to move his wings. “Tell me,” he implored her, “why you, 
who should be decked out in shimmering jewels, are bound with 
chains? TeU me the name of your country. Tell me your own 
name.” 

At first she was silent and shy, afraid to speak to a stranger. 
Had she been able to move, she would have covered her face with 
her hands. But so the youth might not believe she had some guilt 
to conceal, she answered at last. “I am Andromeda, the daughter 
of Cepheus, king of Ethiopia. My mother boasted to the sea 
nymphs, who are the daughters of Nereus, that she was more 
beautiful than they. This made the Nereids angry, and their 
friend, the sea-god, churned up a flood which swept across the 
land. With it came a monster, devouring whatever crossed his 
path. An oracle promised liberation from this plague provided I, 
the king’s daughter, were thrown to the beast for food. My 
father’s people pressed him to save them, and in despair he had 
me fettered to this cliff.” 

She had hardly finished when the waves parted with a rushing 
noise, and from the depths of the ocean rose a monster whose 
broad breast stretched over the surface of the waters. The girl 
screamed with terror, and her parents hastened toward her, 
frantic with grief, her mother’s sorrow doubled by her sense of 
guilt. They embraced their daughter but could think of nothing 
to do but weep and lament. 

Then Perseus spoke; “There is always time enough for tears, 
but the hour to act passes swiftly. I am Perseus, son of Zeus and 
Danae. Magic wings carry me through the air, and the Medusa 
fell by my sword. Even if this girl were free and had her choice 
among many suitors, I should make no mean husband for her. 
Yet I woo her now, as she is, and offer to save her.” Who could 
have hesitated under such circumstances? The happy parents 
promised him not only their daughter but their own kingdom 

as her dowry. . , .1 

While they were still intent on questioning each other, the 

monster .pproacW like . .Mp <nth the nind M in her eaiH 
.nd w.e soon only a stone’, throw from the cMf . T^n fte youth 
took off from lend, thrusting against it with his foot, and 
hounded into the upper air. The beast saw his shadow on tie 
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sea and made for it with furious speed, scenting an enemy who 
threatened to cheat it of its prey. Perseus darted from the sky 
like an eagle, landed on the animal’s back, and plunged the 
weapon with which he had killed the Medusa into its body just 
below the neck, up to the very hilt. Hardly had he drawn forth 
the blade, when the scaly thing now leaped high into the air, now 
dived deep into the tide, and there raged in all directions like a 
boar pursued by the pack. Perseus struck at it again and again 
until the black blood gushed from its throat. But his wings were 
dripping, and he no longer dared trust to his water-logged 
plumage. Fortunately he espied a reef whose highest point pro- 
jected from the waves. With his left hand he supported himself 
on this slender pinnacle, while his right drove the blade twice, 
three, four times, into the monster’s bowels. The current carried 
the vast body away, and soon it vanished from the face of the 
deep. Perseus had sprung ashore. He climbed the cliff and loosed 
the bonds of the girl, who welcomed him with a look of gratitude 
and love. He brought her to her rejoicing parents, and the golden 
palace flung its gates wide for the bridegroom. 

The wedding feast was still steaming on the board, and the 
hours sped nimbly by in carefree happiness, when the courts 
suddenly filled with a muttering throng. Phineus, the brother of 
King Cepheus, who had wooed his niece Andromeda but aban- 
doned her in her need, had come to renew his claims, supported 
by a host of armed men. Brandishing his spear, he entered the 
wedding-hall and cried out to Perseus, who listened in amaze- 
ment: “I have come to avenge the theft of my promised bride. 
Neither your wings nor Zeus, your father, will help you escape 
me !” And even as he spoke he aimed his spear. 

Then Cepheus rose and called to his brother. “You are mad !” 
he said. “What is driving you to this evil deed ? It was not Perseus 
who robbed you of your beloved. You gave her up when we were 
forced to consent to her death, and you stood by while she was 
being bound and failed to offer aid either as her uncle or her 
lover. Why did you not carry off the prize from the cliff your- 
self.? The least you can do now is leave her to him who has won 
her fairly and comforted my old age by preserving my daughter 
for me !” 

Phineus did not deign to reply. He shot angry glances, now 
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at his brother, now at his rival, as if weighing in his mind which 
of the two should be his first victim. After that instant of hesi- 
tation, however, he hurled his spear at Perseus with a force dou- 
bled by rage. But he missed, and the weapon buried its point in 
a cushion on one of the couches. And now Perseus leaped up and 
flung his javelin toward the door through which Phineus had 
entered, and it would have pierced his breast had he not saved 
himself by darting behind the altar. As it was, the weapon struck 
the forehead of one of his companions, and now his entire reti- 
nue pressed forward and engaged in a hand-to-hand fight with 
the wedding guests, so rudely startled from the banquet. They 
strove hard and long, but the intruders outstripped the guests 
in numbers, and at last Perseus found himself surrounded by 
Phineus and his warriors. Arrows whirred through the air like 
hailstones in a storm. Perseus covered his back by standing up 
against a column and from this point of vantage turned upon 
his foes, checked their forward surge, and slew one after another. 
But there were too many of them, and only when he realized that 
valor alone would not avail him here did he resort to the last sure 
means at his disposal. “Since you force me to it,” he cried, “my 
old enemy shall help me ! Let whatever friend I have here turn 
his head away !” With this he drew the Medusa’s head from the 
wallet he always wore slung across his shoulder and held it up 
to the nearest assailant. The man cast a rapid glance at the 
object before him and laughed in derision. “Go, find someone 
else to impress with your miracles,” he shouted. But even as he 
lifted his hand to throw the javelin, he turned to stone, his hand 
still raised in mid-air. And the same thing happened to one 
after another. When only two hundred were left, Perseus held 
the head of the Medusa so high that all could see it at once, 
and the whole two hundred stopped in their tracks and became 
rock. Not until then did Phineus feel a qualm at his unrighteous 
warfare. B.ight and left he saw nothing but statues, and when 
he called to his friends, no one answered. He touched the flesh 
of those nearest him with unbelieving fingers, but it had turned 
to marble ! Then at last he succumbed to terror, and his defiance 
changed to confusion. “Only leave me my life,” he pleaded. “The 
bride and the realm shall be yours!” But in his sadness at the 
death of his new friends, Perseus was implacable. “Traitor,” 
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he replied, “I shall found an enduring monument to you in the 
house of my parents-in-law,” and though Phineus tried to evade 
it, he was forced to look upon that awful head. The tears in his 
eyes stiffened to stone, and there he stood with cowardly mien, 
arms hanging at his sides, in the humble attitude of a servant. 

And now Perseus could take home his beloved Andromeda. 
Long, radiant days lay in store for him, and he even found his 
mother Danae again. But he could not escape being the tool 
which brought disaster to his grandfather Acrisius, who, for 
fear of the oracle, had fled to an alien land, to the king of the 
Pelasgians. Here he was attending athletic contests, held on a 
certain festival day, when Perseus, bound on a voyage to Argos, 
arrived on the scene. He took part in the games and by unlucky 
chance struck Acrisius with the discus. When he knew what he 
had done, and who it was he had killed, he deeply mourned 
the dead, buried his grandfather beyond the confines of the city, 
and bartered the kingdom he had inherited. And now envious 
Fate stopped persecuting him. Andromeda bore him many beau- 
tiful sons, and in them their father’s glory lived on. 


CREUSA AND ION 


E rechtheus, king of Athens, had a beautiful daughter named 
Creusa. Without her parents’ knowledge she liad become the 
bride of Apollo and borne him a son whom, for fear of her father’s 
wrath, she hid in a basket and placed in the grotto where she 
and the sun-god had so often met secretly. Her hope was that 
the immortals would have pity on the child. In order that the 
newborn boy might not be without some token of his identity, 
she put upon him a necklace linked of small golden dragons, 
which she had worn as a girl. Apollo, whose divine insight re- 
vealed to him the birth of his son, did not want to betray his 
beloved nor fail to help the boy, so he turned to his brother 
Hermes, the messenger of the gods, for — since he was a go- 
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between familiar to both heaven and earth — ^he could wait among 
men without attracting undue attention. 

‘^Dear brother,” said Phoebus, ‘‘a mortal, the daughter of 
the king of Athens, has borne me a child and, for fear of her 
father, has hidden it in a grotto. Help me rescue my son ! Take 
him to my oracle at Delphi in the basket in which you will find 
him, and with the linen in which he is wrapped, and lay him 
down on the threshold of the temple. The rest you may leave to 
me, for he is my own child, and I shall see to him.” 

And Hermes, the winged god, sped to Athens, found the boy 
in the hiding-place Apollo had described, and carried him to 
Delphi in the basket woven of willow withes. There he set it 
down at the gates of the temple and raised the lid a little, so 
that the child might be seen easily. This he did by night. The 
next morning at sunrise, when the Delphic priestess moved 
toward the temple, her eyes fell on the infant asleep in the bas- 
ket. She took it for the child of some ne’er-do-well and was about 
to thrust it away from the sacred threshold when the god filled 
her spirit with compassion for his son. So she lifted him tenderly 
and reared him herself, and the boy played about his father’s 
altar and knew nothing of his parents. He grew tall and hand- 
some, and the inhabitants of Delphi, who had become accustomed 
to seeing in him a little guardian of the temple, now put him in 
charge of the precious offerings made to the god. He lived an 
honorable and dedicate life in the precincts of Phoebus Apollo. 

In all these years Creusa had heard nothing from her divine 
husband and could not help thinking he had forgotten both her 
and her son. About this time the Athenians began to wage a 
fierce war with the people of the neighboring island of Euboea, 
and in the end the Euboeans were defeated, largely because a 
certain stranger from Achaea brought particularly effective aid 
to the Athenians. It was Xuthus, a son of Aeolus, who was him- 
self a son of Zeus. In return for his assistance he asked, and was 
granted, Creusa’s hand in marriage. But it seemed as though 
the sun-god took revenge on his beloved for marrying another, 
for she did not conceive, but lived childless. After a number of 
years it occurred to her to go to the oracle of Delphi and pray 
for the fertility of her womb. This was just w^hat Apollo wanted. 

The princess and her husband, accompanied by a small retinue 
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of servants, set out for Delphi, At the very moment they reached 
the temple, the son of Apollo crossed the threshold to sweep the 
court with laurel twigs, according to the custom. His glance 
rested on the woman of noble bearing who came toward the 
temple, weeping at sight of the sanctuary. Struck by her air of 
majesty, he ventured to ask the cause of her sorrow. 

“I do not wonder,” she answered with a sigh, ‘‘that my sadness 
drew your attention to me. For the fate I mourn may well be 
visible in my face.” 

“It is not my wish to intrude upon your grief,” said the boy. 
“But — ^if you will — tell me who you are and from whence you 
have come.” 

“I am Creusa,” the princess replied. “My father’s name is 
Erechtheus, and Athens is my native land.” 

In eager excitement the boy cried out : “What a glorious land ! .. 
How famous the family from which you are descended! Is it 
true — ^what we have seen pictured — ^that your father’s grand-; 
father Erichthonius came up out of the earth like a young tree? 
That the goddess Athene placed the earth-bom child in a chest, 
with two dragons to guard it, and brought it for safekeeping to 
the daughters of Cecrops? And that these could not check their 
curiosity, opened the chest and — ^beholding the boy — ^were 
stricken with madness, so that they hurled themselves to their 
death from the rocks of the citadel?” 

Creusa nodded silently, for the story of her ancestors had 
reminded her of the fate of her lost son. But he, standing before 
her, continued his guileless questioning. “And tell me, noble 
princess,” he asked, “is it also true that in obedience to an oracle 
your father Erechtheus sacrificed his daughters, your sisters, 
with their full consent, in order to overcome his foes? And if so, 
how is it that you alone escaped death?” 

“I was only just bom,” said Creusa. “I lay in my mother’s 
arms.” 

“And did the earth split and devour your father Erechtheus ?” 
persisted the boy. “Did Poseidon really destroy him with his 
trident, and is his grave near a grotto dear to Pythian Apollo, 
whom I serve?” 

“O stranger, speak not of that grotto!” Creusa interrupted 
him with mournful agitation. “It was the scene of a breach of 
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faith and a great wrong.” For a while she was silent; then she 
collected herself and told the youth, in whom she saw only the 
guard of the temple, that she was the wife of Prince Xuthus and 
had come to Delphi with him to implore the god to grant her 
sons. ‘‘Phoebus Apollo,” she said with a sigh, “knows the cause 
of my childlessness. He alone can help me.” 

“So you have no children?” the youth asked her sadly. 

“None,” said Creusa. “And I envy your mother so fair a son.” 

“I know nothing of my mother, nor of my father,” the boy 
answered dejectedly. “I never lay at my mother’s breast, nor do 
I know how I came here. All that my foster-mother, the priestess 
of this temple, told me is that she took pity upon me once and 
7 brought me up. As far back as I can remember, the house of the 
jgod has been my dwelling. I am his servant.” 

Ill As she listened the princess grew thoughtful, but her thoughts 
^^ere vague and did not take definite shape. “I know a woman 
^hose fate is very like your mother’s,” she said. “It is for her sake 
^ have come to consult the oracle. And I shall confide her secret 
%o you, who are the god’s servant, before her husband arrives. 
He accompanied her upon this journey but stopped on the way 
%o hear the oracle of Trophonius. This woman claims that she 
Was the wife of Phoebus Apollo before she married the man who 
^ now her husband, and that she bore the god a child. This son 
sne exposed in a certain place, and ever since that time she has 
not known whether he is alive or dead. On this my friend’s behalf 
I have come to ask whether her son yet lives or is long since dead.” 

“How long ago was all this?” asked the youth. 

“If the child lived,” said Creusa, “he would be of your age.” 

“Oh, how like my own is the destiny of your friend !” cried 
the youth sorrowfully. “She is looking for her son, and I seek 
my mother. But what happened to her took place in a far-off 
land, and we are strangers to each other. Do not hope, however, 
that the god will give you the answer you desire. For in your 
friend’s name you have come to accuse him of faithlessness, and 
he will not wish to pronounce judgment upon himself.’ 

“Stop !” said Creusa. “There comes the husband of the woman 
I was speaking of. Try to forget what I have told you— perhaps 
too readily and openly.” 

Xuthus advanced joyfully toward his wife. “Creusa!” he 
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called out to her, ‘‘Trophonius has given me happy tidings. I 
shall not leave this place without a child ! But who is this with 
you? Who is this youthful priest?” 

The boy modestly approached the prince and told him that 
he was only Apollo’s servant, that the noblest among the men of 
Delphi, chosen by lot, were in the innermost sanctuary, seated 
around the tripod from which the priestess was preparing to 
issue the oracle. When the prince heard this, he bade Creusa*adom 
herself with the sprays which suppliants must carry, and im- 
plore a favorable answer from Apollo at the god’s altar, which 
stood in the open under the sky and was wreathed about with 
brandies of laurel. He himself hastened to the shrine within, 
while tlie boy remained on guard in the outer court. Before long 
he heard the doors open and close with a sound like thunder. 
Then he saw Xuthus hurrying forth with an air of happy be- 
wilderment. Impetuously he flung his arms about the boy, called 
him ‘Son” over and over, and begged him to clasp him in return 
and kiss him with filial devotion, until the young servant of 
Apollo thought the old man must be out of his mind and thrust 
him aside with youthful strength. But Xuthus would not accept 
such denial. “The god himself revealed this to me,” he insisted. 
“The oracle issued to me was that the first person I met outside 
should be my son — a gift of the immortals. How this can be I do 
not know, for my wife has never borne me a child. But I trust 
in the god. If and when he will, let him lay bare the secret.” 

And now the boy too gave up his reserve and yielded himself 
up to happiness. But not utterly, for even as he kissed and 
embraced his father he sighed: “O darling mother, where are 
you? When may I look on your dear face?” He was, moreover, 
in grave doubt as to what the childless wife of Xuthus, whom — 
so he thought — ^he had never seen, would say to this unexpected 
stepson, and how the city of Athens would receive one who was 
not his father’s legitimate heir. But Xuthus bade him be of good 
courage, promising to present him to his wife and to his people, 
not as his son, but as a stranger. He then gave him the name of 
Ion, the Pacer, because he had clasped him to his breast as his 
son while the boy paced the court of the temple. 

Creusa, in the meantime, had not stirred from Apollo’s altar, 
at which she had prostrated herself in prayer. But her earnest 



CREUSA AND ION 77 

supplication was interrupted by her servants, who came to her 
lamenting loudly. ‘‘Unhappy mistress !” they called out to her, 
“your husband rejoices, but you will never hold a child in your 
arms or suckle it at your breast. Apollo has granted him a son, 
a son full-grown, who was probably borne to him years ago by 
heaven knows what concubine. He came to meet Xuthus, as he 
was coming from the temple. And now the father will delight in 
the son he has recovered while you will live in your empty house 
like a widow.^’ 

The poor princess, whose spirit the gods must have struck 
with blindness, since she did not solve so transparent a secret, 
brooded over her sad fate in silence. After a little she inquired 
after the name and person of this stepson she seemed to have 
acquired. 

“He is the young guard of the temple, the one you spoke 
with,” her servants replied. “His father has named him Ion. We 
do not know who his mother is. And now your husband has gone 
to the altar of Dionysus to make secret sacrifice for his son. 
Later there will be a solemn banquet. He threatened us with 
death if we told you these things, and only the love we bear you 
compels us to disobey him. But do not betray us to him !” 

And now an old servant, who was completely loyal to the 
house of Erechtheus and loved his mistress with deep devotion, 
separated himself from the rest and began to rail against Prince 
Xuthus, calling him a faithless adulterer. In his passionate zeal 
he even offered to do away with this bastard son, who would 
otherwise unlawfully acquire the heritage of the Erechthides. 
Creusa thought herself deserted both by her husband and her 
lover of long ago. Confused with sorrow and hopelessness she 
agreed to the evil plans of the old man and, in return, confided 
to him her relationship to the god. 

When Xuthus left the temple with Ion, he took him to the 
double peak of Mount Parnassus, where the people of Delphi 
used to worship Dionysus, whom they held no less sacred than 
Apollo himself and celebrated with wild orgies. After the prince 
had poured a libation in gratitude for his son, the boy — ^with 
the help of the servants who had accompanied him — ^set up a 
large and magnificent tent under the open sky and covered it 
with tapestries finely woven, which he had bidden them bring 
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from the tanple of Apollo. Long tables were placed within, and 
on them silver platters heaped with rich and dainty foods, and 
golden cups of fragrant wine. Then Xuthus sent his herald down 
to the city of Delphi and invited all its inhabitants to share in 
his joy. Soon the great tent was filled with guests whose heads 
were garlanded with wreaths. They dined in gaiety and splendor, 
and when the dessert was served, an aged man, whose curious 
gestures amused the guests, came out into their midst and took 
upon himself the office of cup-bearer. Xuthus recognized him as 
Creusa’s old servant, praised his industry and faithfulness, and, 
for the rest, let him do as he pleased. So he went to the board 
which held the wines and saw to the cups and the needs of the 
guests. Toward the end of the banquet, when the flutes were 
beginning to play, he bade the serving-boys take the small cups 
from the festal board and set large vessels of gold and silver 
before the guests. He himself took the most beautiful of all and 
filled it to the brim with the noblest wine, as if to honor his new 
young lord, but secretly he added a deadly poison. As he ap- 
proached Ion and poured a few drops on the ground as a liba- 
tion, a servant who stood close by inadvertently uttered a curse. 
Ion, who had grown up among the sacred rites of the temple, 
knew this for an evil omen, emptied all the wine, and asked for 
a fresh draught from another cup, from which he himself sol- 
emnly poured the libation. All the guests followed his example. 
Just then a flock of holy doves, bred and fed in the temple of 
Apollo, under the god’s protection, fluttered into the tent, and 
when they saw the streams of wine flowing on all sides, greedily 
alighted and began to sip with thrust-out bills. And none was 
harmed save one which settled where Ion had emptied his first 
cup. Hardly had she wetted her bill when she began to beat her 
wings and reel about, until at Ifist she died in spasms of pain, 
while the guests looked on in amazement. 

At this Ion rose from his seat, angrily shook his arms free of 
his robe, clenched his fists, and cried: “Who is it that wanted 
to kill me? Speak, old man, for it was you who lent your aid. 
You blended the draught and handed me the cup!” And he 
gripped the servant’s shoulder and would not release him. Taken 
off his guard and alarmed, he confessed his crime but shifted all 
the blame to Creusa. Then Ion, whom Apollo’s oracle had de- 
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dared son of Xuthus, left the tent, and all crowded after him 
in wild confusion. Under the open sky, within a circle of the 
noblest Delphians, he lifted his hands and said : “Holy Earth, 
you are witness that this alien woman of the line of the Erechthi- 
des wanted to kill me with poison !” 

“Stone her, stone her !” clamored the people as if with a single 
voice, and they followed Ion in search of Creusa. Xuthus himself 
was swept away with the rest, hardly aware of what he was about, 
for the dreadful discovery had dulled his reason. 

Creusa was awaiting the outcome of her desperate attempt 
at Apollo’s altar. But it was quite other from what she expected. 
A gust of sound from far off roused her from her lonely brood- 
ing, and as it swelled and came nearer, one of her husband’s 
serving-men, who was loyal to her above all others, ran in the 
van of the surging mob to tell her that her plot had been dis- 
covered and that the people of Delphi were resolved to kill her. 
“Hold fast to the altar,” her women counseled, pressing about 
her, “and if this holy place does not save you from your mur- 
derers, they will, at least, incur blood guilt which no penance 
can atone for.” 

In the meantime the furious Delphians, led by Ion, came closer 
and closer, and even before they reached the temple, the boy’s 
angry words were carried to her by the wind. “The gods have 
favored me !” he cried. “For this crime, which was never accom- 
plished, was intended to free me of a hostile stepmother. Where 
is she ? Where is that viper with poisonous fangs, that she-dragon 
with eyes flashing flames of death Let us hurl the murderess 
from the highest cliff!” And the throngs around him howled 
their applause. 

They reached the altar, and Ion seized the woman who was 
his mother, but who seemed to him his deadly foe, and tried to 
drag her from the sanctuary whose holiness she had invoked 
to save herself. But Apollo did not wish the son to murder his 
mother. His divine will carried the news of Creusa’s attempted 
crime and of the punishment to be meted out to her to the ears 
of his priestess and illumined her spirit, so that she suddenly 
grasped the meaning in all that had happened and knew that 
her foster child Ion was not the son of Xuthus, as she herself 
had declared in ambiguous prophecy, but of Apollo and Creusa. 
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She left her tripod and fetched forth the basket in which the 
newborn babe, together with certain tokens she had carefully 
preserved, had once been found at the gates of the temple at 
Delphi. With these in her hands, she hastened to the altar where 
Creusa was struggling with Ion for her very life. When Ion saw 
the priestess, he at once loosened his hold and advanced toward 
her reverently. ‘^Welcome, dear mother,” he said, ‘^for so I must 
call you, although you did not give birth to me. Have you heard 
what wicked designs I have just escaped? Scarcely had I found 
a father, when my evil stepmother planned my destruction ! Now 
tell me what to do, and I will obey your command.” 

The priestess lifted a warning finger and said: ‘Ton, start for 
Athens with unstained hands, and under favorable auspices.” 

Ion thought for a moment and then countered: “Is he not 
stainless who kills his foes?” 

“Do not kill until you have heard me,” said the priestess in 
majesty. “Do you see this basket in my hands? And the fresh 
garlands I have twined around the old withes? In this you were 
once exposed; from this I took you and reared you.” 

Ion looked at her in astonishment. “You never told me any- 
thing of this, mother,” he said. “Why have you kept this secret 
so long?” 

“Because the god wanted you to serve him all these years,” 
she answered. “Now that he has given you a father, he has freed 
you to go to Athens.” 

“But how is this basket to help me?” asked Ion. 

“It contains the linen in which you were wrapped, dear son,” 
said the priestess. 

“Linen?” exclaimed Ion. “Why, that is a token which may 
lead me to my rightful mother!” 

The priestess held out the basket to him, and he eagerly thrust 
his hand into it and drew out the folded linen. While his eyes, 
dim with tears, rested on this treasured keepsake, Creusa had 
gradually regained her composure. A glance at the basket dis- 
covered the whole truth to her. She rushed from the altar, and 
with a single jubilant word, “Son !” clasped Ion in her arms. 

With renewed suspicion he tried to free himself from her 
embraces, thinking that this was only another ruse. But Creusa 
herself released him and stepping back said : “This linen shall 
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testify to the truth of my words. Do not hesitate to undo the 
folds. You will find the tokens I shall describe to you. The em- 
broidery which adorns them I myself stitched long ago, when 
I was a girl. In the middle of the stuff you will see the Gorgon’s 
head, ringed with serpents, as it appears on the shield of Athene.” 

Dubiously Ion unfolded the linen, but suddenly he cried out 
joyfully: ‘D mighty Zeus, here is the Medusa, and these are 
the serpents !” 

‘Tt is not enough,” said Creusa. ^‘There must be a necklace 
of small dragons, wrought of gold, in memory of the dragons in 
the chest of Erichthonius.” 

Ion searched tlie basket and, smiling in delight, drew out the 
necklace. 

‘‘And the last token,” said Cren^^n, “is a wreath of unfading 
olive leaves which I set on the head of my newborn son. They 
come from the first olive tree planted in Athens.” 

Ion put his hand into the bottom of the basket and lifted out 
a fresh green olive wreath. “Mother, mother!” he cried in a voice 
broken with sobs, flung his arms around Creusa, and covered her 
face with kisses. At last he tore himself away and asked about Xu- 
thus, his father. Then Creusa told him the secret of his birth, that 
he was the son of the god in whose temple he had ser\^ed so long 
and faithfully. Now he understood the mystery of those early 
events and Creusa’s mistake and was glad to pardon her designs 
upon one she did not know. Xuthus embraced Ion, whom he 
accepted as a stepson and a cherished gift of the gods, and all 
three w'ent into the temple to give thanks to Apollo. Seated at 
her tripod, the priestess prophesied that Ion would be the father 
of a glorious race, to be named lonians, in honor of him. And to 
Xuthus she prophesied that Creusa would bear him a son, Dorus, 
who would father the Dorians, famed throughout the Avorld. 
Rejoicing in fulfilment and hope, Xuthus and Creusa set out 
for Athens with the son who had been restored to her, and all the 
people of Delphi came to speed them on their way. 



DAEDALUS AND ICARUS 


D aedalus of Athens, son of Motion and great-grandson of 
Erechtheus, also belonged to the family of the Erechthides. 
He was an architect and a sculptor — ^the greatest artist of his 
age. His works were admired in all quarters of the world, and 
those who beheld his statues said that they lived and moved and 
saw; that they were not mere likenesses, but animate beings. 
For while the masters of earlier times had made images with 
closed eyes and hands hanging slackly down and joined to the 
sides of the body, he was the first to give his marbles open eyes, 
hands that reached out, and feet that seemed to walk. But this 
perfect craftsman was as envious and conceited as he was gifted, 
and these flaws in his nature tempted him to wrongdoing and 
drove him into misery. 

Talus, his sister’s son, whom he instructed in his art, was more 
talented than his teacher. When he was little more than a boy, 
he had contrived the potter’s wheel, and he became the much- 
acclaimed inventor of the saw by copying a tool which Nature 
herself put into his hands ; for once, when he had killed a snake, 
he found he could use its jawbone to cut through a thin strip of 
wood. Immediately he set about notching a metal bar with a series 
of zigzag teeth and so made a sturdier replica of the serpent’s 
jaw. He also built the first turning lathe by joining two metal 
arms, one of which turned while the other stood still. He devised 
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other ingenious implements, all without his uncle’s help, and 
acquired such fame that Daedalus began to fear that the name 
of his pupil would outshine his own. Overcome with envy he 
killed the boy in secret, hurling him down from the Acropolis 
in Athens. But someone saw him digging the grave for his vic- 
tim and, although he pretended to have been burying a serpent, 
he was accused of murder and pronounced guilty by the court of 
the Areopagus. 

He escaped and wandered through Attica as a fugitive. Later 
he fled to Crete, where King Minos afforded him shelter and 
honored him both as a distinguished artist and as his personal 
friend. He commissioned Daedalus to build an abode for the 
Minotaur, a monster of evil origin, whose head and shoulders 
were those of a bull while the lower part of his body resembled 
that of a man. The artist drew upon the rich resources of his 
mind and built the labyrinth, a structure full of intricate wind- 
ings which bewildered the eyes and the feet of anyone who 
entered it. The countless corridors twined like the serpentine 
flow of the Phrygian river Maeander, which seems to turn back 
upon its course and meet its own waves. When the building was 
completed and Daedalus went over it, he, its builder, could 
scarcely find his way back to the threshold of the maze he had 
constructed. At its very center dwelt the Minotaur, who every 
ninth year devoured seven youths and seven girls, whom, accord- 
ing to an old agreement, Athens sent as a tribute to the king 
of Crete. 

Notwithstanding the praise and friendship accorded him, 
Daedalus grew oppressed by his long exile from his beloved 
country, and the thought of spending the rest of his life on an 
island encircled by the sea and with a ruler who distrusted even 
his friends, became more and more tormenting. He pondered 
a way out. After long reflection he exclaimed exultantly : ‘‘Let 
Minos block my escape on land and sea, but I shall still have 
the air ! Be he ever so great and powerful, there he is helpless, 
and through the air I shall depart!” 

It was no sooner said than done. Daedalus yoked Nature by 
the vigor of his imagination. He began to arrange the feathers 
of birds in a certain order, putting the shortest first, and then 
the longer, so that it looked as if they had grown of themselves 



84 DAEDALUS AND ICARUS 

in increasing length. In the middle he bound them together with 
linen threads, and the ends he fastened with wax. Then he bent 
them to a curve so shallow and so gradual that they appeared 
to be wings. 

Daedalus had a son by the name of Icarus. The boy watched 
his father’s labors, and his childish hands joined eagerly in the 
work. Now he reached out for the feathers whose down stirred 
at a breath of wind; now he kneaded the yellow wax between 
thumb and forefinger. And Daedalus let him be and smiled at 
the child’s awkward efforts. When all was made perfect, he 
fitted the wings to his body, balanced himself for an instant, and 
then floated up into the skj% light as any bird. After he had 
lowered himself to earth, he instructed his young son Icarus, 
for wliom he had fasliioned a smaller pair of wings. ‘‘Always fly 
the middle course, dear child,” he said. “If you sink too low, 
your w ings will touch the sea, grow waterlogged, and pull you 
down into the weaves. But if you rise too high into the upper 
regions of the air, your plumage will approach the sun and catch 
fire. So fly bctw een sea and sun, and stay close behind me.” While 
he w^arned him, Daedalus bound the wdngs to his son’s shoulders, 
but the old man’s fingers trembled, and an anxious tear fell on 
his hand. Then he took the boy in his arms and kissed him — for 
the last time. 

And now" the two rose upon their wdngs. The father flew ahead 
like a bird w"ho guides her tender brood on their first flight from 
the nest. He beat his wings artfully and with care, so that his 
son might do likewise, and from time to time glanced back to see 
how he was succeeding. At first all went well. They passed the 
island of Samos on their left, then skimmed by Delos and Paros. 
They saw still other coasts recede and fade, when Icarus, em~ 
boldened by the ease of the flight, darted out of his father’s track 
and steered to higher zones with boyish daring. But the threat- 
ened punishment came swift and sure. The powerful rays of the 
sun melted the wax which held the feathers in place, and before 
Icarus was even aw"are of it, his wings dissolved and fell from 
his shoulders. The unhappy boy tried to fly wdth his bare arms, 
but these could not hold the air, and suddenly he plunged head- 
long through the sky. He wanted to call to his father for help, 
but before he could open his lips, the blue sea had closed above 



DAEDALUS AND ICARUS 85 

him. It all happened very quickly. And now Daedalus, looking 
back, as he did from time to time, no longer saw his son. ‘‘Icarus, 
Icarus,” he called through the empty space. “Where shall I look 
for you in the regions of air?” At last his troubled, searching 
eyes glanced downward, and he saw feathers floating on the 
water. Descending, lie laid aside his wings and paced the coast 
disconsolately, until the waves cast the boy’s body on the sand. 
And now murdered Talus was avenged. Frantic with sorrow, 
Daedalus journeyed on to Sicily. The ruler of this great island 
was King Cocalus, who received Daedalus just as hospitably as 
Minos of Crete had once done. The work of the artist astonished 
and delighted the people. For many years one of the sights of 
that country was an artificial lake he had made, from which a 
broad river poured into the nearby ocean. On a rocky plateau 
where there was space for only a few trees and which was so steep 
that it could never be stormed, he built a city and constructed 
so narrow and winding a path leading up to it that three or four 
men sufficed to defend the fortress. King Cocalus chose this in- 
vincible strongliold to house his treasures. The third Avork which 
Daedalus comi)leted on the island of Sicily was a deep cave. Here 
he caught the steam of subterranean fires by skillful deAUces, so 
that the grotto, usually cold and dank, Avas as pleasant as a 
moderately heated room, and the body gradually broke into 
beneficent sweat Avithout suffering unduly from excessive 
warmth. lie also enlarged Aphrodite’s temple on the promon- 
tory of Erj^x and dedicated to the goddess a golden honeycomb 
so artfully Avrought that it looked as though the bees themselves 
had modelled the six-sided cells. 

But noAv King Minos, from whom Daedalus had secretly fled, 
learned that he had taken refuge in Sicily and resolved to pursue 
him Avith a host of his men. He equipped a vast fleet and trav- 
elled from Crete to Agrigentum. Here he landed his troops and 
sent a messenger to King Cocalus, asking him to return the 
fugitive. But Cocalus Avas galled by the demand of this foreign 
tyrant and brooded hoAV lie might destroy him. He pretended 
to agree to his request, promised to do as he wished, and to this 
end invited him to a meeting. Minos came and was received with 
elaborate hospitality. A warm bath was prepared to rest him 
from the fatigue of his journey, but when he was in the tub, 
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Cocalus had it heated until his guest died in the boiling water. 
The king of Sicily delivered the body to the Cretans, explaining 
that the king had slipped in the bath and fallen into the hot 
water. His men, thereupon, buried Minos near Agrigentum with 
great pomp and splendor and erected a temple to Aphrodite 
near his grave. 

Daedalus remained in Sicily and enjoyed the unwavering 
favor of his host. He attracted many famous masters to him and 
became the founder of a school of sculptors there. But he him- 
self had felt no happiness since the death of his son Icarus, and 
while he made the land which had given him refuge serene and 
radiant by the work of his hands, he passed into a troubled and 
mournful old age. He died in Sicily, and there he was buried. 


THE STORY OF THE ARGONAUTS 

JASON AND PELIAS 

J ASON was the child of Aeson, son of Cretheus. Now Cretheus 
had founded the city and the kingdom of lolcus on a bay in 
the land of Thessaly, and he left it to his son Aeson. But his 
younger son Pelias usurped the throne, Aeson died, and Jason, 
his child, was hurried away to Chiron, the centaur, who had 
reared many boys to greatness. Chiron gave Jason a training 
befitting a hero. When Pelias was quite old, he was disturbed 
by a strange oracle which w^amed him of one who wore but a 
single shoe. Pelias had liecn vainly trying to unravel the mean- 
ing of these words, when Jason, who had been in Chiron’s care 
for twenty years, secretly set out for his native land of lolcus 
to assert his family right to the throne against Pelias. 

In the manner of the heroes of old, he carried two spears, one 
for throwing, the other for thrusting. The hide of a panther he 
had strangled covered his travelling garb, and his uncut hair 
hung loose over his shoulders. On his journey he came to a broad 
river and there he saw an old woman who begged him to help her 
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across. It was Hera, the queen of the gods, and the foe of King 
Pelias. Jason did not recognize her in this disguise, but full of 
pity lifted her and waded the river with her in his arms. Midway 
one of his shoes stuck in the mud. Notwithstanding he went on 
and arrived in the market place of lolcus just as his uncle Pelias, 
surrounded by the populace, was making a solemn offering to 
the sea-god Poseidon. The people marvelled at Jason’s tall 
beauty and thought that Apollo or Ares had suddenly appeared 
among them. Then the king, who was offering the sacrifice, also 
noticed the stranger and saw with horror that only one of his 
feet was shod. When the holy rites had been performed, he went 
up to the youth and, hiding his deep concern, asked him his 
name and his country. 

Jason answered with dauntless bearing but in a gentle voice 
that he was the son of King Aeson, that he had been reared in 
Chiron’s cave, and had now come to visit his father’s house. 
Crafty Pelias listened affably and concealed his alarm. He had 
his nephew guided through the palace, and with yearning eyes 
Jason looked on the halls and chambers which had housed him 
in early childhood. For five days he celebrated his return in joy- 
ful feasting with friends and kinsmen. On the sixth, they left 
the tents which had been put up for the guests and came before 
King Pelias. Modestly and with due decorum J ason said to his 
uncle : ‘‘You know, O king, that I am the son of the rightful king, 
and that everything you possess is mine. Yet I shall leave you all 
the herds of cattle and sheep and all the fields you took from 
my parents. I shall ask nothing of you but the scepter and the 
throne which was once my father’s.” 

Pelias bethought himself swiftly. His answer was cordial. “I 
am willing to fulfill your demands,” he said, “but in return, you 
must grant me a request and perform a deed in my stead, which 
well becomes your youth, but which I am too old to accomplish. 
For a long time, the shade of Phrixus has been haunting my 
dreams, and what he asks is that I bring peace to his soul by 
journeying to Colchis, to King Aeetes, and fetching back the 
fleece of the golden ram. The glory of this quest shall be yours, 
and when you return with your magnificent prize, you shall have 
the kingdom and the scepter.” 
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THE CAUSE AND THE OUTSET OF 
THE VOYAGE OF THE ARGONAUTS 

Now the story of the golden fleece was this : Phrixus, the son of 
Athamas, king of Boeotia, was ill-treated by his stepmother Ino, 
his father’s concubine. To save him from her plots, his own 
mother, Nephele, abducted him with the help of Helle, his sister. 
She set both her children on the back of a winged ram, whose 
fleece was of pure gold, a gift she had received from the god 
Hermes. On this magical creature brother and sister rode the 
air over lands and seas. But the girl became giddy and plunged 
to her death in the sea, which ever after was called the Sea of 
Helle, or Hellespont. Phrixus arrived safely in the land of Col- 
chis, on the coast of the Black Sea. Here King Aeetes received 
him hospitably and married him to one of his daughters. Phrixus 
sacrificed the ram to Zeus, who had furthered his flight, and 
presented the fleece to the king. Aeetes, in turn, consecrated it 
to Ares, nailed it to a tree in a grove sacred to this god, and 
put it in the care of a monstrous dragon, for an oracle had told 
him that his very life depended on the possession of the ram’s 
golden pelt. 

All over the world the fleece was regarded as a priceless treas- 
ure, and rumor had long since brought word of it to Greece. 
Many a hero and prince longed to own it, and so Pclias had not 
erred when he thought to stir his nephew J ason with the dream 
of tliis wonderful prize. And Jason was, indeed, very willing to 
go. He did not see through his uncle’s plan to let him perish on 
this venture, but gave his solemn word to accomplish the quest. 

The most famous heroes of Greece were asked to share in this 
bold undertaking. At the foot of Mount Pelion, under Athene’s 
direction, the best shipbuilder in Greece constructed a splendid 
ship of a kind of wood that docs not rot in seawater. It had space 
for fifty oars and was named Argo after its builder Argus, the 
son of Arestor. It was the first long ship in which the Greeks 
dared steer out into the open sea. Built into the prow was a piece 
of wood from the prophetic oak tree of Dodona, a gift from the 
goddess Athene. The sides of the vessel were adorned with rich 
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carving, yet the ship was so light that the heroes could carry it 
upon their shoulders for twelve days in succession. 

When the whole was completed and the Argonauts gathered 
around the ship, they cast lots for the places they were to occupy 
in it. Jason was to command the entire expedition. Tiphys was 
the helmsman, liynceus, the keen-eyed, pilot. In the bow of the 
ship sat glorious Heracles, in the stern Peleus, the father of 
Achilles, and Telamon, the father of Ajax the Great. Among the 
rest of the crew were Castor and Polydeuces, the sons of Zeus, 
Neleus, the father of Nestor, Admetus, the husband of devout 
Alcestis, Meleager, who had slain the Calydonian Boar, Orpheus, 
the sweet singer, Menoetius, the father of Patroclus, Theseus, 
who later became king of Athens, and his friend Pirithous, Hylas, 
the younger friend of Heracles, Poseidon’s son Euphemus, and 
Oileus, the father of Ajax the Less. Jason had consecrated his 
ship to Poseidon, and before leaving all the heroes made solemn 
offering and prayer to him and the other gods of the sea. 

When all had taken their places they weighed anchor. The 
fifty rowers began to ply their oars, which dipped in and out of 
the sea with a regular rhythm. A favorable wind swelled the 
sails, and soon the harbor of lolcus was left behind. Orpheus 
stirred the courage of the Argonauts with the notes he struck 
on his lyre and by the compelling sweetness of his voice. Blithely 
they sped by promontories and islands. But on the second day 
a storm arose and drove them into the harbor of the island of 
Lemnos. 


THE ABGOXAUTS AT LEMNOS 

On this island, the women, only a year ago, had killed their 
husbands and, indeed, all the men in the land, because they had 
brought concubines from Thrace and Aphrodite had roused their 
wives to jealousy and rage. Hypsipyle had saved only her father. 
King Thoas, and hidden him in a chest which she entrusted 
to the sea. Ever since, the women of Lemnos had been in constant 
fear of an attack from the Thracians, the kinsmen of their rivals, 
and often turned their frightened eyes toward the open sea. So 
now when they saw the Argo nearing the coast, they armed them- 
selves from head to foot and rushed out of the gates and down 
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to the shore like a host of Amazons. The heroes were greatly 
surprised when they saw the strand swarming with armed women 
and not a single man. In a small boat they dispatched a herald 
to this curious gathering, and when the women had taken him to 
their unwedded queen, Hypsipyle, he conveyed in courteous 
words the Argonauts’ request for hospitable shelter. The queen 
assembled her women about her in the market place of the city 
and seated herself on her father’s marble throne. Next to her, 
leaning on a cane, was her aged nurse, and on each side sat four 
golden-haired girls of delicate loveliness. After she had informed 
the gathering of the peaceful intent of the Argonauts, she rose 
and said : ‘‘Dear sisters, we have committed a great crime, and 
in our madness deprived ourselves of our men. We ought not 
reject those who would be our friends. On the other hand, we 
must see to it that they learn nothing of what we have done. 
Therefore my counsel is that we send food and wine and all else 
the strangers may need down to their ship, and with this courtesy 
keep them from our walls.” 

The queen seated herself again, and now the old nurse with 
much effort raised her nodding head and said: “Send the 
strangers gifts, by all means. That is well done. But do not 
forget what awaits you when the Thracians come. And even 
should a merciful god hold them off, does this mean that you are 
safe from all ills ? Old women like myself have no cause for con- 
cern. W^e shall die before need becomes pressing, before our sup- 
plies are exhausted. But how do you younger ones propose to 
live? Will the oxen place themselves under the yoke unbidden 
and draw the plough through the fields? Will they harvest the 
ripened grain in your stead, when summer is over? For you your- 
selves will not wish to perform these and other galling labors ! 
I advise you not to spurn the protection that offers itself, and 
which you need. Trust your la^ds and possessions to these noble- 
born strangers and let them govern your beautiful city.” 

This coimsel found favor with all the women of Lemnos. The 
queen sent one of the girls seated near her to accompany the 
herald to the ship and inform the Argonauts of the decision 
reached by the assembly, and the heroes were pleased with this 
message. They had no doubt at all that Hypsipyle, after her 
fathers death, had peacefully succeeded to his throne. Jason 
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slung his crimson mantle, a gift from Athene, over his shoulder 
and strode toward the city, radiant as a star. When he entered 
the gates, the women streamed out to meet him in clamorous 
greeting and were glad of their guest. He, however, kept his 
eyes upon the ground both from modesty and good breeding and 
hastened toward the palace. Handmaids flung wide the tall por- 
tals for him, and the young woman who had gone to the ship 
conducted him to her mistress’s chamber. Here he seated himself 
opposite her in a sumptuous chair. Hypsipyle lowered her smooth 
white lids, and her virgin cheeks were rose-red with blushes. 
Shyly she addressed him with flattering words : ‘^Stranger, why 
did you hesitate to enter our gates? In this city there are no men 
for you to fear. Our husbands broke faith with us. With Thra- 
cian women, whom they captured in wars, they moved into the 
country of their concubines and took with them their sons and 
serving-men, while we remained behind — ^helpless ! And so, if it 
please you, come and be one of our people, and, if you will, rule 
over your men and over us in my father Thoas’ stead. This coun- 
try will find favor in your eyes ; it is by far the most fruitful 
island in these seas. You, w^ho have come on ahead, go tell your 
companions of my offer.” 

These were her words, but what she did not say was that the 
men had been murdered. Jason replied: “0 queen, with thankful 
hearts we accept the help j^'ou are willing to give us, who are in 
need. As soon as I have told my companions of your offer I shall 
return to your city, but do you yourself retain your scepter and 
your island! It is not that I spurn them, but danger and con- 
flicts await me in a far country.” 

He gave the queen his hand in parting and hurried back to 
the shore. The women soon followed him there in swift chariots 
laden with many gifts. It was easy for them to persuade the 
heroes, who had already heard Jason’s report, to enter the city 
and lodge in their houses. Jason lived in the palace itself, the 
others here and there. Only Heracles, who despised life among 
women, remained behind in the ship with a few chosen compan- 
ions. And now the gaiety of feast and dance surged through the 
city The fragrant smoke of offerings floated to the sky, as both 
the dwellers in the city and their guests paid honor to Hephaes- 
tus, the patron god of the island, and to his wife Aphrodite. 
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Departure was put off from day to day, and the heroes would 
have loitered on indefinitely with their lovely hostesses, had not 
Heracles come from the ship and gathered them about him with- 
out the women’s knowledge. 

‘‘You are a wretched lot!” he told them. “Were there not 
enough women for you in your own country? Did you have to 
come here for want of wives? Do you wish to plough the fields 
of Lemnos like peasants? Why, of course! A god will fetch the 
fleece for us and lay it at our feet ! It would be better if each of 
us returned to his own country. Let Jason marry Hypsipyle, 
populate the island of Lemnos with his sons, and ever after listen 
to the tale of heroic feats performed by otliers.” 

No one dared raise his eyes to the hero or contradict him. They 
left the gathering and made ready to depart. But the women of 
Lemnos, who guessed their intention, beset them like buzzing 
bees with pleading and lament. At last, however, they submitted 
to tlie men’s decision. Hypsipyle, her eyes full of tears, went 
apart from the rest, took Jason by the hand and said: “Go, and 
may the gods grant you and your companions the golden fleece 
you desire ! Should you ever wish to return to us, this island and 
my father’s scepter await you. But I know very well that you 
do not plan to come back. Think of me, at least, when you are 
far away.” 

J ason left the queen filled with admiration for her goodness 
and poise. He was the first to board the ship, and the others came 
after him. They loosed the ropes which moored the vessel to the 
shore, the rowers pulled at their oars, and in a short time the 
Hellespont was left bcliind. 


THE ARGONAUTS IN THE LAND OF THE DOLIONES 

Winds from Thrace swept the ship toward the coast of Phrygia, 
where earthborn giants, untamed savages, lived side by side with 
the peaceful Doliones on the island of Cyzicus. These giants had 
six arms, one springing from each massive shoulder, and two on 
each side. The Doliones were descended from the sea-god, who 
protected them even against their monstrous neiglibors. Their 
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king was devout Cyzicus. When news of the ship and its company 
of men reached the island, he and his entire people went to meet 
the Argonauts, received them hospitably, and urged them to 
anchor their ship in the harbor of their city. For an oracle given 
long ago bade the king greet the band of divine heroes with 
kindly words and above all to refrain from fighting them. And 
so he supplied them with an abundance of wine and slaughtered 
beasts. He was still a youth, and his beard was just beginning to 
grow. His young wife, whom he had taken from her father’s 
house not long before, was awaiting him in the palace, but obedi- 
ent to the oracle, he stayed to share the strangers’ meal. Then 
they told him of the aim and the purpose of their quest, and he 
instructed them what path to take. 

The next morning they climbed a high mountain, so that they 
might see for themselves where the island lay in the ocean. In 
the meantime tlie giants had rushed forth from the other side 
and closed off the harbor witli tremendous blocks of stone. But 
in the harbor lay the Argo, guarded by Heracles, who had again 
refused to leave the ship. When he saw the huge fellows begin 
working their mischief, he shot many of them to death with his 
arrows. And now the other heroes returned and wrought such 
havoc among the giants with their spears and arrows that they 
were utterly beaten and lay in the narrow harbor like a forest 
of hewn trees, some with head and breast in the sea and their feet 
on the sandy shore, others with their limbs in the water and head 
and breast on the strand, but all of them destined to be the prey 
of fishes and the food of birds. 

When the heroes had thus successfully emerged from the 
battle, they weighed anchor and sailed out to sea. But in the 
night the wind changed, and a storm drove in upon them from 
the opposite side, so that they were forced to cast anchor near 
land. This land was again the island of the hospitable Doliones, 
but the Argonauts thought they were on the coast of Phrygia. 
Nor did their erstwhile hosts, whom the noise of the landing had 
roused from sleep, recognize the friends with whom they had 
caroused so merrily only the day before; they reached for their 
arms, and an ill-starred battle ensued. Jason himself thrust his 
spear into the heart of the king, and neither did the slayer know 
his victim nor the victim the slayer. Finally the Doliones were 
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put to flight and shut themselves up in their city. The next 

morning both sides saw their mistake. 

Jason, the leader of the Argonauts, and all his men were filled 
with bitter grief when they beheld good king Cyzicus lying in 
his own blood. For three days, the heroes and the Doliones to- 
gether mourned their dead. They tore their hair and arranged 
bouts and funeral feasts in honor of the slain. Then the Argo- 
nauts set out on their way. But Clite, the wife of the fallen king, 
strangled herself with a rope, for she could not bear to go on 
living now that her husband was no more. 


HERACLES LEFT BEHIND 

After a stormy voyage, the heroes landed in the bay of Bithynia 
where the city of Cius lies. The Mysians, who lived here, received 
them kindly, heaped dry faggots for a fire to warm them, piled 
green leaves to make soft beds, and, even though night had fallen, 
served them with an abundance of wine and food. 

Heracles, who scorned all comforts, left his companions seated 
at their feast and went off into the woods to carve himself a better 
oar for the work of the coming morning. He soon found a pine 
which seemed just what he wanted, not too thick with boughs, 
and in length and breadth somewhat like a slender poplar. He 
laid his bow and quiver aside, threw off his lion’s skin, put his 
club down next to it, gripped the trunk with both hands, and 
pulled the tree out by the roots — ^the earth still clinging to them 
— ^so that it looked as if a tempest had torn it from the ground. 

Now his young friend Hylas had also left the banquet board. 
He had risen and taken a bronze pitcher to draw water for his 
master and friend, in order to prepare for his return. On an 
esjcpedition against the Dryopes, Heracles had killed the boy’s 
father in a dispute, but had taken Hylas himself with him and 
reared him as his servant and friend. When the beautiful boy 
reached the well, the moon was full and radiant. As he leaned 
over the water, pitcher in hand, the nymph of the well saw him, 
and was so charmed by his beauty that she twined her left arm 
around him, while with her right hand she clutched his elbow and 
drew him down into the depths. One of the heroes, Polyphemus 
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by name, who was awaiting Heracles not far from the well, heard 
the boy cry out for help. But he could not find him. Just then 
he saw Heracles coming from the woods. ^‘Must I be the first to 
tell you the sad news.?” Polyphemus called to him. ‘‘Your Hylas 
went to the well and did not return. Robbers must have seized 
him, or perhaps wild animals. I myself heard him cry out in dis- 
tress.” When Heracles heard this, the sweat broke out on his 
forehead, and the blood beat painfully in his veins. Angrily he 
threw down the pine and, as a bull stung by the gadfly leaves 
the herd and the herdsman, he ran through the thickets to the 
well, uttering cries of grief. 

The morning star stood over the mountain peak, and a favor- 
able wind arose. The helmsman urged the heroes to make the most 
of it and come aboard. They were gliding along gaily in the faint 
flush of dawn, when too late they remembered that two of their 
number, Polyphemus and Heracles, had been left behind. A 
stormy quarrel broke out over whether or not they should sail 
on without their valiant friends. Jason said nothing. He sat in 
silence, and sorrow gnawed at his heart. But Telamon was over- 
come with wrath. “How can you sit there so quietly.'^” he called 
to their leader. “I suppose you are afraid that Heracles might 
put your own prowess to shame! But why do I waste words! 
Even if all our companions agree with you, I alone should turn 
back to the man we have deserted.” 

And with tliis he gripped Tiphys, the helmsman, by the breast, 
and would have compelled him to put about for the land of the 
Mysians, had not Zetes and Calais, the two sons of Boreas, seized 
his arm and held him back with angry words. But while they 
were still contending with one another, Glaucus, a god of the sea, 
rose out of the foamy tide, grasped the stern of the ship with 
his strong hand, and called to the voyagers : “Do not quarrel, 
O heroes! You shall not take fearless Heracles ^with you to thj 
land of Aeetes, against the will of Zeus! Destiny has decreed 
other labors for him. A love-struck nymph stole Hylas, and 
Heracles has remained behind because of his yearning for him.” 

After he had revealed these things, Glaucus sank back into 
the sea, and the dark waters swirled over him. Telamon was 
ashamed. He went up to Jason, laid his hand in his, and said: 
“Do not bear me a grudge, Jason. Sorrow led me astray and I 
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spoke rash words. Let my fault be gone with the winds, and may 

we wish each other well as before.” 

Jason was glad to make peace, and they journeyed over the 
waves with a fresh aiid fair breeze. Polyphemus made his home 
with the Mysians and built them a city. But Heracles went on 
where the will of Zeus called him. 


POLYDEUCES AND THE KING OF THE BEBRYCIANS 

The next morning, at sunrise, they cast anchor near a penin- 
sula stretcliing far into the sea. Here Amycus, king of the wild 
Bebrycians, had his stables and country house. This sovereign 
had imposed an irksome rule upon all strangers: that no one 
was to leave his territory without first having boxed with him. 
In this way he had already done away with a great number of 
his neighbors. On this occasion also he approached the ship which 
had just arrived and challenged the oarsmen with mocking 
words. ‘‘Listen, you rovers of the sea,” he called to them, “there 
is one thing you must know : that is that no stranger may quit 
my country without having boxed with me. So choose the best 
man among you and send him to me, or your doom will be sealed.” 

Now it happened that one of the Argonauts was the best boxer 
in Greece, Polydeuces, the son of Leda. Stung by the challenge, 
he said to the king : “Do not wrangle with us. We are ready to 
obey your rules, and I am your man.” 

The king of the Bebrycians looked at the bold hero, and his 
eyes rolled in their sockets like those of a wounded mountain 
lion glaring at its assailant. But young Polydeuces was serene 
as a star in the heavens and swung his hands about in the air to 
see if, what with the long hours of rowing, they had lost their 
suppleness. 

When the heroes left the ship, the two boxers took up their 
positions opposite each other. One of the king’s slaves threw 
two pairs of boxing thongs on the ground between them. “Choose 
whichever pair you like,” said Amycus. “I do not want to go to 
the trouble of selecting them by lot. You will soon be able to tell 
from your own experience that I am an excellent tanner and 
can darken cheeks with blood.” 
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Polydeuces smiled quietly, took the thongs which lay nearest 
him, and had his friends strap them to his hands. The king of 
the Bebrycians did the same, and now the boxing began. Like a 
breaker which rushes upon a ship and whose force the skillful 
helmsman counters only with great difficulty, the king hurled 
himself against the Greek and allowed him no breathing-spell. 
Yet lithe Poly deuces always succeeded in dodging the onslaught 
and suffered no wounds. Soon he found out his adversary’s weak 
side and dealt him many an unparried thrust. But the king too 
took his advantage where he saw it, and so jaws rang with the 
sound of blows, and teeth rattled with thwack after thwack, nor 
did they stop until they both were panting, and had to step to 
one side to rest and dry the sweat streaming from every pore. 
Hardly had they resumed the bout when Amycus missed his 
opponent’s head and struck only his shoulder, while Polydeuces 
hit him near the ear, so that the bones in his head cracked and 
he dropped to his knees in great pain. 

The Argonauts shouted with joy, but the Bebrycians came 
to the aid of their king and attacked Polydeuces with their clubs 
and hunting spears. His companions whipped out their swords 
and threw themselves into the struggle. In the end the Bebry- 
cians were put to flight and sought refuge in the interior of their 
country. The heroes then entered their stables and seized the 
herds, so that they had rich spoils. They spent the night ashore^ 
bound up their wounds, and made offerings to the gods, nor did 
sleep weigh upon their lids as they passed the brimming cup. 
From the laurel to which the ship was bound with ropes they 
broke sprays to wreathe their brows, and sang a hymn of praise 
while Orpheus plucked the strings of his lyre. The very shore 
seemed to listen in silent delight while they sang of Polydeuces, 
victorious son of Zeus. 


PHINEUS AND THE HARPIES 

Dawn put an end to their feasting, and they continued on their 
way. After more adventures they cast anchor opposite the land 
of Bithynia, in which Phineus, son of the hero Agenor, now dwelt. 
This Phineus had been afilicted with great misfortune. Because 



He had abused the gift of prophecy Apollo had granted him, he 
had, in his old age, become blind, and those evil witch-like birds, 
the harpies, would not allow him to eat his food in peace. They 
snatched whatever they could, and whatever food remained they 
polluted so intolerably that no one could touch it. Phineus 
had only one consolation, an oracle of Zeus to the effect that he 
would eat unmolested when the sons of Boreas came with the 
Greek oarsmen. And so, when the old man heard of the arrival 
of the Argo, he left his chamber, starved to a very skeleton, a 
mere shadow. His limbs trembled with weakness, he supported 
his tottering steps with a staff, and when he reached the Argo- 
nauts, he sank to the ground in exhaustion. They surrounded 
the unhappy old man, appalled at his appearance. When he heard 
them about him and had collected his strength, he spoke to them 
pleadingly. “O noble heroes, if you are really those foretold by 
the oracle, help me ! For the goddesses of vengeance have not 
only taken my eyesight but have also sent upon me these horrid 
birds to deprive me of my food. You will not be giving your aid 
to a stranger, for I am a Greek — ^Phineus, the son of Agenor. 
Once I was king of Thrace, and the sons of Boreas, who must be 
partners in your quest and are destined to save me, are the 
younger brothers of Cleopatra, who was my wife in that land.” 

At these words, Zetes, the son of Boreas, threw himsdf into 
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the arms of the king and promised that, with the help of his 
brother, he would free him from those preying birds. Then they 
prepared a meal for him, but scarcely had the king touched the 
food when the harpies headed down from the clouds like a gale 
and greedily perched on the platters. The heroes shouted and 
cried out, but the birds were undisturbed and stayed until they 
had devoured the last crumb. Then they flew into the air, leaving 
a horrible stench behind. Zetes and Calais, the sons of Boreas, 
pursued them with drawn swords, and Zeus lent them wings and 
untiring strength, which they had need of, indeed, for the harpies 
sped faster than the swift western wind. But the sons of Boreas 
were close on their trail and at times could almost lay hands on 
the monsters. At last they were so near that they would certainly 
have slain them, had not Iris, the messenger of Zeus, suddenly 
appeared and addressed the two heroes. ‘‘Sons of Boreas,” she 
said, “the harpies sent by Zeus must not be slain by the sword. 
But I swear to you by the Styx, on which the gods take their 
oath, that these birds shall no longer trouble the son of Agenor.” 
At that Zetes and Calais gave up the pursuit and returned to 
the ship. 

In the meantime the Greek heroes busied themselves about the 
aged Phineus and prepared a sacrificial feast, to which they 
invited the starving old man. Avidly he ate of the clean and 
abundant food, though he seemed to be satisfying his hunger as 
if in a dream. Night came, and while they were awaiting the 
return of the sons of Boreas, King Phineus made them a proph- 
ecy in gratitude for what they had done for him. 

“First,” he said, “you will come to the Symplegades in the 
narrows of the Euxine Sea. These are two steep, rocky islands, 
which have no roots in the bottom of the ocean but are afloat in 
the water. Often the current drives them toward each, other, 
and then the tide between them swells with turbulent force. If 
you do not want to be ground to splinters, along with all you 
possess, row through them as swiftly as a dove flies. After that 
you will come to the land of the Mariandyni, which boasts the 
entrance to the underworld. You will pass many other promon- 
tories, rivers, and coasts, the women’s state of the Amazons, and 
the land of the Chalybes, who dig iron out of the earth by the 
sweat of their brows. Finally you will come to the coast of Colchis, 
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where the river Phasis pours its broad stream into the sea. You 
will see the towered stronghold of King Aeetes, and there the 
sleepless dragon guards the golden fleece, which is spread over 
the topmost boughs of an oak-tree.” 

As the heroes listened to the old man, they could not suppress 
a shudder, and were just about to question him further when 
the sons of Boreas flew down into their midst and gladdened the 
king with the message of lovely Iris. 


THE SYMPLEGADES 

Full of gratitude and moved in heart, Phineus took leave of his 
liberators, who sailed on to new adventures. For forty days a 
wind blew from the northwest and halted their voyage until offer- 
ings and prayers to all the twelve gods once more speeded them 
on their way. They were sailing along smoothly and swiftly 
when a thunderous crash struck upon their ears. This was the 
roar of the Symplegades striking together and recoiling, mixed 
with the vast echoes from the shore and the hiss of the frothing 
sea. Tiphys, the helmsman, stood watchfully at the tiller. Young 
Euphemus rose in his place, holding a dove in the palm of his 
right hand, for Phineus had said that if a dove flew fearlessly 
between the rocks, they too might venture the passage. Euphe- 
mus let fly the bird, and all heads were raised in tense expectancy. 
It sped through, but already the rocks were approaching each 
other, and the water foamed and churned in the narrow strait. 
Air and sea were loud with clamor, and now the cliffs met and 
clipped off the tail feathers of the dove. Yet it had come through 
unharmed, so Tiphys encouraged the oarsmen in a loud voice. 
The rocks fell apart, and the current streaming between drew 
the ship in its wake. Destruction beset them on all sides. A tall 
breaker surged forward, and the sight was so menacing that 
they shrank back in terror. Then Tiphys bade them stop row- 
ing. The foaming wave rushed under the keel and lifted the ship 
high above the rocks closing in on each other. The men strained 
at the oars until the blades almost seemed to bend. Now the 
whirl bore them down between the rocks again, and they would 
surely have been crushed had not Athene, the patron goddess of 
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the Argonauts, thrust the ship forward — ^though she was invis- 
ible to them — ^until it escaped, with only the tip of the stem 
shattered. 

When the heroes saw the sun and the open sea again, they 
shed their fears and drew their breath freely, feeling as though 
they had come up from the underworld. ‘‘This did not come 
about through our own strength,” cried Tiphys. “Behind me I 
felt the divine hand of Athene, pushing the ship strongly through 
the cleft. Now we have nothing more to fear, for Phineus said 
that after this danger was passed, all our other labors would 
seem light.” 

But Jason shook his head sadly and said: “My good Tiphys, 
I have tried the gods by allowing Pelias to impose this task upon 
me. Rather should I have let him destroy me. Now I must spend 
my days and nights in sighs and distress, not for myself, but 
for your lives and welfare, and in pondering how I may save 
you from peril and return you unharmed to your native land.” 
And Jason said all this only to test his comrades, but they 
acclaimed him lustily and wanted nothing better than to follow 
their beloved leader forever. 


FURTHER ADVENTURES 

The heroes continued on their quest. Tiphys, their faithful 
helmsman, fell ill and died, and they had to bury him on an alien 
shore. In his stead they chose one of their number versed in the 
art of steering, Ancaeus, but for a long time he refused to take 
over this difficult office. Finally Hera inspired him with courage 
and confidence, and he took his place at the tiller and guided 
the ship as well as Tiphys had done. Under his direction, on the 
twelfth day, they made for the open sea and soon, with all sails 
spread, came to the mouth of the river Callichorus. 

There, on a mound near the shore of the sea, they saw the 
tomb of the hero Sthenelus, w^ho had gone forth against the 
Amazons with Heracles, and, struck by an arrow, had died in 
this place. They were about to continue their voyage, when the 
sorrowful shade of Sthenelus, whom Persephone had given leave 
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to ascend from the underworld, appeared to them and gazed at 
his kinsmen with longing eyes. He stood on the very top of the 
mound, looking just as he did when he went forth to battle, with 
a crest of four scarlet feathers streaming from his helmet. But 
he was visible for only a few brief moments, and then sank back 
into the cheerless depths of the earth. The heroes rested on their 
oars, appalled at the apparition, and no one but Mopsus, the 
seer, understood what it was the departed spirit wanted. He 
counselled his companions to offer a libation for the peace of 
the slain man’s soul. Quickly they lowered the sails, made fast 
the ship, and ranged themselves around the grave. They sprin- 
kled it with libations and slaughtered sheep and burned them. 

Then they proceeded on their journey and, after a time, came 
to the mouth of the river Thermodon, which was like no other in 
all the world. For it rose from a spring far up in the mountains, 
but soon after leaving its source separated into a great number 
of branches and rushed toward the ocean in so many streams 
that, indeed, it lacked only four to make up a hundred. They 
swarmed into the open sea like writhing snakes. 

At the widest of the outlets dwelt the Amazons. This nation 
of women was descended from the god Ares and loved the trade 
of war. Had the Argonauts landed here, they would doubtless 
have become embroiled in bloody battle with these women, whose 
courage equalled that of the bravest men. They did not all live 
in one city but were scattered over the countryside in separate 
tribes. A propitious wind from the west drove the Argonauts 
far from these strange beings. 

After a day and a night, just as Phineus had foretold, they 
came to the land of the Chalybes. Its people did not plough the 
earth. They planted no fruit trees, nor did they pasture herds 
on dewy meadows. Their sole occupation was to dig in the hard 
earth for ore and iron and exchange these for food. No dawn ever 
saw them making merry. Every day they labored in pits as black 
as night and in the heavy murk of smoke. 

The Argonauts passed many other peoples. Once, when they 
were near an island called Aretia, or the island of Ares, a bird, 
native to that country, flew toward them moving his wings with 
powerful strokes. When he was immediately above the ship, he 
shook his pinions and dropped a pointed plume. It pierced the 
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shoulder of Oileus, and the pain was so great that he let the oars 
slip from his fingers. His companions looked at the winged mis- 
sile in astonishment, and the one nearest him drew out the feather 
and bound up the wound. Soon a second bird appeared. Clytius, 
who had been holding his bow in readiness, shot him in flight, 
and he fell into the ship. 

“The island is nearby,” said Amphidamas who was an experi- 
enced voyager. “Beware of those birds. There are probably so 
many of them that, if we landed, we should not have enough 
arrows to destroy them. So let us think of some way to drive 
these creatures away. Let us all put on our helmets with their 
tall, flowing crests and take turns at rowing, while the rest deck 
out the ship with shining lances and shields. Then we will raise 
our voices in terrifying cries, and when the birds hear us and see 
the waving plumes, the sharp lances and the glittering shields, 
they will take fright and fly away.” 

This plan pleased the heroes, and they carried it out in every 
detail. Not a living creature did they see as they approached 
the island. But when they had come close and rattled their spears, 
countless birds flew up from the shore and stormed over the ship. 
But just as one closes the shutters of a house to keep out the 
hail, so the heroes covered themselves with their shields, and the 
sharp quills fell without harming them. The birds themselves, 
the terrible Stymphalides, fled far across the sea to the opposite 
coast, while the Argonauts followed the advice of King Phineus, 
the seer, and landed on the island. 

Here they found unexpected friends and companions. For 
scarcely had they taken a few steps along the shore, when they 
met four youths in tattered clothing and appearing to be in sad 
need of everything. One of them came toward them. “Whoever 
you may be,” he cried, ‘^elp the poor shipwrecked! Give us 
clothing ! Give us food to quench our hunger !” 

Jason promised them aid and asked them their names and 
descent. “You must have heard of Phrixus, the son of Athamas,” 
the youth replied. “He, who brought the golden fleece to Colchis ! 
King Aeetes gave him his eldest daughter in marriage. We are 
his sons, and my name is Argus. Our father Phrixus died a short 
time ago, and in obedience to his dying wish we embarked to 
fetch the treasures he left in the city of Orchomenus.” 
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The heroes were overjoyed, and Jason greeted the youths as 
his kinsmen, for his grandfather Cretheus had been the brother 
of Athamas. The boys went on to tell how their ship had been 
wrecked in a storm and how a plank had carried them to this 
inhospitable island. But when the heroes told them of their plan 
and asked them to share their venture, they did not conceal 
their horror, “Our grandfather Aeetes,” they explained, “is a 
cruel man. He is said to be a son of Apollo, and this accounts 
for his superhuman strength. Countless tribes in Colchis are 
under his sway, and a dreadful dragon guards the fleece.” 

Some of the heroes paled at this report. But Peleus rose and 
said : “Do not think that we must necessarily be defeated by the 
king of Colchis, for we too are the sons of gods ! If he refuses 
to give us the golden fleece of his own accord, we shall wrest it 
from him in defiance of his power and his men,” 

During the banquet which followed, they spoke further with 
one another of this matter. The next morning the sons of Phrixus, 
clothed and revived, went aboard the ship, and the Argo contin- 
ued on her voyage. After they had rowed a day and a night, they 
saw the peaks of the Caucasus mountains looming above the 
surface of the sea. When twilight fell, they heard a rushing 
sound over their heads. It was the eagle flying to Prometheus, 
to feed on his liver. He soared high above the ship, but the beat 
of his wings was so strong that the sails bellied out as in a high 
wind. Soon after, they heard Prometheus groan as the giant bird 
hacked at his entrails. Then the sound died away, and they saw 
the eagle returning through the lofty regions of the sky. 

That very same night they reached their destination, the mouth 
of the river Phasis, Nimbly they climbed the masts and took down 
the rigging. Then they rowed up the broad river, whose waters 
seemed to retreat before the massive hull of their ship. To their 
left was the lofty Caucasus and Cyta, the capital of Colchis, to 
the right a far-flung meadow and the sacred grove of Ares, 
where a dragon with keen, unblinking eyes guarded the golden 
fleece where it hung in the leafy boughs of a tall oak. And now 
Jason stepped to the edge of the ship, lifted high in his hand a 
golden cup brimming with wine, and offered a libation to the 
river, to Mother Earth, to the gods of that country, and to the 
heroes who had died on the journey. He begged them all to give 
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him loving help, and to watch over the cables of the ship, which 
they were about to make fast. 

‘^So now we have reached Colchis safely,” said the helmsman. 
‘‘And the time has come to decide whether we are going to 
approach King Aeetes in a friendly manner or carry out our 
intentions in some other way.” 

“Tomorrow!” cried the tired heroes. Jason bade them cast 
anchor in a shady bay of the river. They lay down and sank into 
a sweet sleep, but their rest was brief, for the dawn soon woke 
them. 


JASON IN THE PALACE OF AEETES 

In the early morning, the heroes took counsel with one another, 
and Jason rose and said: “If you, my noble companions, will 
take my advice, you will remain quietly aboard, but with weapons 
in your hands, while I, the sons of Phrixus, and two of your 
number, make our way to the palace of King Aeetes. First I shall 
try the expedient of courtesy and ask him in seemly words to 
give us the golden fleece. But I do not doubt that, confident of 
his strength, he will reject my request. In this way, however, 
we shall learn from his own lips what it is we must do. And who 
can be entirely certain but that our words may, after all, strike 
him favorably? For, on another occasion, did not words induce 
him to give hospitality and protection to innocent Phrixus, who 
was fleeing from his stepmother?” 

The young heroes approved Jason’s scheme, and so he took 
in his hand the staff of peace and left the ship with the sons of 
Phrixus and his comrades Telamon and Augeas. They entered 
a field overgrown with willows, known as the Circean Field. Here, 
to their horror, they saw many dead bodies hanging in chains. 
But these were neither criminals nor murdered strangers. The 
custom in Colchis was to wrap dead men in rawhide, hang them 
on trees at a distance from the city, and let the air dry the 
flesh on their bones. To burn or bury them was considered blas- 
phemous, but so that earth might yet have her due, they buried 
their women. 

Colchis had many inhabitants, and in order to protect Jason 
and his companions from them and from the suspicions of King 
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Aeetes, Hera, the patroness of the Argonauts, shrouded the city 
in a thick blanket of mist while they were on their way and did 
not disperse it until they had reached the palace. They stopped 
in the court and marvelled at the massive walls of the king’s 
house, at the high gates, and the great pillars. The entire build- 
ing was circled by a jutting rampart of stone, slit with a series 
of triangular openings. Silently they crossed the threshold of 
the forecourt and found spacious arbors covered with grapevines 
and four ever-flowing fountains. The first bubbled with jets of 
milk, the second streamed wine, the third fragrant oil, and the 
fourth water, which was warm in winter and in summer cold as 
ice. These Hephaestus had artfully contrived, and he had also 
made for the king bulls of bronze from whose throats blew a 
fiery breath, and a plough of solid iron. All this he had done out 
of gratitude to the father of Aeetes, to the sun-god, who had 
once rescued Hephaestus in the battle with the giants by snatch- 
ing him away in his chariot. 

From this outer court they came to the colonnade of the middle 
court, which stretched to the left and to the right and opened 
up vistas of entrance-ways and chambers. Directly opposite 
were the two main wings of the palace, one the dwelling of King 
Aeetes himself, the other of his son Absyrtus. The remaining 
rooms were occupied by the servants and the daughters of the 
king, Chalciope and Medea. Medea was the younger daughter 
and rarely seen about, for almost all her time was spent in the 
temple of Hecate, whose priestess she was. But on this morning 
Hera, the patron goddess of the Greeks, had put in her heart a 
desire to stay in the palace. She had just left her chamber to go 
to her sister, when she suddenly beheld the Greek heroes. At 
sight of them she uttered a loud cry, whereupon Chalciope 
hastened forth with all her tirewomen. She too broke into joyful 
cries and lifted her hands to heaven in thanks, for in the four 
young heroes she recognized her own sons, the children of 
Phrixus. They clasped their mother close, and for a long time 
these five wept and rejoiced at finding one another again. 
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Finally Aeetes too appeared with Idyia, his wife, for the sounds 
of jubilation and tears had aroused their curiosity. In a moment 
the entire forecourt was swarming with excitement. Here slaves 
were slaughtering a splendid bullock for the new guests ; there 
others were splitting wood for the fire, while still others heated 
water in great cauldrons. There was not one who was not occu- 
pied with something in the service of the king. But unseen by 
them all, Eros floated high in the air. He drew a pain-bringing 
arrow from his quiver, dropped down to earth, and, crouching 
behind Jason, made taut his bow and launched the dart at Medea. 
No one saw it fly, not even she herself, but it burned under her 
breast like flame. From time to time she took a deep panting 
breath, like one in the grip of some malady, and then again she 
cast sidelong glances at Jason in the radiance of his heroic youth. 
Her mind was empty of everything else. Sweet sorrow filled her 
spirit, and she paled and reddened in turn. 

In all that joyful confusion, no one had observed what was 
going on within her. Servants came bearing platters of food, 
and the Argonauts, who had bathed themselves after the toil of 
their rowing, sat down at the board to refresh themselves with 
rich and dainty fare and drink. In the course of the feast the 
grandsons of King Aeetes told him of the fate that had over- 
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taken them, and then, in a low voice, he inquired about the 
strangers. 

‘‘I shall not conceal it from you, grandfather,” whispered 
Argus. ^‘These men have come to ask you for the golden fleece 
of Phrixus, our father. A king who is anxious to cheat them of 
their possessions and drive them from their country sent them 
on this dangerous quest, in the hope that they would not escape 
the anger of Zeus and the revenge of Phrixus. Pallas Athene 
herself helped them build their ship, which is not of the sort used 
in Colchis. We, your own grandchildren, let me tell you, had a 
very poor one, for at the very first blast of wind it fell to pieces. 
But these strangers have a ship so firmly joined, so stout, that 
it defies the wildest storms, and they themselves ply the oars 
unceasingly. The bravest heroes of all Greece have gathered on 
this vessel.” And he told Aeetes the names of the noblest of them, 
and also the line from which Jason was descended. 

When the king heard this, he was afraid and grew very angry 
at his grandsons, for he thought that it was through them the 
strangers had come to his court. His eyes burned under their 
bushy brows, and he said aloud : ‘‘Out of my sight, blasphemers 
and plotters that you are ! You have not come to fetch the fleece, 
but to snatch from me my scepter and my throne. Were you not 
guests at my board, I should have your tongues torn out and 
your hands hacked off, and leave you only your feet to go away 
with.” 

When Telamon, the son of Aeacus, who sat nearest the king, 
heard this talk, his spirit seethed with rage and drove him to 
leap from his place and retort to Aeetes in words more violent 
than his own. But Jason held him back and himself gave answer 
in a gentle voice : “Contain yourself, Aeetes. We have not come 
to your city and into your palace to rob you. Who would under- 
take so long a journey over a perilous sea for the purpose of 
acquiring another’s possessions My resolve was prompted by 
Destiny and the command of an evil king. Grant our request! 
Give us the golden fleece, and all Greece will acclaim you ! We 
are ready, moreover, to pay our debt of thanks at once. If there 
is a war anywhere about, or if you desire to subdue a neighbor- 
ing people, take us for your allies, and we shall fight for you.” 

Thus Jason spoke to propitiate Aeetes, but the king was 
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undecided whether to have them slain immediately or first to 
prove their strength. After some reflection the latter course 
seemed the wiser to him, and he answered with more composure: 
‘Why these timid overtures, stranger? If you are, indeed, the 
sons of gods or, at any rate, no less wellborn than I, and desire 
another’s possessions, then take the golden fleece away with you. 
I begrudge nothing to brave men. But first you must perform a 
labor I usually do myself, since it involves great danger. I have 
two bulls which graze in the field of Ares. They have brazen feet 
and from their nostrils leap tongues of flame. With them I 
plough the rough field, and when I have turned over the clods, 
I do not sow Demeter’s yellow kernels in the furrows, but the 
teeth of a horrid dragon. From these spring a crop of men who 
press in upon me from all sides, but I slay them with my lance. 
At early dawn I yoke the bulls, and in the late evening I rest 
from the harvest. When you have done the same, on that very 
day, O leader, you may take the golden fleece away with you to 
your king. But not before, since it is only just that the less 
valiant man should give way to the better.” 

Jason sat in his place, silent and undecided, for he did not 
venture to promise offhand to perform so fearful a labor. But 
he marshalled his wits and replied : “The task is heavy, O king, 
but I shall do it, though I perish in the doing. After all, a man 
cannot meet with worse than death. I shall obey the destiny 
which sent me here.” 

“Very well,” said the king. “Go to your men now. But con- 
sider ! Unless you intend to carry out the feats I have described, 
leave the work to me and shun my country.” 


THE COUNSEL OF ARGUS 

Jason and the two heroes he had brought with him rose from their 
seats. Only one of the sons of Phrixus followed him, Argus, who 
had signed to his brothers to remain behind. But those others 
left the palace. About Jason hung a glow of beauty and grace. 
Medea’s glances strayed toward him through her veil and dream- 
ily followed his every move. 

When she was alone in her chamber again, the tears welled 
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from under her lashes. “Why do I allow sorrow to beset my 
heart?” she asked herself. “How does this hero concern me? 
Whether he be the foremost or the least of all the demigods — ^let 
him die, if such be his lot. And yet — ^if only he could escape de- 
struction ! O Hecate, revered goddess, let him return home ! But 
if it is decreed that the bulls overpower him, let him know before 
he goes to meet them that I, at least, do not rejoice in his awful 
fate.” 

While Medea was thus tormenting herself, the heroes were 
on their way to the ship, and Argus said to Jason: “Perhaps 
you will spurn my advice, but still I must give it. I know a girl 
who understands the brewing of magic potions, an art which 
Hecate, the goddess of the underworld, has taught her. If we 
could win her over to our side, I am certain you would be victori- 
ous in this task. If you agree, I shall go and try to enlist her 
favor in our behalf.” 

“Go if you like,” said Jason. “I shall not prevent you. But 
we are in a sad way if our homeward voyage depends on women !” 

While they were talking, they had reached the Argo and their 
companions. Jason told them of the task which had been set him 
and of his promise to the king. For a little his friends sat, ex- 
changing mute glances. Finally Peleus rose and said : “If you 
believe that you are able to do what you have pledged, prepare 
yourself. But if you are not wholly confident of the outcome, 
stay away, nor look to any of these men to help you, for what 
could be in store for them but death?” 

At these words Telamon and four other youths sprang up 
full of eager joy at the thought of a perilous venture. But Argus 
quieted them and said : “I know one who is versed in magic. She 
is my mother’s sister. Let me go to my mother and persuade her 
to win the girl over to our plans. Not until then is there any use 
in discussing the task Jason has promised to perform.” 

He had scarcely finished speaking when Heaven granted them 
a sign. A dove, who was being pursued by a hawk, took refuge 
in Jason’s lap, while the bird of prey, darting close behind, fell 
to the deck in the stem of the ship. Now one of the heroes remem- 
bered that old Phineus had prophesied, among other things, that 
Aphrodite would aid them in returning home. So all agreed with 
Argus except Idas, the son of Aphareus, who rose testily from 
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his seat and said: ‘^By the gods, have we come here as women’s 
minions? Shall we invoke Aphrodite instead of turning to Ares? 
Is the sight of hawks and doves to keep us from battle? Very 
well then, forget about war and win glory by deceiving weak 
maidens.” Thus he spoke in anger, and many of the heroes 
agreed with him and murmured their disapproval of Jason’s 
plan. But he decided in favor of Argus. The ship was moored 
to the shore, and the heroes awaited the return of their messenger. 

Meantime Aeetes had called a gathering of the Colchians out- 
side the palace. He told his people of the arrival of the strangers, 
their demand, and the end he had in mind for them. As soon as 
the leader was killed by the bulls, he would have a whole forest 
of trees hewn and bum the ship with all her crew. And he would 
devise a terrible punishment for hi’s grandsons, who had guided 
these adventurers to his country. While this was going on, Argus 
had sought out his mother and pleaded with her to enlist the aid 
of her sister Medea. Chalciope herself was filled with pity for 
the strangers, but had not dared face her father’s rankling dis- 
pleasure. And so her son’s request was welcome to her, and she 
promised to assist him. 

Medea lay on her couch in restless slumber, haunted by anx- 
ious dreams. She seemed to see Jason make ready to fight the 
bulls, only that he had not assumed this labor for the sake of 
the golden fleece, but to take her home to his own country as his 
wife. In her dream it was she herself who got the better of the 
bulls, but her parents refused to keep their word and give Jason 
the promised prize, because not she, but he, should have yoked 
the beasts. Her father and the strangers began to quarrel bit- 
terly on this point, and both sides chose her as arbiter. And in 
her dream she gave judgment in favor of the stranger ! Her par- 
ents cried out in resentment and grief — and Medea awoke. 

The mood begot by her dream drove her to her sister^s apart- 
ment, but for a long time she dallied in the forecourt, ashamed 
and undecided. Three times she went forward, three times she 
turned back, and at last she threw herself weeping on her own 
couch again. One of her trusted young handmaidens found her 
there, distraught and tearful, and, filled with sympathy for her 
mistress, reported what she had seen to Chalciope. When the 
message reached her, she was sitting among her sons and dis- 
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cussing how they might win over Medea. She hastened to her 
sister and found her with her palms pressed to her cheeks and 
her breast shaken with sobs. ^‘What has happened to you, dear 
sister she asked in deep concern. “What sorrow is torturing 
your soul? Has a god afflicted you with some malady? Has our 
father slandered me and my sons to you? Oh, that I were far 
from the house of my parents, in a country where the name of 
Colcliis is never uttered 


MEDEA PROMISES TO HELP THE ARGONAUTS 

Medea reddened at her sister’s questions, and shyness kept her 
silent. Now the words were on the tip of her tongue, now they 
retreated to the very core of her being. But love, at last, embold- 
ened her, and craftily she said : “Chalciope, my heart grieves for 
your sons. I fear that our father may kill them together with 
the strangers. An anxious dream has given me these forebodings, 
but I pray that a god may prevent them from coming true.” 

These words filled Chalciope with great alarm. “I have come 
to you about this very matter,” she said. ‘^And I implore you to 
support me against our father. Should you refuse, my murdered 
sons and I will pursue you even from the underworld and haunt 
you like Furies.” She clasped Medea’s knees with both hands 
and buried her head in her lap. And the sisters mingled their 
tears. 

Then Medea said: “Why speak of Furies, sister? I swear to 
you by heaven and earth that whatever I can do to save your 
sons, that I will gladly do.” 

“Well then,” Chalciope countered, “for the sake of my sons, 
consent to furnish the stranger with some device whereby he can 
survive the terrible ordeal with the bulls. For he has sent my son 
Argus to beg your help.” 

Medea’s heart danced with joy, her lovely face flushed, and for 
a moment giddiness clouded her shining eyes. Then she said im- 
petuously : ^‘Chalciope, may the dawn never again gladden my 
sight if I do not hold your life and that of your sons more dear 
than my own ! For did not you — so my mother often told me — 
suckle me together with them when I was a tiny child? Therefore 
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I love you not only with a sister’s but a daughter’s love. Early 
tomorrow morning, I shall go to the temple of Hecate and there 
fetch for the stranger the magic which shall tame the bulls.” 
Chalciope left her sister’s chamber and told her sons the welcome 
news. 

All night Medea struggled with herself. “Have I not pledged 
too much she said. “May I do all this for a stranger See him 
and touch him with no one near — for this is necessary if the ruse 
is to succeed.? Yes, I shall save his life ! Let him go where he will. 
But on the day of his victory, I shall die. A rope or poison will 
serve to free me from an existence I loathe. But will not vicious 
rumors pursue me over all the land of Colchis.? Will they not 
whisper that I have disgraced my house by dying for love of a 
stranger.?” With these tangled thoughts in her head, she went 
to fetch a small box which contained those herbs that cure and 
those that kill. She set it on her knees and had already opened 
it to taste of deadly poison, when she remembered all the vexing 
sweetness of life, all its delights, all her playmates. The sun 
seemed fairer to her than before, and she shivered with uncon- 
querable fear of death and put the casket down on the floor. 
Hera, Jason’s patron goddess, had changed her heart. She could 
hardly wait for the dawn to brew the promised magic and bring 
it to the hero whom she had come to love. 


JASON AND MEDEA 

Argus hurried to the ship with his joyful message, and when 
Dawn had only just streaked the sky with light, Medea leaped 
from her couch, combed and bound her blond locks, which in 
her grief had hung matted about her cheeks, washed the traces 
of tears from her face, and anointed herself with precious oils. 
She put on a splendid robe, fastened with curved golden clasps, 
and threw a white veil over her radiant head. All sadness was 
forgotten. She ran through the halls on nimble feet and bade her 
handmaids, twelve in number, yoke the mules to the chariot which 
was to take her to the temple of Hecate. While this was being 
done, Medea took from her box an ointment called Prometheus’ 
oil. Whoever salved his body with it, after offering a prayer to 
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the goddess of the underworld, could not on that day be either 
wounded by a blade or scorched by fire, but would, indeed, be 
able to defeat any opponent. The ointment was prepared from 
the black sap of a root nourished by the blood oozing down to 
the grassy slopes of the Caucasus from the gashed liver of 
Prometheus. Medea herself had caught the sap of that plant in 
a shell and hoarded it as a rare and potent remedy. 

The chariot was ready. Two of her handmaids mounted it with 
their mistress, who herself held the reins and the goad and drove 
through the city, while the others accompanied her on foot. And 
all along their course, the people reverently stepped aside to let 
the king’s daughter pass. When she had crossed the open field 
and reached the temple, Medea sprang lightly from the chariot 
and spoke to her maidens with wily deceit. 

“I think I have done a great wrong in not keeping away from 
the strangers who came to our country. And now, on top of this, 
my sister and her son Argus have requested me to accept gifts 
from their leader and make him invulnerable by magic charms. 
I pretended to assent aud asked him to come to this temple, where 
I can see him alone. When he arrives, I shall take the gifts, which 
we shall later divide among ourselves, but offer him a potion 
which will hasten his destruction. Now go, lest he suspect a plot, 
for I told him that I would receive him alone.” 

The girls were well pleased with her plan. While they dispersed 
within the temple, Argus and his friend Jason set out on their 
way, and Mopsus, the soothsayer, went with them. No mortal, 
not even a child of the gods, had ever been as beautiful as Hera 
on this day made Jason ! She endowed him with all the gifts of 
the Graces. Whenever his two companions glanced sidewise they 
wondered at his radiance — ^as if a star had taken on human form ! 
Medea, meanwhile, waited in the temple with her maidens, and 
although they tried to shorten the time with singing, their mis- 
tress was intent upon such very different matters that no song 
pleased her for long. Her eyes did not dwell upon her handmaids 
but roved longingly through the temple gate and across the 
road. At every passing step, at every rustle of wind, she eagerly 
raised her head. 

It was not long before Jason entered the temple, tall and fair 
as Sirius rising from the sea. It seemed to Medea that her heart 
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fluttered out of her breast. The world turned black before her 
eyes, and the hot blood surged into her cheeks. Her handmaids 
had left her. For a long time the hero and the king’s daughter 
faced each other in silence. They were like two slender oaks which 
stand close to each other, deep-rooted in the hills, with the air 
windless around them. But suddenly a storm comes, and all the 
leaves tremble and move and toss on their stems. So these two, 
touched by love, exchanged words quick with emotion. 

Jason was the first to break the silence. ‘‘Why do you fear me, 
now that I am alone with you.^” he asked. “I am not boastful like 
other men, and never was, even at home ! Do not hesitate to ask 
and to say whatever your heart bids you. But remember that we 
are in a holy place, where a lie would be blasphemy. Therefore, 
do not deceive me with vain words. I come as a suppliant to beg 
you for the charm you promised your sister to give me. Harsh 
necessity compels me to seek your help. Ask what you like in 
return, and know that the aid you give will dispel the dark cares 
of my companions’ mothers and wives, who are perhaps already 
mourning us on the shores of our country, and that undying glory 
will be yours in all of Greece.” 

The girl allowed him to finish. She lowered her lids, and a faint 
smile touched her mouth. Her heart rejoiced in his praise. She 
looked up at him, and words crowded to her lips. She would have 
liked to say everything at once, but love numbed her tongue. So 
she only drew the small box from its perfumed wrappings. He 
took it from her hands in glad haste, but she would willingly have 
given him her very soul had he asked it, for Eros was kindling 
flames of sweet desire from Jason’s golden locks, and she caught 
their light and fragrance. Her spirit warmed as the dew on roses 
begins to glow in the beams of the morning sun. Both looked 
down and then at each other again, and yearning glances sped 
from under their lashes. It was only after a long time and with 
great effort that Medea spoke. 

“Listen, and I shall tell you what you must do. After my father 
has given you the terrible dragon’s teeth for sowing, bathe alone 
in the waters of the river, put on black garments, and dig a cir- 
cular pit. Within this heap a pyre, slaughter a ewe lamb, and 
burn it to ash. Then offer a libation of honey to Hecate, drip- 
ping it from your cup, and leave the pyre. Do not turn around 
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for any step you may hear, or for the bark of a dog, otherwise 
the sacrifice will be in vain. The following morning salve your- 
self with this magic ointment. It bestows great power and in- 
credible strength. You will feel equal not only to men, but even 
to immortals. You must also anoint your lance, your sword, and 
your shield, and then no metal directed by human hands and no 
flame launched by the magic bulls will be able to harm you or 
withstand you. This will last only for that one day, but I shall 
give you still other aid. When you have yoked those enormous 
bulls and ploughed the field, when the dragon’s seed has borne 
harvest, throw a great stone among the earthbom men. They 
will fight for it as dogs for a crust of bread, and while they are 
so engaged, you can rush upon them and kill them. Then you may 
take the golden fleece away from Colchis unhindered, and go — 
yes, go wherever you please.” 

She spoke, and furtive tears trickled down her cheeks as she 
thought of this noble hero sailing far over the sea. She continued 
mournfully and took him by the hand, for her pain made her 
forget what she was doing. “When you reach home, do not forget 
the name of Medea. I too will think of you when you are gone. 
And now tell me the name of that land to which you will return 
on your beautiful ship.” 

While the girl was talking, Jason was overcome with irre- 
sistible love for her, and broke out impetuously : “Noble princess, 
should I escape death, not a day will pass, not an hour, in which 
I fail to remember you. My home is lolcus in Haemonia, where 
Deucalion, the son of Prometheus, founded many cities and built 
many temples. In that place not even the name of your country 
is known.” 

“So you live in Greece,” said the girl. “Perhaps men are more 
hospitable there than here. Do not tell them how you were re- 
ceived in Colchis, and remember me when you are alone. As for 
me — I shall think of you when everyone else here has forgotten. 
But if you should forget — Oh, that a wind would carry to me a 
bird from lolcus, through which I could remind you that you 
escaped by my help. Oh, that I myself were in your house then 
and could remind you in person !” And she burst into tears. 

“Let winds blow and birds fly,” answered Jason. “This is idle 
talk. But if you yourself came to Greece and to my home, how 
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both women and men would honor you, even worship you as a 
goddess, because through you their sons and brothers and hus- 
bands escaped death and returned to their native land safe and 
sound ! And you — ^you would belong to me, and to me only, and 
nothing but death could end our love.” 

Her soul melted at his words, but at the same time she was 
dimly aware of how terrible it is to leave one’s country. Yet she 
was drawn toward Greece with compelling force, for Hera had 
set this yearning in her heart. The goddess wanted Medea to 
leave Colchis and go to lolcus, to bring destruction to Pelias. 

In the meantime the maidens waited for their mistress and 
were silent and sad, since the time for her return was long past. 
She herself would have forgotten to go home for very delight in 
their exchange of heartfelt words, had not Jason, who was more 
cautious, reminded her: but even he did not think of it until late. 
‘‘The time for parting has come,” he said at last, “lest the sun 
set, and we be still here, and the others suspect some plot. Let us 
meet again in this place.” 


JASON DOES THE BIDDING OF AEETES 

In this manner they parted. Jason returned to the ship and his 
comrades, his spirit filled with joy. The girl went to join her 
handmaids, who hurried toward her. But she did not notice their 
solicitude, for her soul was soaring in the clouds. With light feet 
she mounted the wagon, urged on the mules, who ran homeward 
of themselves, and re-entered the palace. Chalciope had been 
waiting for her long since, full of anxiety for her sons. She was 
sitting on a stool, with her head bowed. Her eyes were moist be- 
neath her lowered lids, for she was thinking of the evil web in 
which she was entangled. 

Jason meanwhile told his friends how the girl had given him a 
wonderful magic ointment, and as he spoke he held it out to them. 
All rejoiced with him except Idas, who sat apart and ground his 
teeth in rage. The next morning they dispatched two men to King 
Aeetes to fetch the dragon’s teeth. They came from the very same 
dragon Cadmus had slain at Thebes, and Aeetes gave them quite 
confidently, for he believed Jason could not possibly survive the 
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battle, even if he succeeded in yoking the bulls. In the night which 
followed upon this day, Jason bathed and made an offering to 
Hecate, as Medea had bidden. The goddess herself heard his 
prayer and emerged from the depths of her cave, her awful head 
twined with writhing vipers and fiery sprays of oak. At her heels 
ran the hounds of the underworld and barked around her. The 
field trembled beneath her steps, and the nymphs of the river 
Phasis moaned in fear. Horror smote even Jason as he prepared 
to return to the ship, but he obeyed his beloved and did not look 
back. And the shimmering Dawn stained the snow-covered peaks 
of the Caucasus with rosy light. 

Then Aeetes put on his cuirass, the one Ares had taken from 
the giant Mimas on the field of Phlegra. On his head he placed 
his four-crested helmet of gold, and in his hand he took the 
shield covered with four layers of oxhide, which none besides 
him could have lifted, save Heracles alone. His son held the 
swift horses harnessed to the chariot. He mounted it, took the 
reins, and flew through the city followed by throngs of people. 
Even though he was to be a mere spectator, he wished to appear 
fully armed, as if he himself were going to do battle. 

Jason, obedient to Medea’s directions, had salved his lance, his 
shield, and his sword with the magic ointment. His companions 
formed a ring around him, and each tried his weapon on the 
lance, but it did not give and would not even bend ever so slightly. 
It was like stone in his steady hand. This vexed Idas, the son of 
Aphareus, and he aimed his blow at the shaft under the point. 
But his sword sprang back like the hammer from the anvil, and 
the youths exulted in the happy prospect of victory. Not until 
then did Jason anoint his body. Miraculous strength flowed 
through his limbs ; the veins in his hands swelled with power, and 
he craved battle. As a war-horse neighs and paws the earth before 
the fray and then lifts high its head and points its ears, so the 
son of Aeson stretched in readiness to fight, tapped the ground 
with restless feet, and swung shield and lance in his hands. 

The heroes rowed their leader to the field of Ares, where they 
found Aeetes and the Colchians waiting for them. The king sat 
on the bank, and his people were scattered about the jutting 
ledges of the Caucasus. When the ship was made fast, Jason 
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leaped ashore with his lance and shield and immediately received 
a shining helmet full of pointed teeth. He strapped his sword to 
his shoulder and came forward, radiant as Ares or Apollo. Look- 
ing about the field, he soon discovered the yokes lying on the 
ground, and near them plough and ploughshare, all of hammered 
iron. When he had studied these implements carefully,he fastened 
the iron point to the sturdy shaft of his lance and laid down the 
helmet. Then, covered by his shield, he went forward, searching 
for the tracks of the bulls. But these animals suddenly rushed at 
him from another side, coming from a subterranean cave, where 
they were stabled. Both of them breathed flame, and thick clouds 
of smoke rolled about them. Jason’s friends shook with fear at 
sight of these monsters, but he himself stood with his legs well 
apart, holding his shield before him, and awaited their onslaught 
like a rock pounded by the sea. And when they came at him, toss- 
ing their horns, their impact could not budge him from his posi- 
tion. As in a smithy, when the bellows roar and the fires now leap 
in a shower of sparks, now hold their mighty breath, so the bulls 
roared and redoubled their thrusts, spewing flame all the while, 
and the fitful glow played about the hero like lightning. But the 
magic kept him unharmed, and finally he took the bull at his 
right by the outer horn and tugged at him with all his might until 
he had dragged him over to the iron yoke. Here he kicked the 
brazen feet and forced the beast to the earth with bent knees. In 
the same way he subdued the second, who was charging toward 
him. He flung aside his broad shield and, though the flames licked 
about him, held down the kneeling bulls with both his hands. 
Aeetes himself was forced to admire the stupendous strength 
of the man. Then, as they had agreed upon before. Castor and 
Polydeuces handed him the yokes, and he fastened them to the 
necks of the animals with sure and deft hands. Last he picked 
up the iron shaft and fitted it into the ring of the yoke. And now 
the twin brothers lost no time in leaving that place, for they were 
not immune to fire like Jason. He took his shield again and threw 
it across his shoulder, so that it dangled over his back by the 
strap. Then he reached for the helmet with the dragon’s teeth, 
gripped his lance, and using it as a goad, forced the angry bulls 
to draw the plough. Their strength and that of the mighty 
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ploughman tore deep gashes in the earth, and the huge clods 
crashed in the furrows. Jason walked with a firm step and sowed 
the turned earth with the teeth, cautiously looking back to see 
if the harvest of dragon men was already up and having at him. 
And the bulls plodded on with their brazen hooves. 

When only two thirds of the day had passed, in the bright 
afternoon, the whole field was ploughed, though it measured 
more than four acres. And now he unharnessed the bulls and 
threatened them with his weapons, so that they fled in fear. The 
hero himself returned to the ship, for the furrows still showed 
no sign of life. 

His comrades surrounded him with loud acclaim, but he said 
nothing, only filled his helmet with water from the river and 
quenched his burning thirst. Then he felt the joints of his legs 
and his heart filled with fresh joy of combat, even as a raging 
boar grinds his teeth in readiness for the huntsmen. For all along 
the field the harvest was up. The entire grove of Ares bristled 
with shields and sharp lances and glittered so brightly with 
helmets that the gleam flashed up to the sky. Then Jason re- 
membered the words of wily Medea. He picked up a great round 
stone. Four strong men could not have lifted it from the ground, 
but he took it effortlessly in his hand and tossed it far among the 
warriors who had sprung up from the earth. Bold yet cautious, 
he crouched down on one knee and covered himself with his shield. 
The Colchians shouted aloud as the waves roar when they break 
on jagged rock, and Aeetes stared at that astonishing throw in 
undisguised wonder. But the earthbom men fell upon one an- 
other like snarling dogs, and each killed the other with dull cries 
of rage. Stricken down by their spears, they fell to Mother Earth 
like pines or oaks uprooted by a whirlwind. When the fight was 
hottest, Jason imshed among them like a shooting star which 
falls through the dark air of night and seems an omen sent by 
the gods. He unsheathed his sword, pierced now this one, now 
that, struck down some who were already up, mowed down like 
grass others who had grown out only to their shoulders, and cleft 
the heads of still others running to join in the battle. The furrows 
streamed with blood. Dead and wounded fell on all sides, and 
many sank into the earth almost as deep as they had been sown. 
Anger gnawed at the soul of King Aeetes. Without a word he 
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left the shore and returned to the city, brooding only on how he 
could rid himself of Jason and inflict some grim hurt upon him 
to boot. These events had taken up the day. It was dusk. Jason 
rested from his labors, and around him his friends rejoiced. 


MEDEA TAKES THE GOLDEN FLEECE 

All night long with the ciders among his people King Aeetes held 
council in the palace, how the Argonauts might be outwitted, for 
he was well aware that all that had happened the past day could 
>not have taken place without the help of his daughters. Hera, 
queen of the gods, saw the danger threatening Jason and filled 
g Medea’s heart with misgivings, until she trembled as a deer in 
^the depths of the forest at the bay of tlie hounds. She at once 
V divined that her father had guessed the truth, and she also feared 
;^that her handmaids might well know of the matter. Tears burned 
’ under her lids, and there was a rushing in her ears. She let her hair 
hang dishevelled, as though in mourning, and if Fate had not 
willed otherwise, she would have taken poison and so put an end to 
her misery that very hour. Her hand already held the brimming 
cup, when Hera revived her courage and turned her purpose, so 
that she poured the poison back into the flask. She regained com- 
mand of herself and resolved to flee, covered her couch and the 
doorposts with kisses, touched the walls of her room one last time, 
sheared a lock from her head, and put it on her bed for her mother 
to remember her by. 

“Farewell, dear mother,” she said with a voice full of tears. 
“Farewell, Chalciope, and all the house ! O stranger, it would 
have been better had you drowned in the sea before coming to 
Colchis !” 

And she left her cherished home as a captive flees the harsh 
prison where he has been enslaved. The palace gates flew open 
at her murmured spells. On bare feet she ran along narrow paths, 
drawing the veil over her cheeks with her left hand, while her 
right raised the hem of her garment to keep it from the ground. 
The watchmen did not recognize her, and soon she had passed be- 
yond the confines of the city and was hastening to the temple by a 
little-known road, for in gathering roots and herbs for her po- 
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tions and poisonous brews she had come to know all the trails 
through field and wood. Selene, goddess of the moon, saw her and 
said smilingly to herself, as she shed her radiance upon the earth : 
‘‘So others too are tormented by love, as I for my beautiful 
Endymion ! Often have you driven me from the sky with your 
magic. Now you, yourself, are suffering agonies for Jason. Well, 
go if you must, but do not think that your craftiness will avail 
to escape the bitterest sorrow of all.” 

So said Selene to herself, but Medea went her way on swift 
feet. And now she turned toward the shore, where the great fire, 
which the Argonauts had lit and tended all night in Jason’s 
honor, served to guide her. When she was opposite the ship, she 
called Phrontis, her sister’s youngest son, and he, along with 
Jason, recognized her voice and replied three times to her triple 
call. The heroes, who had heard and seen, were astonished at first, 
but then they rowed to meet her. Before the ship was moored, 
Jason leaped ashore, and Phrontis and Argus followed him. 

“Save me,” cried the girl, clasping their knees. “Save your- 
selves and me from my father! All is betrayed, and there is no 
help. Let us fiee on the ship before he can mount his swift horse. 
I will get you the golden fleece by putting the dragon to sleep. 
But you, O stranger, swear by your gods and in the presence of 
your friends, that you will not disgrace me when I am alone, an 
alien in your land.” 

She said this sadly, but Jason rejoiced in his heart. Gently he 
raised her from her knees, embraced her and said : “Beloved, let 
Zeus and Hera, the patron goddess of marriage, be my witnesses 
that I shall take you into my house as my rightful wife as soon as 
we are ba.ck in Greece.” This he swore and laid his hand in hers. 
Then Medea bade the heroes row to the sacred grove to take the 
golden fleece that very night. The ship flew on with arrowy speed. 
Jason and the girl left it before dawn and took the path across 
the meadow. In the grove they found the tall oak on which the 
golden fleece hung, shining through the night like a morning 
cloud suffused with the first beams of the sun. But facing it was 
the sleepless dragon, whose sharp eyes pierced the distance. He 
stretched his long neck toward the comers and hissed so fiercely 
that the margin of the river and the whole forest echoed the 
sound. As flames roll through a burning wood, so the monster 
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with his glittering scales wound his way, loop upon loop. But 
the girl went toward him boldly and made a sweet-voiced prayer 
to Sleep, the most powerful of the gods, to lull the dragon to rest. 
And she begged the great queen of the underworld to bless her 
doing. Jason followed her fearfully, but already the dragon was 
growing drowsy at the girl’s magical song. He lowered the arch 
of his back and stretched out the coils of his vast body. Only the 
horrid head was still upright and threatened to devour them both 
with its open jaws. But now, with a sprig of juniper, Medea 
sprinkled magic dew into his eyes whila she conjured him with 
certain words. Drowsiness flowed over him at the fragrance of the 
liquid: he closed his jaws, spread his scaly length through the 
wood, and slept. 

At her word, Jason pulled the fleece from the oak, while she 
kept sprinkling the dragon’s head with her magic tincture. Then 
they hurried from the dense grove, and from afar Jason held up 
the broad ram’s fleece, which shed a gleam over his forehead and 
his blond hair and lit up the dark path. He carried the shimmer- 
ing treasure over his left shoulder, and it hung from his neck to 
his ankles. But then he rolled it up for fear that if man or god 
encountered him, he might rob him of his precious burden. At 
dawn they boarded the vessel, and the Argonauts surrounded 
their leader and marvelled at the fleece, which glittered like the 
lightning of Zeus. Each wanted to touch it with his hands, but 
Jason would not allow this and hid it under a cloak. He seated the 
girl in the stem of the ship and said to his friends: “Now let us 
travel quickly to our native land. This girl’s counsel has helped 
us accomplish what we undertook. In return I shall take her 
into my house as my lawful wife. And you must help me protect 
her, for she is the rescuer of all Greece. Besides, I have no doubt 
that soon Aeetes will come with his people and try to prevent us 
from leaving the river for the open sea. So let half of us row, 
while the other half hold our great shields of oxhide toward the 
foe and so cover our retreat. For our return to our own people 
and the honor or shame of Greece are in our hands.” 

With these words he cut the ropes that held the ship, armed 
himself, and took his place near the girl beside Ancaeus, the 
helmsman. The swift oars smote the waves, and tlie ship glided 
down to the mouth of the river. 
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THE ARGONAUTS ARE PURSUED AND ESCAPE WITH MEDEA 

In the meantime Aeetes and all the Colchians had learned of 
Medea’s infatuation, of her actions, and her flight. They met in 
the market place, fully armed, and soon after marched to the 
riverbank with a rattling of arms like the sound of thunder. 
Aeetes rode in a well-joined chariot drawn by the horses the sun- 
god had given him. In his left hand he carried a round shield, in 
his right a long pitch torch. At his side leaned his tall and heavy 
lance. His son Absyrtus held the reins. But when they reached 
the mouth of the river, the ship, driven on by its tireless rowers, 
had already gained the open sea. Torch and shield dropped from 
the king’s fingers. He raised his hands to heaven, called on Zeus 
and Apollo to witness the wrong done to him, and sullenly de- 
clared to his subjects that unless they seized his daughter on land 
or on sea and brought her to him so that he could revenge him- 
self to his heart’s desire, they should all lose their heads. The 
terrified Colchians put out to sea that very day, hoisted sail, and 
sped in pursuit of Medea. Their fleet, under the command of 
Absyrtus, the son of Aeetes, looked like an endless flock of birds 
which darken the air as they trail over the waters. 

A favorable wind bellied out the sails of the Argonauts, and on 
the morning of the third day they entered the river Halys and 
moored their ship to the shore of Paphlagonia. Here, at Medea’s 
request, they made offering to the goddess Hecate, who had saved 
them. Then their leader, and some of the others as well, remem- 
bered that Phineus, the aged prophet, had bidden them return by 
another route. None of them knew these regions, but Argus, son 
of Phrixus, came to the rescue, for from the writings of priests 
he had learned that they were to steer for the river Ister, which 
rises from springs in the Rhipaean Mountains and divides into 
many branches, so that the wealth of its waters pours into both 
the Ionian and the Sicilian Sea. When Argus had advised them 
thus, the sky was suddenly cleft by a broad rainbow in the 
quarter toward which they were supposed to sail. A fair wind 
blew and blew, and the sign in the heavens shone on and on, until 
they were safe in that mouth of the river Ister which empties into 
the Ionian Sea. 
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But the Colchians had not ceased in their pursuit and, since 
they had lighter ships and could sail more swiftly, they arrived 
at the mouth of the Ister before the Argonauts and scattered 
among the various bays and islands. There they lay in wait for 
the heroes and blocked their passage to the sea after they had 
cast anchor in the delta of the river. The Argonauts, who were 
alarmed at the great numbers of the enemy, went ashore and 
occupied one of the islands. The Colchians followed them, and 
it seemed that battle must ensue. Then the harried Greeks began 
to negotiate, and both sides finally agreed that the Argonauts 
were, at all events, to carry off the golden fleece which the king 
had promised Jason for his labors. But Medea, the king’s 
daughter, was to be left on another island, in the temple of 
Artemis, until a neighboring king, noted for his justice, should 
decide whether she was to return to her father or follow the heroes 
to Greece. When the girl heard this, she grew frantic with fear, 
took her beloved aside to a place where his companions could not 
hear her, and pleaded with him tearfully. Jason, what are you 
going to do with me? Has your good fortune made you forgetful 
of everything you solemnly swore to me when you were in terrible 
need? How thoughtless I was to stake my hopes upon you, hold 
cheap my honor, and leave my fatherland, my house, my parents, 
and all I loved best ! It is because of what I did for you that I am 
now borne far over the open sea. My foolhardiness got you the 
golden fleece. For you I yielded up my maidenhood and am fol- 
lowing you to Greece as yours, as your wife. But now, because 
of all this, you must protect me. Do not leave me here alone ! Nor 
let kings pronounce judgment upon me ! If I am allotted to my 
father I am lost. And how could you, then, rejoice in your return ? 
How could Hera, the wife of Zeus, whom you boast as your pro- 
tectress, approve such a course? If you abandon me, the time 
will come when, deep in disaster, you will think of Medea, when 
the golden fleece will slip from you like a dream. Then vengeful 
spirits shall drive you from your native land, just as I, through 
your trickery, was driven from mine !” 

So she spoke, maddened with passion, and would gladly have 
set fire to the ship, burned up everything, and cast herself into 
the flames. Jason looked at her and grew uncertain. His con- 
science smote him, and he said propitiatingly : “Compose your- 
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self! I was not serious in closing this agreement. It is only for 
your sake that we are trying to delay the battle, because our foes 
are thick as locusts in summer. All who live here are friends of 
the Colchians and would help your brother Absyrtus capture you 
and take you back to your father. Besides, if we fought now, 
we should all perish miserably, and your lot would be still more 
hopeless, for with us dead, you would fall a prey to the foe. This 
agreement, I tell you, is only a ruse through which we hope to 
destroy Absyrtus. And once their leader is no more, the neighbors 
of the Colchians will not wish to give them aid.” 

This he said to plfu»te her, and now Medea gave him grim 
counsel. “I have strayed from my duties once,” she said. “Blinded 
by emotion I have done an evil thing. I cannot go back, and so I 
must go forward in crime. I will coax my brother until he gives 
himself into your hands. Have a lavish banquet prepared for 
him. I shall try to induce the heralds to leave him alone with me 
— ^and then you can kill him and vanquish the leaderless Col- 
chians.” 

So these two planned to trap Absyrtus. They sent him many 
gifts, including a sumptuous robe which the queen of Lemnos had 
once given to Jason. The Graces had woven it for Dionysus with 
their own hands, and in the fine mesh of the purple stuff clung 
the perfumes of heaven, for the god himself, drowsy with nectar, 
had slumbered in its folds. Medea slyly urged the heralds to 
bring Absyrtus to the other island, to the temple of Artemis, at 
dead of night, and pretended that she would devise a way for him 
to seize the golden fleece and take it back to King Aeetes. For she 
herself — so she lied — ^had been forcibly given over to the stran- 
gers by the sons of Phrixus. After she had thus deceived these 
messengers of peace, she sprinkled the wind with so much of her 
magic brew that the scent would have been enough to lure the 
wildest beast from the highest mountain. And what she hoped 
for took place. At midnight Absyrtus, deceived by solemn 
pledges, rowed to the holy island. Alone with his sister, he tried 
to probe her guileful mind and to discover whether she was, in- 
deed, setting a snare for the strangers. But it was as if a boy 
were trying to wade a swollen mountain stream which a grown 
man cannot cross unimperilled, for when they were deep in talk, 
and his sister seemed ready to do aU he asked, Jason suddenly 
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rushed out of ambush, brandishing his naked sword. And the 
girl turned away and hid her eyes in her veil, so that she might 
not see her brother done to death. Like a victim at the altar, the 
king’s son fell under the blow of Jason’s blade, and Medea’s 
gown was splashed with her brother’s blood. But the goddess of 
vengeance, from whom nothing is hidden, looked forth from her 
secret dwelling with angry eyes and beheld the terrible deed com- 
mitted here. 

After Jason had cleansed himself of the blood and buried the 
body, Medea signalled to the Argonauts with a torch, for so it 
had been agreed. These drew up their ship beside the vessel in 
which Absyrtus had come to the island of Artemis and fell on 
liis leaderless companions like hawks on flocks of doves, or lions 
on sheep. Not a single man escaped death. Jason, who came to 
aid his friends, was not needed. The battle was already decided. 
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THE ARGONAUTS ON THEIR HOMEWARD JOURNEY 

On the advice of Peleus, the heroes left the mouth of the river and 
sped swiftly away before the remaining Colchians had realized 
what had happened. When they saw what had been done, they 
set out to pursue their foes, but Hera deterred them by kindling 
a flash of lightning in the sky. They feared her warning, and 
since they also feared the anger of their king if they returned 
without either his daughter or his son, they remained on the isles 
of Artemis in the mouth of the river and settled there. 

But the Argonauts continued on their way and passed many 
coasts and islands, among them that on which Queen Calypso, the 
daughter of Atlas, had her dwelling place. Already they thought 
they discerned the tallest peaks of their homeland rising in the 
distance, when Hera, fearing the plots of Zeus, stirred up a 
mighty storm, which drove their ship to the inhospitable Amber 
Islands. And now the wood from the oak of Dodona, which Athene 
had set in the timbers of the prow, began to speak, and the 
listeners shook with dread. ‘‘You will not evade the wrath of 
Zeus, and you will wander over the sea,” said the oak, “until 
Circe, the sorceress, purifies you of the cruel murder of Absyrtus. 
Let Castor and Polydeuces pray to the gods to point you the 
paths which lead to Circe, the daughter of the sun-god and 
Perse.” 

So said the prow of the Argo at the hour of dusk. The heroes 
shuddered when they heard such misfortune foretold and sat 
motionless at their oars. Only Castor and Polydeuces leaped from 
their bench and ventured to beg the immortal gods for their pro- 
tection. But the ship dashed on to the inner reaches of the Eri- 
danus where Phaethon, burned by the chariot of the sun, had 
once fallen into the water. And even now, from the bottom of the 
river, his searing wounds still poured forth fire and smoke. There 
is no ship which can sail lightly across these waters, for the flames 
suck it into their midst. Along the shores Phaethon’s sisters, the 
Heliades, who were changed into poplars, sigh in the wind and 
drip bright tears of amber on the earth, which the sun dries and 
the river draws into its tide. Thanks to their stout ship, the 
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Argonauts overcame this peril, but they lost all desire for food 
or drink. By day they were harassed by the intolerable stench 
of scorching flesh; by night they heard the Heliades lament, 
their gold-colored tears oozing into the sea like drops of rich oil. 
They rowed along the shores of the Eridanus, came to the mouth 
of the Rhodanus, and would have entered there and met their 
death had not Hera suddenly appeared on a crag and warned 
them away with her clear-ringing divine voice. She shrouded the 
ship in black fogs, and so they journeyed for endless days and 
nights and passed many places where Celtic families had settled, 
until they saw the Tyrrhenian Sea and soon after rode safely 
into the harbor of Circe’s island. 

They found the sorceress on the shore, leaning over the sea and 
washing her face in the waves. She had dreamed that her chamber, 
that her entire house was running with blood, that a flame had 
devoured all the magic herbs and brews with which she used to 
bewitch strangers, and that she was cupping the blood in the 
hollow of her hand and trying to quench the fire. This nightmare 
had startled her from sleep at dawn and driven her to the shore. 
Here she washed her garments and her locks, as though they 
were really stained with blood. Great beasts came after her in 
flocks, as cattle follow the shepherd from the stalls, and they were 
unlike any known animals, being formed of the limbs of one kind 
of creature and the head or body of another. The heroes stood 
aghast, for they had only to look at Circe to know that she was 
the sister of cruel Aeetes. When the goddess had cleansed herself 
of the terrors of the night, she turned homeward, called to the 
beasts, and stroked them as one fondles dogs. 

Jason had his entire crew remain aboard. Only he and Medea 
went ashore, and, once on the beach, he drew the reluctant girl on 
to the palace of Circe. The sorceress did not know what the 
strangers had come for. She bade them be seated in sumptuous 
chairs, but quietly and mournfully they sat down by the hearth. 
Medea bowed her head in her hands, and Jason thrust the sword 
with which he had murdered Absyrtus into the ground, laid his 
palm upon it, and supported his chin on the hilt, without raising 
his eyes. Then Circe knew that those before her were suppliants, 
brought to her by the need for expiation and by the bitterness of 
exile. In honor of Zeus, the protector of suppliants, she made the 
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necessary offering by slaughtering a young pig whose mother 
was still alive and calling upon Zeus who grants purification. Her 
servants, the Naiads, were told to collect all the means of atone- 
ment that were in the house. She herself went to the hearth and 
burned sacrificial cakes, praying all the while to pacify the Furies 
and beg the gods to forgive those who had stained their hands 
with murder. When all was done she first seated the strangers on 
splendid chairs and sat down opposite them. Then she asked them 
about their journey, from where tliey had come, why they had 
landed on her island, and how it was they had begged her protec- 
tion ; for she recalled her dream with its streams of blood. Now 
when Medea raised her head to reply and looked into her face, 
Circe was struck by the girl’s eyes, for Medea as well as she was 
descended from the sun-god, and all his descendants had eyes 
glinted with gold. When she noticed this, Circe asked the fugi- 
tives to speak in their native tongue, and — ^in the language used 
in Colchis — ^the girl began to tell her all that had happened be- 
tween Aeetes and the heroes, quite truthfully, only that she sup- 
pressed the murder of her brother Absyrtus. But the sorceress 
knew even that which remained unspoken. She pitied her niece 
and said: ‘Toor girl, you have fled from home, leaving a dis- 
honored name behind, and you have committed a grave wrong. 
Surely your father will come to Greece to take vengeance upon 
you for the murder of his son. I shall do you no harm, for you are 
a suppliant and my kinswoman to boot, but you must leave with 
this stranger, whoever he may be, for I cannot commend either 
your plans or your shameful flight.” At these words the girl was 
filled with aching grief. She covered her head with her veil and 
cried bitterly, until Jason took her by the hand. With faltering 
steps she followed him out of Circe’s palace. 

But Hera took pity on those she had chosen to protect. Down 
the many-colored path of the rainbow she sent Iris, her mes- 
senger, to summon Thetis, the goddess of the sea, and when she 
had come, entrusted the ship and the heroes to her care. As soon 
as Jason and Medea went aboard, gentle winds began to blow. 
With lighter heart, the heroes weighed anchor and hoisted sail. 
The Argo sped on in a fresh breeze, and soon they saw a beautiful 
island, green and flower-laden j -the habitation of the beguiling 
sirens, who lure passers-by with their singing, but only to destroy 
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them. Half bird and half maiden, they always lay in wait for new 
quarry, and no one who came near could escape them. Now they 
sang their sweetest airs to the Argonauts, who were just about 
to cast their rope ashore and make fast the ship, when Orpheus, 
the singer from Thrace, rose in his seat and began to strike such 
rich and ringing chords on the strings of his divine lyre that he 
drowned out the voices decoying his friends to death. At the 
same time the gods sent a swift and sounding wind to the stern 
of the ship, so that the song of the sirens soon died away in its 
wake. Only one of the heroes, Butes, the son of Teleon, had been 
unable to resist the silvery strains. He sprang from his rowing 
bench, dived into the sea, and swam toward the enchanting 
sounds. And he would have perished, had it not been for Aphro- 
dite, who ruled over Mount Eryx in Sicily. She snatched him 
from the whirlpool and cast him ashore on a promontory of the 
island, where he lived from that time on. The Argonauts mourned 
him as one dead, and went on to other adventures. 

They came to a strait, flanked on the one side by Scylla, a 
steep rock which jutted out into the sea and seemed as if it 
would dash the Argo to pieces, on the other by Charybdis, the 
whirlpool, sucking the waters down and threatening to swallow 
the ship. The waters between these two were full of floating rocks, 
torn from the depths. There Hephaestus had once had his smithy, 
but now only smoke rose through the water and darkened the 
air. As the heroes approached, suddenly from all sides sea 
nymphs, the daughters of Nereus, came to meet them, and Thetis, 
their queen, put her own hand on the rudder. They all swam 
around the ship, and whenever it neared the floating rocks, one 
nymph flicked it to another, like girls playing ball. Now it flew 
up to the clouds on the crest of a wave, now it sank into deep 
troughs. From the top of a crag Hephaestus, his hammer slung 
over his shoulder, watched the game, and Hera, the wife of Zeus, 
saw it from the star-spangled sky. But she clutched Athene’s 
hand, for she could not look on without giddiness. At last they 
were safe from danger and sailed on over the open sea until they 
came to the island of the Phaeacians and their good king 
Alcinous. 
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THE COLCHIAXS CONTINUE THEIK PURSUIT 

He received them hospitably, and they were taking their ease 
when a great Colchian fleet, which had come by another route, 
suddenly appeared and landed a host of warriors. These de- 
manded Medea, the daughter of their king, whom they wished 
to take back to her father. If she were withheld, they threatened 
the Greeks with battle that very instant, with worse to come 
when Aeetes arrived with a still greater army. They were, indeed, 
just about to begin fighting when wise King Alcinous succeeded 
in restraining them, saying that he wished to settle the quarrel 
without spilling blood. 

Medea clasped the knees of Arete, his wife. beseech you,” she 
said, ^‘do not let them return me to my father! You too belong to 
the race of mortals, that race which errs so easily and plunges into 
sudden disaster. I acted without thinking. It was not lightly, 
however, that I fled with this man, but only for fear of my father. 
Jason is taking me to his country. So have pity on me, and may 
the gods give you long life, and many children, and grace your 
city with everlasting splendor.” 

She also threw herself at the feet of one hero after another, 
and each one bade her be of good courage, shook his lance, 
brandished his sword, and promised to help her if Alcinous at- 
tempted to give her up to her enemies. 

In the night the king and his wife took counsel concerning the 
girl from Colchis. Arete pleaded for her and told him that Jason 
intended making her his lawful wife. Alcinous was a kindly man, 
and his heart softened still more when he heard this. ‘Tor the 
girPs sake,” he answered his wife, “I should be glad to drive the 
Colchians away at the point of the sword, but I am reluctant to 
violate Zeus’ law of hospitality; besides, it is unwise to annoy 
Aeetes, who is a powerful king, for even though he lives far away, 
he is quite able to bring war upon all of Greece. So this is what 
I have resolved : if the girl is a virgin, she must be returned to her 
father. If she were Jason’s wife, I should not take her from her 
husband, for then she would belong to him more than to her 
father.” 
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Arete was alarmed when she heard the king’s decision. That 
very night she sent a messenger to Jason to tell him of it and 
advise him to marry Medea before daybreak. When Jason put 
this unexpected proposal before the heroes, they were well 
pleased, and in a sacred grotto, to the music of Orpheus, Medea 
became Jason’s wife. 

In the morning, when the shores of the island and the dewy 
fields glittered in the early beams of the sun, the Phaeacians were 
astir in the streets of their city, and at the other end of the island 
stood the Colchians fully armed. According to his promise 
Alcinous came from his palace, holding his golden scepter, to 
pronounce judgment on the girl. The noblest among his subjects 
formed his retinue. The women too had come to marvel at the 
Greek heroes, and much country folk had assembled, for Zeus 
had spread the tidings far and wide. All was in readiness before 
the walls of the city, and smoke from the offerings rose toward 
heaven. The heroes had been waiting for a long time. When the 
king had seated himself on his throne, Jason came forward and 
declared, swearing to the truth of his words, that Medea, the 
daughter of King Aeetes, was his lawful wife. When Alcinous 
heard this and had questioned those who had witnessed the 
ceremony, he took a solemn oath that Medea should not be de- 
livered up and that he would protect his guests. It was in vain 
that the Colchians objected. The king bade them either remain 
in his country as peaceful settlers or leave in their ships. Since 
they were afraid to return to their king without Medea, they 
chose the former alternative. On the seventh day, the Argonauts 
took leave of Alcinous, who parted with them regretfully and 
gave them lavish gifts. They boarded the ship and continued on 
their journey. 

THE LAST ADVENTUBES OF THE AEGONAUTS 

Again they passed the shores of many lands and many islands, 
and in the distance had just caught sight of their native coast, 
the land of Pelops, when a cruel storm, blowing from the north, 
descended upon their ship and for nine whole days and nights 
drove it on uncharted ways through the Libyan Sea. At the end 
of that time, they drifted toward the wastes of Africa and ran 
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into one of the bays of Syrtis, whose waters, covered with thick 
weed and sluggish foam, form a menacing marsh. Round about 
there was nothing but sand — ^no beast, no bird. The ship edged 
so close to the shore that the keel stuck in a sandbank. In great 
alarm the heroes disembarked and saw with horror that the broad 
land spread limitlessly in all directions, vast and empty as air. 
There was no spring, no path, no shelter. A dead silence hung 
over everything. 

‘‘Woe to us,” they lamented. “What is the name of this coun- 
try? Whither has the tempest driven our ship? It would have 
been better had we crashed into the floating rocks ! Had we only 
done something against the will of Zeus, and perished in one 
glorious attempt !” 

“Yes,” said the helmsman. “The tide has left us high and dry 
and will not come for us again. All hopes of voyage and home- 
coming are cut olf. Let anyone steer who can and will!” And 
with that, he took his hand from the rudder, sat down in the ship, 
and wept. As men in a pest-stricken city loiter in ghostly grief 
and wait for death, so the heroes sorrowed, and slunk along the 
barren shore. When evening came, each took the others’ hand in 
farewell, lay down on the sand without food or drink, wrapped 
himself in his cloak, and waited for death through the long sleep- 
less night. A little apart from them the Phaeacian handmaids 
Alcinous had given Medea as a gift huddled around their mis- 
tress and sighed like dying swans which breathe their last song 
into the air. And surely all, men and women alike, would have 
perished, unmourned, had not the three demigoddesses who ruled 
over Libya taken pity upon them. 

At burning noon they came, covered with goatskin from neck 
to ankles, gently took hold of the mantle which Jason had thrown 
over his head, and drew it from his temples. He leaped up in 
alarm and reverently turned his eyes from the goddesses. “Luck- 
less man,” they said, “we know all your troubles. But grieve no 
longer. When the sea-goddess has unharnessed the horses from 
Poseidon’s chariot, give thanks to your mother, who bore you 
so long in her womb. After that you shall return to the happy 
and radiant land of Greece.” 

The goddesses vanished, and Jason told his companions the 
comforting, if puzzling utterance. While they were still wonder- 
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ing about it, a second and equally strange miracle appeared to 
them. A mighty stallion, with golden mane streaming to both 
sides of his neck, rushed up from the sea, shook the foam from his 
flanks, and stormed away, as if shod with the wind. Then Peleus 
cried joyfully ; “The first part of the mystery is solved. The sea- 
goddess has unharnessed her chariot, which was drawn by this 
steed. And the mother, who has carried us so long in her womb — 
that is our ship ! We are to give her the thanks which are her due. 
Let us lift the Argo and bear her on our shoulders over the sand, 
in the tracks of the sea-stallion. For he will not disappear in the 
earth but show us the way to some launching-site.” 

No sooner was it said than done. The heroes took the ship upon 
their shoulders and groaned under her weight for twelve days 
and nights. On and on they plodded over waterless wastes, and 
had not a god given them strengtli, all would have perished on the 
first day. But as it was, they reached the bay of Tritonis with 
vigor unimpaired. Here they let their load slide from their 
shoulders and, frantic with thirst, looked for a spring, running 
hither and thither like mad dogs. In tliis search, Orpheus, the 
singer, came upon the Hesperides, the sweet-throated nymphs 
who dwell in the holy field where the dragon Ladon guards the 
golden apples. Orpheus implored them to lead him to a well, and 
the nymphs were moved to compassion. Aegle, the stateliest 
among them, told him of a curious matter. 

“The bold robber who appeared here yesterday,” she said, 
“who slew the dragon and took our golden apples, must have 
come to bring help to you. He was a savage man, and his eyes 
flashed under brows beetling with anger. A lion’s skin hung over 
his shoulder ; in his hands he carried a club of olive wood and the 
arrows with which he killed the monster. He too was thirsty after 
walking through these wastes. When he failed to find water, he 
kicked the rock with his heel and the stone gushed water, as 
though from a magic touch. The mighty man flung himself to 
the ground, cupped his hands against the rock, and drank to his 
heart’s content until, like a bull whose thirst is stilled, he lay 
down on the earth.” 

So spoke Aegle and pointed out to them a spring spurting 
from the rock. The heroes crowded about it, and when they had 
quenched their thirst they grew merry again. 
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‘^Truly,^’ said one, cooling his hot lips with one last draught, 
^‘even though he was not with us, Heracles saved the life of his 
comrades. If we only could meet him somewhere on our further 
journey !” And at that they set out to look for him, some here and 
some there. When they assembled again, no one had seen him save 
sharp-eyed Lynceus, who claimed to have glimpsed him from 
afar, but only like a farmer, who thinks he has caught sight of 
the new moon behind driving clouds, and he assured the rest that 
it would be impossible to catch up with him. 

Unfortunate accidents killed two of the Argonauts. After 
their comrades had given them fitting burial, they again boarded 
the ship. For a long time they tried to leave the bay for the 
open sea, but the wind was against them, and the Argo crossed 
and re-crossed the harbor like a serpent which vainly seeks to 
leave its hiding-place and darts its head hither and thither with 
glassy eyes and hissing tongue. At the advice of Orpheus, they 
went ashore and dedicated to the gods of that place the largest 
tripod they had in the ship. On the way back they met Triton, 
the sea-god, who had assumed the form of a youth. He lifted a 
clod from the ground and handed it to Euphemus in token of 
hospitality, and the hero hid it in his bosom. 

‘‘My father sent me to watch over the waters of these regions,” 
said the sea-god. “Look ! Do you see that patch, where the bay 
is dark and deep and motionless.? Row over there, and you will 
find a narrow passage from the bay to the open sea. I shall send 
you a fair wind and you will soon reach the Peloponnesus.” They 
boarded the Argo full of joy. Triton lifted the tripod to his 
shoulder and vanished in the waters. 

After a few days, they came to the rocky coast of Carpathus, 
and from there they intended crossing to the lovely island of 
Crete. But it was guarded by the terrible giant Talos. He alone 
was left of the generation of the Men of Bronze who had once 
sprung from beeches, and Zeus had made him doorkeeper to 
Europe and bidden him make the rounds of the island on his 
brazen feet three times a day. His body was of bronze, and he 
was invulnerable. Only one little place on one ankle was of flesh, 
with sinews and a vein with coursing blood. Whoever knew of 
this spot and hit it could be sure of slaying him, for he was not 
immortal. When the heroes approached the island, he was keep- 
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ing watch on a cliff at the edge of the sea. As soon as he saw 
them, he began breaking off blocks of stone and hurling them at 
the ship. In great alarm the Argonauts rowed backwards and 
would have given up their plan of landing on Crete, though they 
were again tormented with thirst, had not Medea risen and told 
them to take heart. 

“Listen,” she said. “I know how to subdue this monster. All 
you need do is to keep the ship out of throwing distance.” Then 
she held high the folds of her crimson gown and walked along the 
ship, Jason guiding her. In a low voice she pronounced a weird 
spell, calling three times upon the Fates who cut the thread of 
life, and the swift hounds of the underworld that race through 
air and hunt the living. With her charms she caused the lids of 
Talos to close and sent black dreams to haunt his soul. Dazed 
with sleep, he bent to pick up a stone for the defence of the harbor, 
but he hit his vulnerable ankle against a pointed crag, and the 
blood welled from the wound, thick as molten lead. Like a pine, 
half-hewn by the woodcutter, which the first gust of wind tumbles 
crashing to the ground, so Talos swayed on his feet and then 
plunged into the sea with a roar like thunder. 

Now the Argonauts could safely land, and they rested on that 
beautiful island until morning. Hardly had they left Crete, 
however, when a new and fearful adventure confronted them. 
Moonless night fell, and not a single star lit the sky. The air was 
black as though all the darkness in the world had gathered there, 
and they did not know whether they were sailing the sea or the 
tides of Tartarus. With lifted hands, Jason implored Phoebus 
Apollo to set them free from this spectral darkness. Tears of 
terror coursed down his cheeks, and he promised the god to dedi- 
cate priceless offerings to him. And the sun-god heard. He 
descended from Olympus, leaped upon a cliff, and taking his 
golden bow in his hand, shot silver arrows over that region. In 
the sudden light they saw a small island toward which they 
steered. There they cast anchor and waited for the dawn. When 
they were riding the high seas in the broad light of the sun, 
Huphemus remembered a dream he had had that night. The clod 
of earth which Triton had given him and which he carried against 
his breast, seemed to suck itself full of milk, stir with life, and 
grow into a lovdy maiden who said ; “I am the daughter of Triton 
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and of Libya. Give me to the daughter of Nereus, so that I may 
live in the sea close to Anaphc. Thereafter I shall again come 
out into the sun, for I am destined to provide for your grand- 
sons.” 

Euphemus recalled all this because the name of the island 
where they had waited for morning had been Anaphe. Jason, to 
whom he told his dream, at once knew what it signified. He ad- 
vised his friend to cast the clod he carried in his bosom into the 
waves. And when this was done, lo ! before the eyes of the heroes 
a fertile island sweet with flowers and fruits rose up out of the 
sea. They called it CaUiste, which means the fairest of all, and 
in after years Euphemus peopled it with his children. 

This was the last adventure of the Argonauts. They soon 
reached the island of Aegina and from there steered toward their 
native land and ran into the harbor of lolcus. In the strait of 
Corinth, Jason consecrated the ship to Poseidon. When it had 
crumbled to dust, the gods set it in the heavens, and it glittered 
in the southern firmament as a shining constellation. 


jason’s end 

Jason did not succeed to the throne of lolcus, for whose sake he 
had gone on his dangerous quest, taken Medea from her father, 
and wickedly murdered her brother Absyrtus. He had to leave the 
realm to Acastus, the son of Pelias, and flee to Corinth with his 
young wife. Here he lived with her for ten years, during which 
time she bore him three sons. The two eldest were twins, and their 
names were Thessalus and Alcimenes ; the third, Tisander, was 
much younger. During these years, Jason had loved and honored 
Medea, not only for her beauty but for her quick wits and re- 
sourceful mind as well. But later, when time lessened the charms 
of her person, he fell deeply in love with a beautiful young girl, 
Glauce, the daughter of Creon, king of Corinth. He wooed her 
without his wife’s knowledge, and only after her father had 
agreed to the union and appointed a day for the wedding did 
Jason tdl Medea and urge her to consent to dissolve their mar^ 
riage. Not that he had wearied of her, he protested, but it would 
be of advantage to their children if he were kin to the ruling 
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house. Medea received his demand with bitter resentment and 
angrily called the gods to testify to the oaths he had sworn her. 
But Jason ignored her fury and insisted on wedding the king’s 
daughter. 

In despair Medea wandered through her husband’s palace. 
“Woe is me,” she cried. “Would that a flash from heaven might 
strike me down! Why should I live any longer? If only Death 
would take pity upon me ! O father ! O country I left in disgrace I 

0 my brother, whom I murdered, and whose blood is now coming 
upon me! But it was not Jason, my husband, who should have 
punished me ! It was for him that I sinned ! O goddess of justice, 

1 call upon you to destroy him and his young concubine !” 

Creon, Jason’s father-in-law, came upon her in the palace as 
she raged through room and court. “You with your scowling 
eyes,” he said, “you who are smoldering with fury at your hus- 
band, take your sons by the hand and leave my country this very 
instant. I shall not return home until I have driven you from my 
borders.” 

Medea suppressed her anger and answered him composedly. 
“Why fear evil from me, Creon? You have done me no wrong; 
you owed me nothing. You gave your daughter to a man who 
met with your approval. How did I concern you ? I hate only ray 
husband, who owed me everything! But what is done is done. 
Let them live together as man and wife. Oh, let me continue to 
dwell in your country, for though I have been greatly wronged, 
I shall be silent and submit to those mightier than I.” 

But Creon saw the rage in her eyes and did not trust her, even 
when she clasped his knees and implored him by the name of his 
own daughter Glauce, her hated rival. “Go,” he said, “and free 
me of care.” But when she begged him to put off her exile for one 
short day, so that she might find a refuge for her sons, he replied : 
“I am not harsh of spirit. Many times I have foolishly yielded, 
beguiled by misplaced pity. Now too I feel that I am not acting 
wisely. Nonetheless — ^have your way in this.” 

As soon as Medea had gained the respite she desired, madness 
came over her, and she prepared to carry out a deed she had 
vaguely planned, yet never really considered doing. First, how- 
ever, she made one last attempt to convince her husband of his 
disloyalty and injustice. “You have betrayed me,” she cried. 
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‘‘You took another wife, notwithstanding the fact that I have 
given you sons. If you were childless, I could forgive you ; you 
would have an excuse. As it is, you have none at all. Do you think 
the gods who ruled the world when you swore faith to me are 
no more, or that men are living by new laws, that you dare break 
your word.? Tell me — I shall ask you as though you were my 
friend — ^where do you advise me to go.? Will you send me back 
to my father, whom I deceived, whose son I killed for love of 
you.? Or what other refuge would you suggest for me? It will, in- 
deed, add glory to the new-wed pair if your first wife and your 
own sons roam through the world as beggars !” 

But Jason was deaf to her reproaches. He promised to supply 
her and the children with gold and send messages to friends who 
might offer her hospitality, but she rejected such help. “Go, 
marry,” she said. “You will celebrate a bridal which will end in 
sorrow.” 

When J ason had left her, she regretted these last words, not be- 
cause her purpose had changed, but because she feared he might 
keep watch on her and prevent her from putting her evil plan 
into execution. And so she sent for him again, put on a more 
gentle manner, and chose wistful words. “Jason, forgive me for 
what I said. I was blinded with rage. Now I see very well that all 
you have done is for the best. We came here as poor fugitives. 
By this new marriage of yours, you expect to provide for your- 
self, for your children, and even for me. When they have been 
away from you for a little, you will recall your sons and let them 
share in the fortune of their sisters and brothers. Come, my chil- 
dren, and cast out your bitterness against your father, just as I 
have cast out mine.” 

Jason really believed that she had put from her the grudge 
she had borne him. He rejoiced at this and made many promises 
to her and the children. And Medea set out to make him still more 
certain of her good faith. She begged him to keep the children and 
let her go alone. To gain consent for this from Glauce and her 
father, she had precious robes of gold fetched from her stores 
and gave them to Jason for the king’s daughter. At first he hesi- 
tated, but finally she convinced him, and he had a servant take 
the gifts to the bride. But those beautiful robes were made of 
stuffs which had been drenched with poison. When Medea had 
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bidden her husband a falsely sweet farewell, she waited from 
hour to hour for the messenger who was to report to her how her 
presents had been received. At last he came and called from afar: 
“Board your ship, Medea, and flee ! Your foe and her father are 
both dead. When your sons entered the palace at their father’s 
side, we servants rejoiced that the feud was healed. The young 
princess received your husband with smiling lips, but when she 
saw the children, she veiled her eyes and turned away her face as 
if she loathed their presence. Jason tried to placate her, spoke 
kindly words in their behalf, and spread out the gifts before her. 
The sight of the magnificent robes gladdened her heart. She 
softened and promised the bridegroom to agree to everything he 
wished. When your husband and sons had left her, she reached 
eagerly for the marvellous raiment, cast the golden mantle about 
her shoulders, twined the gold wreath in her hair, and joyfully 
looked at the image shining out at her from the clear mirror. 
Then she trailed through her apartments, childishly proud of her 
; new apparel. But soon her feelings changed. She paled, her limbs 
shook. Her feet faltered, and before she could reach a seat, she 
' fell. The color ebbed from her face, she turned up her eyes so 
that only the whites showed, and foam gathered on her lips. The 
palace rang with cries. Some of the servants hurried to her father, 
others to her husband. In the meantime the magic wreath on 
her head had burst into flame. Poison and fire contended for 
her flesh, and when her father rushed in to her with loud lament, 
he found only the dead disfigured body of his daughter. In his 
despair, he threw himself upon her, and the poison in the mur- 
derous robe worked on him also, so that he too lost his life. I know 
nothing of Jason.” 

Instead of cooling Medea’s rage, the recital of these horrors 
only served to fan it to hotter flame. Like an avenging Fury she 
ran out to deal the fatal blow to her husband and herself. Night 
had fallen, and she hurried to the room where her sons lay 
asleep. “Steel yourself, my heart,” she muttered on the way. 
“Why do you shudder from doing the awful, the needful deed? 
Forget that these are your children, that you have borne them. 
Forget it for this one hour only, and then mourn them all your 
days. You are doing them a welcome service. If you do not kill 
them, they will die at the hands of their foes. * 
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When Jason hastened toward his house to find the murderess 
of hds young bride and take vengeance on her, he heard the 
screams of his children. Running through the open door of their 
chamber he found them bleeding from deadly wounds, slain like 
victims at the altar. Medea was nowhere to be seen. When he left 
his house, he heard a rushing sound overhead. Looking up, he 
beheld her in a dragon-drawn chariot, which her magic art had 
conjured, riding the wind away from the scene of her revenge. 
Jason had no hope of punishing her for her crime. Despair en- 
gulfed him. His soul remembered the murder of Absyrtus. He 
rushed upon his sword and died on the threshold of his house. 



MELEAGER AND THE BOAR 


O ENEUS, king of Calydon, brought the first fruits of a lavish 
harvest season as an offering to the gods : grain to Demeter, 
wine to Dionysus, oil to Athene, and so to each deity the proper 
gift. Only Artemis was forgotten, and no fumes of incense rose 
at her altar. This angered the goddess, and she resolved to take 
revenge on him who had neglected her. She set a great boar on 
the king’s domains. His red eyes darted fire, his neck bristled. 
Lightning seemed to dart from his foaming jaws, and his tusks 
were like those of an elephant. This huge beast trampled the 
meadows and fields, so that bams and lofts gaped empty of the 
promised crops. He devoured the grapevines, clusters, and leaves, 
and ate the branches along with the olives. Neither shepherds nor 
their dogs were able to defend the flocks against the monster, nor 
the most savage bulls their herds. 

At last the king’s son, fair Meleager, assembled hunters and 
hounds to slay the wild boar. The most famous heroes of all 
Greece were invited to join in the chase, and with them Atalanta 
of Arcadia, the warlike daughter of lasus. She had been aban- 
doned in a forest and suckled by a bear. Later, huntsmen had 
found her and reared her. She had grown into a beautiful 
maiden, but she despised men and spent her days hunting in the 
forest. Not only had she rejected all men who approached her, 
but she even shot two centaurs who persisted in their suit. Now it 
was love of the chase that lured her into the company of these 
heroes. Her hair was caught in a simple knot, her ivory quiver 
slung across her shoulder, and in her left hand she carried her 
bow. Her face looked girlish for a boy, and boyish for a girl. 
When Meleager saw how fair she was, he said to himself : “Happy 
the man she will consider worthy to be her husband!” But he 
had not time to pursue this train of thought, for the dangerous 
hunt allowed no delay. 

The group of hunters walked toward a wood of ancient trees, 
which covered the level countryside and the slope of the mountain. 
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When they arrived, some went about setting snares, while others 
unleashed the hounds and still others followed the tracks of the 
quarry. Presently they came to a steep and narrow valley, carved 
out by swollen streams. This gorge, thick with reeds, swamp 
grass, and osiers, was the boar’s hiding place. Now that the 
hounds had roused him, he broke through the wood like light- 
ning speeding from a cloud and charged into the very midst of 
his foes. The youths cried aloud and pointed their spears, but the 
boar evaded them and crashed through the pack. Missile after 
missile flew at him, only to graze his hide and increase his fury. 
With flashing eyes and heaving breast he turned, made for the 
right flank of the hunters like a stone shot from the sling, and 
bore three of them to the ground, killing them instantly. A fourth 
— Nestor, destined to become a great hero in times to come — 
saved himself by climbing into the branches of an oak tree, on 
whose trunk the boar sharpened his terrible tusks. And here the 
twin brothers, Castor and Polydeuces, charging on snow-white 
horses, would have pierced him with their spears, had he not fled 
into impenetrable thickets. Then Atalanta fitted an arrow to 
her string and shot at the monster through the bushes. It struck 
him under the ear, and now at last his bristles were stained with 
blood. Meleager was the first to see the wound, and jubilantly he 
pointed it out to his comrades. “Atalanta,” he cried, “it is you 
who deserve the prize of valor !” At this the men felt ashamed to 
think that a woman was cheating them of victory, and all threw 
their spears at once. But the very shower of their missiles pre- 
vented a single one from reaching the animal. 

Now Ancaeus, the Arcadian, proudly raised his two-edged 
battle-axe in both hands and made ready to deal the blow. But 
before it fell, the boar drove his tusks into the hero’s side and 
laid bare his entrails, so that he died in a pool of blood. Then 
Jason cast his spear, but it missed the mark and glanced side- 
wise and into the body of Celadon. Finally Meleager hurled two 
spears, one after the other. The first fell to the ground, but the 
second pierced the boar in the middle of the back. The beast began 
to rage and run in circles. Blood and foam spurted from his 
mouth. Meleager dealt him a fresh blow on the neck, and now 
lances struck him from all sides. The dying boar lay stretched on 
the earth and writhed in the blood pouring from his wounds. 
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Meleager pressed his foot against his head, and with his sword 
ripped the rough hide from the beast and presented it to brave 
Atalanta along with the head and the gleaming tusks. “Take 
these trophies,” he said. “They are mine by right, but you shall 
share in my glory.” 

But the hunters were angry that such honor should be ac- 
corded a woman, and a murmur ran through their ranks. The 
brothers of Meleager’s mother, the sons of Thestius, clenched 
their fists, shook them at Atalanta, and threatened her with loud 
words. “Put down those trophies at once, woman,” they cried. 
“Do not think you can trick us of what is ours. Your beauty will 
aid you just as little as Meleager, that love-sick waster of these 
gifts!” With that they took the head and hide from her, dis- 
puting Meleager’s right to dispose of them. At this he was over- 
come with rage, ground his teeth, and roared : “You who would 
rob the deserts of another, let me teach you how threat differs 
from deed 1” And before his uncles knew what he was about, he 
had plunged his sword first into one and then the other. 

Althaea, Meleager’s mother, was on her way to the temple of 
the gods to offer thanks for her son’s victory when the bodies of 
her brothers were carried by. She beat her breast in anguish, 
hastened back to the palace, changed her golden robes of rejoic- 
ing for the black of mourning, and filled the city with lament. 
But when she heard that the murderer was her own son Meleager, 
she dried her tears. Her sorrow changed to the lust to kill, and 
she suddenly remembered something she had long since forgotten. 

When Meleager had been but a few days old, the Fates had ap- 
peared at his mother’s bedside. “Your son will become a brave 
hero,” the first foretold. “Your son will be a great man,” 
prophesied the second. “Your son,” concluded the third, “will 
live until that brand on the hearth is consumed by fire.” Hardly 
had the Fates vanished when Althaea took the brand from the 
hearth, quenched it in water, and, full of solicitude for the life 
of her son, hid it in a secret chamber. 

Now, in her vengeful anger, she thought of the brand and 
hurried to the place where she had locked it away. She had kin- 
dling and wood brought, and when the flames leapt high, seized 
the brand she had taken from its hiding-place. But in her heart, 
the mother struggled with the sister. Her face grew pale and 
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then flushed. Four times she reached forward to place the brand 
in the fire, and four times she drew back her hand. In the end her 
sisterly love overcame her. 

‘^Tum your eyes upon me,” she said. ‘^Look at me, goddesses 
of vengeance, look at this offering to the Furies ! And you, spirits 
of my brothers, so recently fled from the body, know what I am 
doing for your sake ! Accept the hapless fruit of my own body 
as your burial gift — ah ! so dearly bought ! My heart is break- 
ing with motherlove, and soon I shall follow him whose life I am 
taking for your sake !” So she spoke and, turning away her gaze, 
threw the brand into the fire with shaking fingers. 

Meleager, in the meantime, had returned to the city, brooding 
with mingled emotions on his triumph, his love, and his crime. 
Suddenly he felt his innermost being bum with fever, and he 
threw himself on his couch in an agony of pain. He bore it like a 
hero but grieved to die an inglorious death far from the battle- 
field, and envied his comrades who had perished from the thrusts 
of the boar. Moaning he called for his brother, his sisters, his 
aged father, and his mother, who was still standing at the hearth, 
watching with stony gaze while the fire consumed the brand. Her 
son’s pains waxed with the flames, but when they waned and notli- 
ing was left but pale ash, his suffering grew less, and at the last 
spark he breathed his last, and the spirit left his body. His father, 
his sisters, and all Calydon mourned at his bier. But his mother 
was absent. They found her strangled in a noose, stretched at 
the very hearth which held the brittle cinders. 


TANTALUS 


T antaxus, son of Zeus, ruled over Sipylus in Lydia. He was 
very rich in worldly goods and famed for his wealth in both 
Asia and Greece. If ever the Olympian gods paid honor to a 
mortal, it was to him. Because of his divine origin, they cherished 
him as a friend, and at last he was even permitted to dine at the 
board of Zeus and hsten to the words which passed between the 
immortals. But his vain human spirit could not bear the exquisite 
burden of unearthly bliss, and he began to sin against the gods 
in a number of ways : he betrayed their secrets ; he filched nectar 
and ambrosia from their board and distributed it among his com- 
panions in the world below ; he hid the image of a dog, wrought of 
precious gold, which another had stolen from Zeus’ temple in 
Crete, and when the king of the gods demanded it back, he swore 
he had never seen it. Finally, in his matchless arrogance, he in- 
vited the gods to his palace as a return for their hospitality, and 
in order to test whether they really knew all things, he had his 
own son Pelops slain and prepared for their meal. Only Demeter 
ate of the gruesome dish — one shoulder-blade. The other gods 
recognized what had been put before them and threw the tom 
limbs of the boy into a cauldron, from which Clotho, one of the 
Fates, drew him forth in fresh beauty. But one shoulder was of 
ivory! 

With this, Tantalus had exceeded all bounds of iniquity, and 
the gods thmst him down to Hades, where he was punished with 
cruel torments. He had to stand in the middle of a lake whose 
waters came to his chin, yet he suffered burning thirst, for he 
could not reach the draught so close to his lips. Whenever he 
bent down to quench his thirst, the water receded, and at his feet 
lay the dark dry earth. At the same time he had to endure the 
pangs of hunger. Behind him, on the margin of the lake, grew 
beautiful fmit trees which arched their boughs over his head. 
Looking up, he saw juicy pears, red-cheeked apples, glowing 
pomegranates, plump figs, and green olives. But the moment he 
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reached to pluck them, a strong wind whipped the branches up 
into the clouds. His last and most terrible torment was the inces- 
sant fear of death. A great block of stone hung in the air over his 
head and constantly threatened to crush him. So impious Tan- 
talus, who scorned the gods, was destined to threefold, perpetual 
suffering in the underworld. 


PELOPS 


T antalus had done the gods great wrong; his son Pelops 
honored them devoutly. After his father had been thrust into 
Hades, a war with his neighbor, the king of Troy, drove Pelops 
from his own country of Lydia, and he journeyed to Greece. 
The chin of the youth was only just touched with the first dark 
down, but his heart had already chosen a wife. It was Hippo- 
damia, the daughter of king Oenomaus of Elis, and she was a 
prize not easily won. For an oracle had foretold that the king 
would die when his daughter married, and so he did all he could 
to keep her suitors at a disttmce. Throughout the land he issued 
a proclamation that he who would wed his daughter must first 
defeat her father in a chariot race. If, however, the king were 
victorious, the contestant was to forfeit his life. The race was to 
begin at Pisa and end at Poseidon’s altar on the isthmus of 
Corinth, and the start Oenomaus arranged as follows : he would 
first sacrifice a ram to Zeus, taking his time about it, while the 
suitor set off in his four-horse chariot. Only when the rites of 
offering were duly fulfilled would he begin the race and pursue 
the other, spear in hand, in the chariot guided by Myrtilus, his 
charioteer. If he caught up with him, he should have the right 
to pierce him to the heart. 

When the many youths who wooed Hippodamia for her beauty 
heard these conditions, they were of good courage, for they re- 
garded the king as a feeble old man who knew very well that he 
could not race with the young, and gave them so great a start 
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in order to explain his probable defeat by this act of g^ierosity. 
One after another came to Ebs and asked the king for his 
daughter. He received each in a most friendly manner, gave him 
a splendid four-horse chariot, and went to sacrifice a ram to 
Zeus without the slightest show of haste. Only then did he mount 
his light chariot, drawn by his two mares Phylla and Harpinna, 
who ran swifter than the north wind. And every time the 
charioteer caught up with the suitor long before the goal was 
reached, and the cruel king pierced him with his spear. In this 
fashion he had already slain more than twelve youths. 

On the way to his beloved, Pelops had landed on the peninsula 
which was one day to bear his name. He soon heard all that was 
happening in Elis. At nightfall he went to the shore and called 
upon his patron god, Poseidon, swinger of the mighty trident, 
and the waves parted and he surged up through the sea. “O 
Poseidon,” cried Pelops, “if the gifts of Aphrodite are welcome 
to you, turn the sharp spear of Oenomaus from me. Send me 
to Elis in the swiftest chariot, and lead me to victory. Already 
he has destroyed thirteen wooers, and he is still putting off mar- 
riage for his daughter. Great danger calls for a brave spirit. I am 
determined to try my luck. I must die someday, so why sit in 
gloom, awaiting inglorious old age, and share in no brilliant con- 
quests? I want to undertake this race. Give me the success I 
pray for!” 

And Pelops did not plead in vain. For again the waves surged 
and parted, and a chariot of shimmering gold with four winged 
horses swift as arrows rose from the depths. On this Pelops sped 
to Elis, guiding the sea-god’s horses at will and outrunning the 
wind.’ When Oenomaus saw him coming he quailed, for he recog- 
nized Poseidon’s chariot at a glance. But he did not refuse to 
race with the stranger on the usual conditions. After Pelops’ 
horses had rested from their journey along the isthmus, he 
started them off on the race track. He was close to the goal when 
the king, who had sacrificed the ram according to his custom, sud- 
denly caught up with him, brandishing his spear to deal the bold 
suitor the fatal blow. But Poseidon, the protector of Pelops, 
loosened the wheels of the king’s chariot while it was going at full 
speed, so that it crashed to earth. Oenomaus feU and was killed 
instantly. At that very moment, Pelops reached the goal. When 
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he looked back, he saw the king’s palace in flames. A flash of 
lightning had set it afire and destroyed it until only a single 
pillar was left standing. But Pelops sped toward the burning 
house in his winged chariot and fetched his bride out of the ruins. 



NIOBE 


N iobe, queen of Thebes, had much to be proud of. The Muses 
had given her husband Amphion a lyre whose strings 
breathed sounds of such persuasive sweetness that once at his 
playing the very stones had joined themselves to rear the palace 
of Thebes. Her father was Tantalus, the guest of the immortals. 
She herself ruled over a mighty realm and was famed for her 
noble spirit, for her beauty, and for her stateliness. But nothing 
made her heart beat higher than the thought of her fourteen 
children, seven sons and seven daughters. Niobe was known as 
the happiest of aU mothers, and this she would, indeed, have 
been, had she not vaunted her happiness too exultantly. As it 
was, her awareness of it proved her destruction. 

One day the seeress Manto, daughter of Tiresias, was moved 
to cry out in the streets, exhorting the women of Thebes to do 
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honor to Leto and her twin children Apollo and Artemis. She 
bade them wreathe their brows with laurel, make fervent prayer, 
and offer sacrifice. While the women of Thebes gathered to listen, 
Niobe suddenly appeared amid a throng of her followers. She 
wore a gown worked with golden thread. Radiant in her beauty, 
except where anger clouded her countenance, tossing her lovely 
head with its lustrous hair rippling down over her shoulders, she 
stood among the women who were preparing the sacrifice under 
the open sky. Her haughty glances swept over the assembly, and 
she said : 

‘^Are you mad that you honor the gods, who are no more than 
idle tales among you, while beings more favored by heaven actu- 
ally dwell in your midst ? You set up altars to Leto ! Why does not 
incense rise to my divine name? Is not my father Tantalus the 
only mortal who ever ate at the board of Zeus? My mother Dione 
is sister to the Pleiades, who shine as a brilliant constellation in 
the skies. One of my ancestors. Atlas, was so strong that he car- 
ried the broad heavens on his shoulders. My father’s father is 
Zeus himself. Even the peoples of Phrygia obey me. The city of 
Cadmus, the walls that rose to the playing of Amphion, are sub- 
ject to me and my husband. Every chamber in my palace is filled 
with marvellous treasures. Add to this that I have a face worthy 
of a goddess, and children such as no other mother can boast of : 
seven flower-like daughters and seven sturdy sons, and soon I 
shall have an equal number of sons- and daughters-in-law! But 
you have the boldness to prefer to me Leto, the unknown daughter 
of Titans, whom the wide earth once grudged even a little space 
wherein to bear children to Zeus, until the floating island of 
Delos took pity on her and granted her a temporary refuge! 
And there the poor creature bore her two children — ^a mere 
seventh part of my joy-bringing harvest. Who will deny that I 
am happy? Who will doubt that I shall remain so? The Fates 
would have much to do if they set about harming my possessions. 
Even if they took one or the other of my brood, how could their 
number ever sink to a mere two, such as Leto’s children ? So away 
with your offerings ! Snatch the wreaths from your heads ! Dis- 
perse and go home, and never again let me find you engaged in 
such foolishness.” 

The women were afraid. They tore the laurel from their brows, 
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left the sacrifice unfinished and crept home, honoring the of- 
fended goddess with silent prayers. 

On the peak of Mount Cynthus in Delos stood Leto with her 
twin children, gazing with divine eyes upon what was happening 
in far-o£f Thebes. “Behold, my children,” she said, “I, your 
mother, who am so proud to have borne you, I who give plaw:e to 
no goddess but Hera, must suffer the disdain of insolent mortals ! 
Unless you aid me, I shall be thrust away from my ancient holy 
altars. Yes, and Niobe is slandering you also by placing you 
second to her own brood.” She was complaining thus when 
Phoebus interrupted her. 

“Leave off lamenting, mother,” he said. “You are only delay- 
ing punishment.” And his sister seconded him. Both veiled them- 
selves in cloud and sped through the air to the city of Cadmus. 
Before its walls was a spacious field, not intended for sowing and 
reaping, but for races and practice with horses and chariots. 
There the seven sons of Amphion were engaged in gay sport. 
Ismenus, the eldest, was just driving his mount in a circle at a 
trot, reining him in with a sure hand close to the bit in his foam- 
flecked mouth, when he suddenly groaned, “Alas !” and the rein 
slipped from his powerless fingers. Struck to the heart by an 
arrow, he slowly sank to earth at the horse’s right flank. His 
brother Sipylus, who was nearest him, had heard a quiver rat- 
tling in the air and fled at full gallop, like a helmsman who 
catches the lightest wind in his sails to make the harbor before 
the storm. And yet an arrow whirring down from the sky pierced 
him in the nape of the neck, and its iron point jutted from his 
throat. Over the mane of his speeding horse he slid to the ground 
and spattered the earth with his blood. Two others, Tantalus, 
named after his grandfather, and Phaedimus were wrestling with 
each other, locked breast to breast. Once more the bowstring 
twanged, and an arrow stabbed both at once. They moaned, 
writhed on the earth, their limbs contorted with pain, their eyes 
dimmed, and they died in the dust at the selfsame moment. A fifth 
son, Alphenor, saw them fall. Beating his breast, he ran toward 
them and tried to warm the cold bodies of his brothers in his 
embrace, but while he was performing this oflice of love, Apollo 
launched a deadly dart at him, and when he drew it forth from 
his heart, his blood and breath flowed from him. Damasichthon, 
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the sixth, a charming youth with long locks, was struck in the 
hollow of the knee, and when he bent backward to pull out the 
missile, a second arrow entered his open mouth up to the feather- 
ing, and his blood spurted out like a fountain. Ilioneus, a mere 
boy, the last and youngest son, who had watched his brothers 
perish one after another, fell on his knees, spread wide his arms, 
and began to plead : gods, all ye gods, spare me !” Even the 

grim archer was moved to compassion, but it was too late. The 
arrow could not be recalled. The boy fell, but he died of a pain- 
less wound, for the point barely grazed his heart. 

Rumor of the disaster soon spread through the city. When 
Amphion heard the awful tidings, he pierced his own breast with 
his sword. Presently the loud laments of the servants and the 
people reached the women’s chambers. For a long time Niobe 
could not grasp her misfortune. She did not want to believe that 
the immortals had so much power, that they dared, that they had 
succeeded ! But soon she could no longer doubt the truth. Ah, 
how different was this Niobe from her who had just driven the 
people away from the altars of the mighty goddess and paced 
through the city, her head held high ! Then she had seemed envi- 
able to her dearest friends, but now she evoked the pity even of 
her foes. She rushed out to the field and threw herself on the cold 
bodies of her sons, kissing now this one, now that. Then she lifted 
her weary arms to the sky and cried : ‘^Gloat over my misery ! 
Sate your angry heart, cruel Leto ! The death of these seven will 
cast me into the grave ! Triumph over me, yours is the victory ! 

Now her seven daughters, already garbed in mourning and 
with loosened locks, came and stood beside their fallen brothers. 
At sight of them a gleam of malice flickered over Niobe’s pale 
face. She forgot herself, shot a mocking glance at the sky, and 
said: ‘Wictory.? No! Even in my wretchedness I have more than 
you in your triumph ! Though all these are dead, I am still the 
richer !” 

Hardly had the words left her lips, when through the air came 
a sound as of a sinew tightened on the bow. Everyone trembled, 
all but Niobe, whom disaster had dulled. Suddenly one of the 
sisters put her hand to her heart and drew out an arrow. She 
fainted, and as she fell turned her dying gaze upon the dead body 
of the brother lying nearest her. Another of the girls hastened 
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forever closed by an unseen dart. A third fell as she turned to 
flee, and still others faltered while they bowed over their dead 
sisters. Only the youngest was left. She fled to her mother, hid 
her face against her knees and clung to her, covering herself with 
the folds of her robe. 

‘‘Leave me this one !” Niobe cried out to heaven in pain. “Only 
this youngest of so many !” But even as she uttered her plea, the 
child loosened her hold on her, and now Niobe sat alone among 
the bodies of her sons and daughters. She grew rigid with sorrow. 
Not a hair on her head stirred in the wind. The color ebbed from 
her cheeks. Her eyes stared motionless in her ravaged face. The 
blood stopped running in her veins. Her pulse fluttered and died. 
Her neck, her arms, her feet were utterly still. Even her heart 
had turned to stone. She was lifeless save for the tears flowing 
unceasingly from her stark eyes. And now a tempest swept her 
through the air and across the sea to her old home in Lydia and 
set her down among the clilfs of Sipylus. Here, on the peak of the 
mountain, she still stands, a block of marble, which even now is 
washed with her tears. 


SALMONEUS 


S A1.MOKEUS, ruler over Elis, was a wealthy and unjust prince 
with an arrogant heart. He had founded a beautiful city and 
called it Salmonea, and he grew so overbearing in his pride that 
he conunanded his subjects to give him the honors and offerings 
due to a god. He wanted to be taken for Zeus himself, and he 
• traversed his country and other parts of Greece in a chariot 
. meant to resemble that of the Thunderer. To accomplish this, he 
tried to imitate lightning with torches launched through the air, 
. and thunder with the hoofbeats of champing horses which he 
' drove over a brazen bridge. He even had people killed and then 
pretended that his lightning had struck them down. From the 
heights of Olympus Zeus noted his folly. He reached into the 
thick of the clouds, drew forth a real thunderbolt, and hurled 
■ it at this mortal, raging in madness and insolence below. The 
bolt shattered the king and destroyed the city he had built with 
all those who dwelt in it. 
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THE INFANT HEBACLES 

H ERACirES was the son of Zeus andAlcmene, the grand- 
daughter of Perseus. His stepfather, Amphitryon, was also 
a grandson of Perseus. He was king of Tiryns, but had left that 
city to take up his dwelling in Thebes. Hera, the wife of Zeus, 
hated her rival Alcmene and begrudged her the son for whom 
Zeus himself had predicted a glorious future. And so when 
Alcmene had borne Heracles, she did not think that he would be 
safe in the palace, and fearing the jealousy of the mother of the 
gods, exposed him in a field, which even in later times was still 
called the Field of Heracles. Here the child would surely have 
perished, had not curious chance brought Athene and Hera, his 
enemy, along the very path where he lay. Athene looked at the 
beautifully formed child with wonder, had pity on him, and in- 
duced her companion to nurse him at her divine breast. There he 
sucked far more lustily than his tender age warranted, and he 
hurt Hera, who put the boy ungently back on the ground. But 
Athene lifted him up, carried him to the nearby city, brought him 
to Queen Alcmene as a poor foundling, and asked her to rear him. 
Thus while his real mother, for fear of Hera, had suppressed her 
love and had been willing to let the child perish, his stepmother, 
filled with hatred for him, had unwittingly saved her rival’s child 
from death. And she had done even more for him ! Heracles had 
sucked at her breast only an instant, but those few drops of the 
goddess’ milk had made him immortal. 

Alcmene had recognized the child at first glance, and joyfully 
she laid him in the cradle. But Hera too became aware who the 
child was that had lain at her breast and how carelessly she had 
let the moment for revenge slip by. Immediately she sfent two 
horrible serpents, which crawled through the open doors of 
Alcmene’s bedchamber and, before the sleeping mother and her 
handmaids knew what was happening, writhed into the cradle 
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and wound their coils around the boy’s throat. He woke scream- 
ing and lifted his head. The unaccustomed necklace was irksome 
to him. It was then he first proved his superhuman powers. With 
each hand he seized a serpent by the neck and strangled them 
both with a single clenching of his fists. His nurses had only just 
seen the serpents, but they were too frightened to go to the child’s 
aid. Alcmene had wakened at his scream. She leaped from her 
bed and ran toward him, calling for help, but found the serpents 
already dead in the boy’s hands. Startled by her cries, the lords 
of Thebes armed themselves and hastened to the bedchamber, and 
King Amphitryon, who loved his stepson and regarded him as a 
gift from Zeus, came brandishing his naked sword. When he saw 
and heard what had happened, he shuddered with terror and 
delight at the miraculous strength of his newborn son. This deed 
seemed to him a portent, and so he summoned Tiresias, whom 
Zeus had lent the gift of prophecy. The seer forecast the boy’s 
future to the king and queen and all those present : how he would 
slay many monsters on earth and in the sea ; how he would strive 
with giants and defeat them ; and how, when his toils in the world 
were over, he would share in the everlasting life of the gods and 
be given Hebe, the goddess of eternal youth, in marriage. 


THE EEARING OF HEEACLES 

When Amphitryon heard of the noble destiny in store for the 
boy, he resolved to give him an education worthy of a hero and 
called upon great men from many lands to teach young Heracles 
all he should know. Amphitryon himself instructed him in the art 
of driving the chariot ; Eurytus showed him how to bend the bow 
and aim his arrows. Harpalycus trained him in wrestling and 
boxing ; Castor, one of the twin sons of Zeus, in fighting, fully 
armed, in field formation. And Linus, the aged son of Apollo, 
taught him to sing and pluck the strings of the lyre with sure- 
ness and grace. Heracles was an apt pupil, but he could not en- 
dure harshness, and old Linus was a fault-finding teacher. Once, 
when he struck the boy — ^unjustly it seemed to him — ^Heracles 
snatched up his instrument, flung it at his teacher’s head, and 
killed him on the instant, an act which filled him with remorse. He 
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was summoned to court for murder. But the just and famous 
judge Rhadamanthys acquitted him and made a new law to the 
effect that if death occurred as a result of self-defense, blood- 
vengeance should not be sought. 

But now Amphitryon feared that this over-strong son of his 
might become guilty of other similar offenses, and so he sent him 
to the country to tend his cattle. Here Heracles grew up, sur- 
passing all men in strength and size. This offspring of Zeus was 
marvellous to behold. He was four ells tall, and fire flashed from 
his eyes. He never missed the mark, whether he shot with arrows 
or threw the javelin. At eighteen he was the handsomest and 
strongest man in Greece, and now the time had come when it 
was to be seen whether he would use his gifts for good or for evil. 



HERACLES AT THE CROSSROADS 

Heracles left the shepherds and their beasts and went to a soli- 
tary region to consider what his course in life should be. Once, 
as he sat pondering, he saw two women of tall stature coming 
toward him. One was beautiful and noble, with modest mien, and 
her robe fell about her in folds of stainless white. The other was 
full-bosomed and seductive, and the whiteness of her skin was 
stressed by powder and tinctures. She carried herself so arro- 
gantly that she seemed taller than she was, and her gown re- 


HERACLES 169 

vealed as much of her charms as possible. Now she complacently 
regarded her own person with bright, vacant eyes, then again she 
looked around to see if others were watching her, and often she 
gazed admiringly at her own shadow. As they approached, the 
first did not quicken her step, but the other crowded past her and 
ran toward the youth, whom she at once addressed. 

‘^Heracles, I see that you are undecided what course to take 
in life. If you choose me for your friend, I shall guide you along 
a path most smooth and easy. There is no pleasure you will not 
taste, no discomfort you shall not avoid ! You will not be con- 
cerned with war or other hardship. You shall think of nothing 
but the enjoyment of exquisite foods and wines, of indulging 
your eyes, your ears, and your whole body with pleasant sensa- 
tions, of sleeping on a soft couch — and all these joys will be 
yours without labor or effort. Should you ever run short of the 
means for leading this manner of life, do not fear I might urge 
you to bodily or mental toil. Quite the contrary ! You will reap the 
fruits of another’s labors and refuse nothing that could bring 
you profit. For I accord my friends the right to use everyone and 
everything to their own advantage.” 

When Heracles heard these seductive promises, he asked in 
astonishment: ^‘What is your name.?^” Whereupon she replied: 
^^My friends call me Happiness, but my foes, to humiliate me, 
have given me the name of Idle Pleasure.” 

In the meantime the other woman had approached. ‘T too 
have come to you,” she said. know your parents, your gifts, 
and your upbringing. All this leads me to hope that, if you choose 
the path I show you, you will become a master in all that is good 
and great. But I have no slothful joys to bribe you with. I shall 
tell you the will of the gods for those on earth. Know then that 
the immortals grant nothing to men without effort and toil. If 
you would have the gods look upon you kindly, you must honor 
them. If you would have your friends love you, you must aid 
them. If you would be held in esteem by a city, you must render 
it services. Would you have all Greece admire you for your virtue, 
you must become the benefactor of all Greece. If you would 
harvest, you must sow, if you would wage war and win, you must 
learn the art of warfare. If you would have control of your body, 
you must work and sweat to harden it.” 
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Here Pleasure interrupted her. ‘‘Now you see, dear Heracles,’’ 
she said, “what a long and hard way to satisfaction this woman 
proposes, while I will guide you to happiness by the shortest and 
easiest of paths.” 

“Miserable creature !” said Virtue to her. “You have nothing 
that is really good. How could you? You do not know true pleas- 
ures, for you are sated before you even approach them. You eat 
before you are hungry and drink before you thirst. To prick 
your desire for food, you seek out resourceful cooks ; to sharpen 
your urge to drink, you purchase costly wines. In summer your 
whim is for snow. No bed is soft enough for you. You let your 
friends spend the night in carousing and the day in sleep. That 
is why in youth they go adorned on nimble carefree feet, but drag 
themselves through a sordid and painful old age, ashamed of 
what they have done and faltering under the load of what they 
have still to do. And you yourself, though you are immortal, 
are an outcast among gods and an object of derision among good 
men. You have never heard what sounds sweetest to the ear : true 
praise ! You have never seen what gladdens the eyes more than all 
else: good works of your own! I, however, am welcome among 
the gods and all virtuous men. Artists hail me as their helper, 
fathers as a faithful watch, servingmen as kindly aid. I am an 
honest sharer in the pursuits of peace, a faithful ally in war, and 
a loyal companion in friendship. Food and drink and sleep have 
more savor for my friends than for idlers. The young are glad 
when the old commend them, the old when they are honored by 
the young. To recall what they have done is sweet, and they re- 
joice in what they are doing. Because of me, the gods cherish 
them, their friends love them, and their country respects them. 
And when the end has come, they do not fade into oblivion ; their 
glory lives after them in the world, in the memory of times to 
come. Resolve, O Heracles, to choose this life, and yours will be 
a blessed lot.” 

THE FIEST ADVENTUHES OF HERACLES 

The apparitions vanished, and Heracles was alone. He deter- 
mined to walk in the path of Virtue, and soon found an oppor- 
tunity to do a good deed. At that time Greece was still covered 
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with forests and swamps inhabited by savage lions, raging boars, 
and other dangerous beasts. To clear the country of these 
monsters and to free it from the robbers who lay in wait for the 
traveller in lonely places was one of the great goals of the heroes 
of old. Heracles was destined to continue this work. 

When he returned to his people, he learned that a fierce lion 
had his lair on Mount Cithaeron, at whose foot the herds of King 
Amphitryon were pastured. The young hero — Virtue’s words 
still ringing in his ears — ^made a quick decision. He armed him- 
self, scaled the wild wooded mountain, overcame the lion, flung 
the skin over his shoulder, and set the gaping jaws on his head 
as a helmet. 

As he was returning from this quest, he met the herald of 
Erginus, king of the Minyans, who had come for the shameful 
and unjust yearly tribute exacted from the Thebans. Heracles, 
who now regarded himself as the champion of all the oppressed, 
made short work of the messengers, who were already guilty of 
many abuses, and sent them back to their king mutilated and 
with ropes around their necks. Erginus demanded that the culprit 
be delivered up to him, and Creon, king of Thebes, was inclined 
j to obey for fear of his great power. But Heracles persuaded a 
number of brave youths to go against the enemy with him. In 
no dwelling, however, were arms to be found, for the Minyans had 
removed all weapons, lest the Thebans revolt. Then Athene sum- 
moned Heracles to her temple and fitted him out with armor of 
her own, while the youths took from the temples the weapons their 
fathers had won in conquest and dedicated to the gods. Thus 
equipped, the hero and his little group of men marched toward 
the Minyans until they reached a narrow pass, where the vast 
army of the foe was of no avail. Erginus himself fell in the fight, 
and his entire host was beaten and dispersed. But in the fray, 
valiant Amphitryon, the stepfather of Heracles, died of a fatal 
wound. After the battle was over, Heracles swiftly advanced 
toward Orchomenus, the capital of the Minyans, forced his way 
through the gates, burned the king’s palace, and destroyed the 
city. 

All Greece admired his extraordinary courage, and Creon, 
king of Thebes, rewarded him by giving him his daughter Megara 
to wife, who later bore him three sons. His mother Alcmene 
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married again, taking for her second husband the judge Rha- 
damanthys. Even the immortals showered gifts upon the vic- 
torious demigod: Hermes gave him a sword, ApoUo arrows, 
Hephaestus a golden quiver, and Athene a brazen cuirass. 



HEEACLES EIGHTS THE GIANTS 

The hero soon had an opportunity to make the gods generous 
return for the precious gifts they had given him. The giants, 
creatures with frightful faces, long hair and beards, and scaly 
dragon tails instead of feet, were monsters whom Gaea, the Earth, 
had borne Uranus, the sky-god. Now their mother stirred them 
up against Zeus, the new ruler of the world, because he had ban- 
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ished her elder sons, the Titans, to Tartarus. And so they rushed 
forth from Erebus, the underworld, to the broad fields of Phlegra, 
in Thessaly. The very stars paled at sight of them, and Phoebus 
Apollo turned his sun-chariot in the other direction. 

‘‘Go and avenge me and the children of the older gods,” said 
Mother Earth. “An eagle is tearing at Prometheus, a vulture at 
Tityus; Atlas is sentenced to carry the sky, and the Titans 
languish in chains. Avenge them! Come to their rescue! Use my 
own limbs, the mountains, for rungs and weapons! Ascend to 
those starry halls ! You, Typhoeus, snatch scepter and thunder- 
bolt from the hands of Zeus. Enceladus, you shall conquer the 
sea and drive Poseidon from his stronghold. Rhoetus shall tear 
the reins from the hands of the sun-god, and Porphyrion take 
over the oracle of Delphi.” 

At her words the giants burst into deafening applause, as 
though they had already won the victory and were leading Posei- 
don or Ares in the triumphal procession, or dragging Apollo 
away by his beautiful locks. One spoke as though Aphrodite were 
even now his wife, another planned to woo Artemis, a third 
Athene. Confident and rejoicing they went toward the mountains 
of Thessaly, from whence they intended to storm Olympus. 

In the meantime. Iris, the messenger of the gods, called to- 
gether all those in high heaven and those who dwell in rivers and 
springs. She even summoned the Fates from the underworld. 
Persephone left her realm of shadowy shapes, and her husband, 
the king of the silent dead, yoked his steeds that shun the light 
and drove them up to shining Olympus. As in a besieged city 
whose dwellers stream from all sides to defend the citadel, so 
the throng of immortals assembled at their father’s hearth. 

“You, who have come together here,” so Zeus addressed them, 
“see how Gaea is conspiring against us with that new brood of 
hers. On with you, and see to it that for every one of her sons she 
sends against us, you send her back a dead body .” 

When the father of the gods had ended, a great clap of thunder 
rang out from the sky, and Gaea answered with a mighty earth- 
quake from below. Nature lapsed into chaos, and all things were 
as confused as when they were first created. For the giants tore 
one mountain after another out by the roots. They piled Ossa 
and Pelion, Oeta and Athos one on top of the other, plucked out 
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Rhodope with half the source of the Hebrus, and when they had 

climbed this ponderous ladder to the very seat of the gods, they 

set out to storm Olympus with huge boulders and whole oaks for 

fire-brands. 

An oracle had told the gods that they would not slay a single 
giant unless a mortal fought on their side. Gaea knew this, and 
so she cast about for a way to make h^r sons invulnerable to 
mortal men. And there was an herb which could have accom- 
plished this, but Zeus stole a march on her. He forbade the dawn, 
the moon, and the sun to shine, and while Gaea groped about in 
darkness, he himself quickly cut the herbs and had Athene sum- 
mon his son Heracles to take part in the fight. 

On Olympus, the gods were already in the midst of the 
struggle. Ares had guided his war-chariot with its snorting steeds 
into the very thick of the onrushing foe. His golden shield burned 
brighter than flame, and the crest on his helmet streamed in the 
wind. He slew the giant Pelorus, whose feet were live serpents, 
and drove his wheels over the writhing limbs of his fallen adver- 
sary. But not until he beheld mortal Heracles, who had just 
mounted the last step to Olympus, did the monster yield up his 
three souls. Heracles glanced about the field and selected a mark 
for his bow. His arrow felled Alcyoneus, who plunged down from 
that great height but rose wath fresh vigor the moment he touched 
the ground. At Athene’s advice, Heracles too descended and 
lifted the giant from the earth which had borne him. The instant 
he was suspended in an alien element he breathed his last. 

Now the giant Porphyrion took a threatening step toward 
Heracles and Hera at once, in order to fight them one by one. 
But swiftly Zeus roused his desire to look upon the divine face of 
the goddess, and while he was still tugging at the veil with which 
she had covered herself, the father of the gods stnick him with 
a thunderbolt, and Heracles finished the work with one of his 
arrows. Soon after this, the giant Ephialtes stepped out from 
the ranks of his brothers and looked ahead with enormous flash- 
ing eyes. 

“What glittering goals for our arrows!” said Heracles to 
Phoebus ApoUo, who was fighting at his side, tmd shot the right 
eye from the giant’s head, while the sun-god struck the left. Dio- 
nysus felled Eurytus with his thyrsus. A hailstorm of glowing 
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iron from the hand of Hephaestus threw Clytius to the ground. 
Pallas Athene hurled the island of Sicily upon feeing Enceladus. 
The giant Polybotes, whom Poseidon pursued across the sea, 
fled to Cos, but the sea-god tore off a piece of the island and 
covered him with it. Hermes, who wore Pluto’s helmet on his 
head, slew Hippolytus, and the Fates destroyed two others with 
their brazen clubs. The rest Zeus mowed down with lightning or 
Heracles shot with his arrows. 

For these deeds, the immortals held the demigod in high favor. 
Those among the gods who had helped in the fight Zeus called 
Olympians, a term meant to distinguish the brave from the 
cowards. Two of his sons bom of mortal women were also con- 
sidered worthy to bear this name of honor: Dionysus and 
Heracles. 


HERACLES AND EtJRYSTHEUS 

Before Heracles was born, Zeus had once declared in the council 
of the gods that the first grandson of Perseus should mle over 
all of Perseus’ other descendants. This distinction he intended 
for his and Alcmene’s son. But Hera, who begrudged the son of 
her rival this honor, had recourse to trickery and saw to it that 
Eurystheus, who was likewise a grandson of Perseus, was bom 
sooner, although he was supposed to come into the world after 
Heracles. This made Eurystheus king of Mycenae in the land of 
the Argives, and the later-bom Heracles his subject. With grow- 
ing concern the ruler watched his young kinsman’s rise to fame 
and summoned him, as a king summons his subject, to impose 
various labors upon him. Since Heracles would not obey, Zeus 
himself, who did not wish to oppose his own decree, commanded 
his son to serve the king of the Argives. And still the demigod 
was reluctant to become the servant of a mortal. He went to 
Delphi to consult the oracle, which gave answer that the gods 
would make amends for the supremacy Eurystheus had got 
through Hera’s wiles : that Heracles would, indeed, have to per- 
form twelve labors the king imposed upon him, but that there- 
after he would become immortal. 

This reply weighed on Heracles. To serve one beneath him- 
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self offended his pride and wounded his dignity, but he felt that 
it was unwise and not even possible to disobey Zeus, his father. 
Hera, who still hated Heracles in spite of the aid he had given the 
gods, took advantage of this moment and changed his sullen- 
ness to savage frenzy. He became so utterly mad that he tried to 
murder his cherished nephew lolaus, and when the boy managed 
to escape, shot the children Megara had borne him, imagining 
that he was aiming his arrows at the giants. It was a long time 
before his madness left him. But when he realized his terrible mis- 
take, he was bowed down with grief, locked himself into his house, 
and refused to have anything to do with his fellow men. When 
time at last lessened his sorrow, he resolved to accept the labors 
of Eurystheus, and went to him at Tiryns, which was part of 
his kingdom. 


THE FIRST THREE LABORS OF HERACLES 

The first labor the king imposed on him was that Heracles should 
bring him the skin of the Nemean lion, who lived on the Pelopon- 
nesus, in the region of Argolis, in the forests between Cleonae 
and Nemea. This lion could not be harmed by the weapons of men. 
Some said he was the son of the giant Typhon and the serpent 
Echidna, others that he had dropped down to earth from the 
moon. Against this lion Heracles now set out, his quiver on his 
back, his bow in one hand, in the other a club made of the trunk 
of a wild olive tree he had found on Helicon and tom out by the 
roots. When he entered the woods of Nemea, Heracles looked 
sharply on all sides to discover the beast before it caught sight of 
him. It was noon, and nowhere could he find a trace of the lion 
nor ask the path leading to his lair, for he met no one, either with 
the herds in the fields or felling trees in the forest. All had fled 
to their houses, far from the haunts of the lion, and locked them- 
selves in for fear. 

Throughout the afternoon Heracles roved through the thick- 
ets, determined to prove his strength the instant he saw the lion. 
But it was evening before the beast came loping down a wood- 
land trail, returning from the hunt to rest in a ravine. He had 
sated himself with flesh. His head, his mane, and his breast 
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dripped with blood, and with his tongue he licked up the drops 
oozing from his jaws. Heracles, who saw him from afar, took 
refuge behind a wall of dense bushes, waited until he approached, 
and aimed an arrow at his flank between the ribs and the haunch. 
His dart did not pierce the flesh but rebounded, as though from 
a stone, and fell on the moss-covered ground. The animal raised 
his bloodstained head, turned his eyes questioningly in all direc- 
tions, and bared his terrible teeth. And now he was facing toward 
the demigod, who launched a second arrow at his breast, at the 
very seat of his life breath. This time too the missile did not even 
prick the skin, but glanced off and fell at the lion’s feet. Heracles 
was just about to fit a third shaft to his string when the monster 
saw him. He drew his long tail forward to the hollows of his legs. 
His neck swelled with rage. His mane bristled, a roar rumbled in 
his throat, and his back arched like a bow. Intent on the kill he 
sprang at his enemy. Heracles let the arrows drop from his hand, 
cast off his lion’s skin, and with his right hand swung his club 
over the head of the beast and struck his neck so that he crashed 
to earth, his leap arrested in mid-air, and then rose on unsteady 
feet, his head rolling from the shock. Before he could catch his 
breath, Heracles rushed at him. But this time he flung aside his 
bow and his quiver to have his hands free, approached the lion 
from behind, wound his arms around his neck, and choked him 
to death, so that his hideous soul sped back to Hades. For a long 
time Heracles tried to skin his victim, but the hide resisted both 
iron and stone. Finally he hit on a method of skinning the beast 
with its own claws, and this proved successful. Later he made 
himself a cuirass out of the magnificent skin and used the jaws 
for a new helmet. But for the time being, he gathered up the 
hide and the arms with which he had come, slung the skin of the 
Nemean lion over his shoulder, and started back to Tiryns. 
When King Eurystheus saw him coming with the hide of the 
dreadful beast, he was so terrified at the divine strength of 
Heracles that he crawled into a brazen cauldron. From this 
time on he refused to see Heracles and had Copreus, a son of 
Pelops, communicate his commands to the demigod beyond the 
walls of the city. 

The second labor of Heracles was to slay the Hydra, who was 
also a child of Typhon and Echidna. She had grown up in Ar- 
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golis, in the swamps of Lerna, and it was her custom to crawl 
ashore to tear the cattle limb from limb and lay waste the fields. 
She was not only fierce, but vast in size, a water snake with nine 
heads, eight of which were mortal, while the ninth, the middle 
one, was deathless. For this venture, too, Heracles prepared 
with high courage. He mounted a chariot, took with him as 
charioteer lolaus, his inseparable companion, the son of his half 
brother Iphicles, and flew over the ground to Lema until they 
caught sight of the Hydra on a hill near the springs of Amymone. 
Here lolaus stopped the horses. Heracles leaped from the chariot 
and with arrows routed the snake from her hiding-place. Hissing 
she lashed out and reared her nine heads, which swayed like the 
boughs of a tree in a storm. Heracles went up to her unafraid, 
seized her in his mighty grip, and held her fast. But she twined 
herself around one of his feet, without attempting to battle, 
him more directly. Now he began to smash her heads with his 
club, but this was of no avail, for whenever he crushed one head, 
two new ones grew out in its stead. Besides, the Hydra had an 
ally, a giant crab, which hurt Heracles by clawing at his feet. 
He killed it with his club and then called to lolaus for help. The 
boy was holding a torch in readiness. He set part of the nearby 
wood afire, and with the brands seared the new heads the instant 
they budded forth, so that they were thus prevented from at- 
taining their full size. This freed the hero of these constant fresh 
menaces, and now he cut off the Hydra’s deathless head, buried 
it by the wayside, and rolled a heavy stone upon the grave. He 
split the trunk of the snake in two and dipped his arrows in her 
blood, which was full of venom. Ever thereafter he dealt wounds 
which would not heal. 

The third labor imposed on him by Eurystheus was to take 
alive the hind of Mount Cerynea. This was a beautiful creature 
with golden horns and brazen hooves, who dwelt on one of the 
hills of Arcadia. She was one of the five hinds through which 
Artemis had first proved her skill in hunting, and the only one 
she had allowed to run free in the woods again, since Fate had 
decreed that one day Heracles should weary in the chase of her. 
For a whole year he pursued her, and in his wanderings came 
to the Hyperborei and to the source of the Ister. At last he 
caught up with the hind on the bank of the river Ladon, not far 
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from the city of Oenoe, near the mountain of Artemis. But the 
only way he could capture the animal was to lame her with a 
shaft and carry her through Arcadia on his shoulders. Here he 
met the goddess Artemis with Apollo, her brother. She upbraided 
him for planning to kill a creature sacred to her and even pre- 
pared to rob him of his quarry. 

“Great goddess,” said Heracles to justify himself to her, “it 
was not idle sport which prompted me to do this, but sheer neces- 
sity. For how else could I fulfill the wish of Eurystheus?” These 
words calmed her anger, and he brought the hind alive to 
Mycenae. 


THE FOURTH, FIFTH, AND SIXTH LABORS OF HERACLES 

Almost immediately he undertook his fourth quest. It consisted 
of delivering unharmed to the king a creature also sacred to 
Artemis, the Erymanthian Boar, who laid waste the region of 
the Erymanthus Mountains. On his journey to those mountains, 
he stopped with Pholus, the son of Silenus. He, like all centaurs 
half man and half horse, received his guest hospitably and set 
before him roast meat, while he ate his own share of it raw. But 
when Heracles asked for a good draught to accompany this 
tasty fare, Pholus said: “Dear guest, there is, indeed, a jar in 
my cellar, but it belongs to all of my people in common, and I 
hesitate to have it opened, since I know how little regard centaurs 
have for strangers.” 

“Open it without misgivings,” Heracles answered. “I promise 
to defend you against any attack. I am thirsty.” 

Now Dionysus, the god of wine, had himself given this jar to 
a centaur and ordered him not to open it until, after four gen- 
erations had passed, Heracles should visit this region. Pholus 
then went into the cellar, but hardly had he opened the jar when 
the centaurs caught the fragrance of that strong old wine. They 
gathered and thronged around the cave of Pholus, armed with 
boulders and trunks of pine. The first who dared enter Heracles 
thrust back with firebrands. The rest he pursued with arrows 
even to the promontory of Malea, where his old friend Chiron 
lived. Chiron’s brother centaurs took refuge with him. Heracles 



aimed his bow at them and launched a shaft which grazed the 
arm of one of his foes, but unluckily it sped on and into Chiron’s 
knee, where it stuck fast. Only now did Heracles recognize one 
who had befriended him in his childhood. He ran to him in grave 
concern, drew out the arrow, and applied those remedies which 
Chiron, well versed in the art of medicine, had once given him. 
But the wound was drenched with the Hydra’s venom and could 
not be healed. So the centaur had them carry him to his cave 
where he wanted to die in the arms of his friend. Alas ! how vain 
a wish! Poor Chiron had forgotten that he was immortal and 
that his agony would last forever. Heracles bade him farewell 
with many tears and promised to send Death, the liberator, to 
him, no matter at what cost. From the story of Prometheus we 
know that he kept his word. When Heracles returned to Pholus, 
he found his gentle host dead in his cave. He had drawn an arrow 
from the body of one of his brothers, and as he weighed it in his 
hand, marvelling that so small a thing could fell such mighty 
creatures, the poisoned dart had slipped from him, grazed his 
foot, and killed him on the instant. Sorrowfully Heracles gave 
him an honorable burial. He laid him under the mountain which 
from that time on was called Pholoe. 

Then the hero continued on his way to the boar. With ringing 
shouts he drove him out of the thick underbrush, followed him 
up the snowy slopes, caught the weary animal with a noose, and 
brought it to Mycenae alive, as he had been bidden. 
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After this King Eurystheus sent him off to his fifth labor, 
which was, indeed, unworthy of a hero. He was to clean the stables 
of Augeas in a single day. Augeas was king of Elis and had 
countless herds of cattle. According to the custom of the ancients, 
he kept his beasts in a great enclosure in front of the palace. 
Three thousand cattle had been living there for a long time, 
and so, in the course of years, great piles of dung had accumu- 
lated. These Heracles was to clean out in a single day, a task 
which was humiliating for one thing, and almost impossible for 
another. 

When the demigod stood in the presence of Augeas and offered 
to perform this service, without however mentioning that it was 
at the command of Eurystheus, the king measured this stalwart 
youth in his lion’s skin and could hardly suppress laughter at 
the thought that so noble a warrior could wish to do the task 
of a common servant. But he said to himself that the love of gain 
had already tempted many a brave man and that perhaps this 
one wanted to enrich himself at the king’s expense ; that, more- 
over, it would not hurt to promise him a substantial reward for 
cleaning the stables in a day, since there was no doubt whatsoever 
that he could not accomplish this feat. Therefore he said con- 
fidently : 

“Stranger, if you can, indeed, clear out all this dung in a day, 
I shall give you a tenth of all my cattle.” 

Heracles accepted the conditions, and the king thought he 
would at once begin to ply the shovel. But after the hero had 
called Phyleus, the son of Augeas, to witness the agreement, he 
trenched the ground of the cattle yard on one side, and let the 
streams Alpheus and Peneus, which flowed close by, run in 
through a canal and out through another opening, bearing away 
with them the entire mass of filth. In this way he carried out a dis- 
graceful order without degrading himself to a service which would 
have been unworthy of an immortal. When Augeas learned that 
Heracles had done this thing at the command of Eurystheus, 
he not only refused to pay the reward but denied ever having 
promised it. However, he agreed to let a court decide the matter. 
When the iudges were assembled, Phyleus appeared at Heracles’ 
demand, bore witness against his own father, and declared that 
it was true he had promised Heracles a reward. Augeas did not 
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wait to hear judgment. In high dudgeon he bade both the 
stranger and his son leave his kingdom on the instant. 

After other adventures, Heracles returned to Eurystheus, 
who declared that the labor he had just performed did not count, 
because he had asked for payment. The king at once sent him 
forth on a sixth quest: to drive away the Stymphalian birds. 
These were birds of prey as large as cranes and armed with iron 
wings, beaks, and claws. They nested around Lake Stymphalus 
in Arcadia, and had the power of launching their feathers like 
shafts and piercing even a brazen cuirass with their beaks. 
Throughout that region they had destroyed countless men and 
beasts. It was they that had troubled the heroes on the Argo. 
After a short journey, Heracles reached the lake, which lay in 
the shadow of tall trees. A large flock of the birds had just fled 
to these woods for fear of becoming the prey of wolves. Heracles 
stood there helplessly, wondering how he could master a foe 
which appeared in such vast numbers, when suddenly he felt a 
light tap on his shoulder, and turning, saw the majestic form 
of Pallas Athene. She gave him two enormous rattles of bronze 
which Hephaestus had made for her, instructed him to use them 
Against the St3mriphalian birds, and vanished from his sight. 
Heracles climbed a hill near the lake and frightened the birds 
by shaking the giant rattles. Not for long could they endure the 
strident noise. Stricken with terror they flew out from the shelter 
of the trees, and Heracles gripped his bow and shot one after 
Another in flight. The rest left that region, never to return. 


THE SEVENTH, EIGHTH, AND NINTH LABORS OF HERACLES 

Minos of Crete had promised Poseidon to sacrifice to him what- 
ever first emerged from the depths of the sea, for the king had 
claimed that no creature in his possession was worthy to offer 
so great a deity. The god caused a beautiful bull to rise up 
through the waters. But the king was so enchanted by the splen- 
dlid animal that he secretly mingled it with his herds and sub- 
stituted another bull for the offering. This angered the sea-god, 
and as a penalty he afflicted the beast with madness, so that he 
wrought confusion and destruction on the island of Crete. Hera- 
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des’ seventh labor was to tame him and bring him to Eurystheus. 

He travelled to Crete, and when he told Minos of his purpose 
the king was greatly pleased at the prospect of ridding his 
country of so dangerous a creature, and he even helped Heracles 
catch him. The demigod then tamed the raging bull so well that 
he was able to ride him to the shore, whence he was to depart for 
the Peloponnesus, and his gait was as easy as a ship sailing a 
smooth sea. 

Eurystheus was satisfied with this achievement, but after 
he had looked over the captured animal with delight, set it 
free again. The moment the bull no longer felt the restraining 
hand of Heracles, his madness returned. He roamed through 
all of Laconia and Arcadia, crossed the isthmus to Marathon 
in Attica, and here laid waste the region, just as he had once 
ravaged Crete. It was not until much later that Theseus suc- 
ceeded in mastering him. 

Heracles’ eighth labor was to bring to Mycenae the mares of 
Diomedes of Thrace. Diomedes was the son of Ares and king 
of the warlike people of the Bistones. His mares were so strong 
and so savage that they had to be shackled to their brazen troughs 
with chains of iron. And they did not feed on oats ! Any strangers 
who were so unfortunate as to seek out the city of Diomedes were 
cast into their mangers, that the mares might eat their flesh. 
When Heracles came, his first act was to capture the cruel king, 
overpower the guards in the stables, and serve Diomedes up to 
his own mares. After this meal the creatures grew gentle, and he 
drove them down to the shore of the sea. But the Bistones armed 
and pursued him, so that he had to turn back and fight them. 
He put the mares in charge of his dearest friend and constant 
companion, Abderus, the son of Hermes, but with Heracles gone, 
they were again seized with the lust for human flesh, and when 
he returned, after putting the Bistones to flight, he found that 
they had tom Abderus limb from limb. Heracles mourned his 
death deeply and in his honor founded the city of Abdera. Then 
he again tamed the mares and brought them safely to Eurys- 
theus, who dedicated the horses to Hera. They bore young, and 
their race multiplied through the years. It is even said that Alex- 
ander of Macedon rode one of their descendants. When Heracles 
had accomplished this labor, he joined Jason and the Argonauts 



in their quest for the golden fleece. But the tale of this expedi- 
tion to Colchis has already been told. 

After long wanderings, the hero set out against the Amazons, 
in order to achieve his ninth labor: to bring the girdle of Hippo- 
lyte, their queen, to Eurystheus. The Amazons lived in the region 
around the river Thermodon in Pontus. They were a nation of 
women who plied the trades of men and reared only those of their 
children who were girls. Often they marched to wars with afl 
their forces. In token of her majesty, their queen Hippolyte 
wore the girdle Ares himself had given her. 

Heracles asked for volunteers to aid him in this quest and 
assembled them on a ship. After many adventures he entered 
the Black Sea, came to the mouth of the Thermodon, and rowed 
into the harbor of Themiscyra, the city of the Amazons. Hippo- 
lyte met the strangers and was struck by the strength and beauty 
of the demigod. When she learned the cause of his coming, she 
promised to give him her girdle. But Hera, who persisted in her 
hatred of Heracles, assumed the shape of an Amazon, mingled 
with the others, and spread the rumor that an alien and savage 
man was about to abduct their queen. Instantly all mounted 
their horses and attacked Heracles outside the city, where he 
had pitched camp. The common Amazons fought his men, but 
the noblest confronted the hero himself. The first to fight him 
was Aella, the tempest, so named because she could run with the 
speed of a gale. But Heracles was swifter of foot than she. Aella 
was forced to retreat, and though she raced like the wind, he 
overtook and slew her. A second Amazon fell at the first stroke, 
and after her a third, Prothoe, who seven times had won in single 
combat. After her, he brought down eight others, three of whom 




HERACLES 17& 

were chosen companions in the chase of Artemis and had always 
cast their spears straight at the mark. But this time they missed 
and though they tried to take cover under their shields the darts 
of Heracles found them out. Alcippe, who had sworn to remain 
unwed all her days, also fell. Her oath was indeed kept, but her 
days were cut short. When Melanippe, the dauntless leader of 
the Amazons, was taken captive, the rest lied wildly in all direc- 
tions, and Hippolyte surrendered the girdle she had promised 
even before there was any thought of battle. Heracles accepted 
it as a ransom for Melanippe, to whom he gave back her liberty. 

On the homeward journey a new adventure awaited him on 
the coast of Troy, for here he found Hesione, the daughter of 
Laomedon, fettered to a rock, waiting in speechless terror for 
the monster which was to devour her. Poseidon had built the 
walls of Troy for her father, but the king had withheld the re- 
ward he had pledged. In revenge the god sent a sea-monster 
which ravaged the region of Troy, until Laomedon, in despair, 
agreed to offer up his own daughter to save his land. As Heracles 
was passing, the unhappy father called to him and asked his 
help, promising to give him in return for his daughter’s rescue 
the splendid horses Zeus had given his father. Heracles made 
fast his ship and waited for the monster. When it came with jaws 
gaping to consume the maiden, he leaped down its throat, slashed 
its entrails, and clambered forth as though he were coming up 
from the pit of death. But again Laomedon broke his word. He 
did not give Heracles the horses, and the hero went on his way 
uttering furious threats. 


THE LAST THREE LABORS OF HERACLES 

When the hero laid Queen Hippolyte’s girdle at the feet of Eurys- 
theus, the king did not yet allow him to rest from his toils but 
sent him immediately to fetch the oxen of Geryon. This was a 
giant who dwelt on the island of Erythia, in the gulf of Gadeira. 
He owned a herd of fine chestnut-colored cattle, which a fellow 
giant guarded for him with the help of a two-headed dog. Geryon 
himself was unimaginably huge and had three bodies, three 
heads, six arms, and six feet. No man of mortal birth had ever 
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dared brave him, and Heracles realized very well what careful 
preparations would be necessary for this difficult undertaking. 
All the world knew that Chrysaor, Geryon’s father, who had been 
given the name of Goldsword because of his great riches, was 
^ng of all Iberia and that, in addition to Geryon, he had three 
other valiant sons of vast size who fought for him, and that each 
of these three commanded a host of strong and warlike followers. 
It W81S for this very reason that Eurystheus had enjoined this 
task upon Heracles. He hoped that on such an expedition and 
m such a country the demigod would at last lose the life so hateful 
to his taskmaster. But Heracles was no more afraid of these new 
perils in store for him than of all the dangers of his earlier quests. 
He assembled his armies on the island of Crete, which he had 
freed from wild beasts, set sail, and chose Libya for his first 
landing. Here he wrestled with the giant Antaeus, whose strength 
was renewed whenever he touched the earth, his mother. Heracles, 
observing this, held him up in the empty air, where he was help- 
less, and strangled him in his grip. Then he cleared Libya of 
beasts of prey, for he hated savage animals and wicked people, 
because these reminded him of the unjust ruler he was compelled 
to serve for so many years. 

After a long journey through desert regions, he came to a 
fertile valley watered by broad rivers. Here he founded a city of 
great size and called it Hecatompylos, the city of the hundred 
gates. At length he found himself opposite Gadeira, on the 
Atlantic Ocean, and set up two pillars, known and famed as the 
Pillars of Heracles. The sun burned down upon him with intol- 
erable heat, until he could endure it no longer. Lifting his eyes 
to heaven and pointing his bow upward, he threatened to shoot 
down the god of the sun. ApoUo admired his intrepid courage 
and aided him on his way by lending him the golden bowl in 
which he himself journeyed by night, from the setting to the 
rising of the sun. In this Heracles fioated to Iberia, his fieet sail- 
ing along beside him. Here he found the three sons of Chrysaor, 
with three vast armies, camped close to one another. But Heracles 
did not have to fight the hosts. He challenged the leaders to single 
combat, killed them one and all, and conquered their country. 

After this he went to Erythia, where Geryon dwelt with his 
herds. As soon as the two-headed dog scented the new arrival 
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he rushed at him, but Heracles gripped his club more firmly 
and crushed him. When he had also killed the giant herdsmen 
who came to the aid of the dog, he hurried off with the oxen. 
Geryon however overtook him, and a grim battle followed. Hera 
herself came to the giant’s aid, but Heracles wounded her breast 
with a shaft, so that the goddess was forced to flee. A second dart 
pierced the giant in the region of his stomach where his three 
bodies joined, and he fell dead. 

Heracles’ homeward course through Iberia and Italy — ^for he 
took the land route, driving the cattle before him — was beset 
with glorious adventures. Near Rhegium, in lower Italy, one 
of the oxen got away, swam the strait, and so escaped to Sicily. 
Heracles at once drove the other oxen into the water and swam 
across to Sicily, holding one of them by the horn. After many 
other exploits, the hero left Italy and returned to Greece and 
the isthmus over Illyria and Thrace. 

Now he had completed ten labors, but because Eurystheus re- 
fused to hold two of them valid, he had to do two others in their 
place. 

Very long ago, at the wedding of Zeus and Hera, when all 
the gods came with gifts for the bridal pair, Gaea too did not 
want to be remiss in generosity. On the western shore of the ocean 
she brought forth a tree with many boughs, all laden down with 
golden apples. Four virgins, the Hesperides, daughters of Night, 
were set to watch the sacred garden in which the tree grew, and 
they were aided in their task by Ladon, the hundred-headed 
dragon, who had sprung from Phorcys, the father of all manner 
of monsters, and Ceto, a daughter of Gaea. The dragon never 
slept, and a deafening chorus of hisses betrayed his presence, 
for each of his hundred throats uttered a different sound. And it 
was from this monster — so ran the ordera of Eurystheus that 
Heracles was to snatch the golden apples. 

The demigod set out on his long and arduous journey. He 
chose the road haphazardly, for he did not know where the 
Hesperides were to be found. First he came to Thessaly, the 
land of the giant Termerus, who kiUed aU the travellers he met 
by running at them with his forehead, which was hard as rock. 
But when the giant’s head touched the brow of divine Heracles 
it was dashed to pieces. Farther on, near the river Echedorus, the 



178 HERACLES 

hero met with another monster, Cycnus, son of Ares and Pyrene. 
When Heracles asked him the way to the Garden of the Hespe- 
rides, he refused him a civil answer and challenged him to single 
combat. But he was slain by the demigod. At that Ares himself 
appeared to avenge the death of his son, and Heracles was com- 
pelled to fight him. Since Zeus, however, did not wish his sons to 
spill each other’s blood, he hurled a bolt of lightning to separate 
them. After this Heracles wandered through Illyria, crossed the 
Eridanus, and came to the nymphs, the daughters of Zeus and 
Themis, who dwelt on the banks of this river. Of these too he in- 
quired the way to the Hesperides. “Go to Nereus, the old river- 
god,” they replied. “He is a seer and knows all things. Over- 
whelm him in his sleep and bind him, and then he will be forced to 
point you the right direction.” Heraeles followed this counsel 
and mastered Nereus, even though he changed himself into many 
and various shapes according to his custom. But the son of Zeus 
and Alcmene did not loose his hold on him until he had learned 
in what part of the world he would find the golden apples. Then 
he went on through Libya and Egypt. 

Busiris, the son of Poseidon and Lysianassa, was the king of 
that country. After nine years, during which the land had been 
afflicted with barrenness and drought, a soothsayer from Cyprus 
had issued the cruel oracle that the earth would grow fertile if a 
stranger were sacrificed to Zeus every year. Busiris showed his 
gratitude for this utterance by offering up the soothsayer him- 
self first of all. Gradually the barbarous king developed so great 
a liking for the yearly tribute that he took to slaying all stran- 
gers who came to Egypt. Heracles too was seized and dragged 
to the altar of Zeus. But he rent his fetters and killed Busiris, 
along with his son and the priest who had acted as a herald for 
the king. 

In the course of his further journey, Heracles freed Prome- 
theus from his bondage in the Caucasus and, following the direc- 
tions the liberated Titan gave him, came to that part of the 
world where Atlas stood, bearing the broad sky on his shoulders. 
Near him the tree with the golden apples spread its boughs un- 
der the watchful eyes of the Hesperides. Prometheus had coun- 
selled the demigod not to attempt the theft of the apples in his 
own person, but to send Atlas on this mission. Heracles offered 
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to assume his burden while he was gone, and bore the weight of 
the sky on his mighty shoulders. In the meantime, Atlas entered 
the garden, lulled to sleep the dragon who encircled the tree with 
his coils, slew him, outwitted the watchful maids, and returned 
safely with the three apples he had plucked for Heracles. But 
he had tasted freedom! “My shoulders have felt what it is to 
have nothing resting upon them,” he said. “I shall not strain 
them again 1” And with this he tossed the apples on the grass 
at the feet of Heracles and left him bearing the intolerable load. 
But quickly the hero thought of a ruse to rid himself of it. 



“Just let me twist a coil of rope around my head,” he said to 
the bearer of the sky, “otherwise the weight will crush me.” 
Atlas considered this a fair request and assumed the burden for 
what he thought was a few moments. But if he was waiting for 
Heracles to relieve him, he would have to wait through all eter- 
nity, for the cheat had been cheated. The demigod picked up 
the apples and went his way. He carried them to Eurystheus, 
who, since Heracles had not lost his Ufe in the getting of them, 
as he had hoped, gave them back to him as a gift. Heracles, in 
turn, placed them on the altar of Athene, but the goddess, who 
knew that these divine fruits must not be kept elsewhere, took 
them back to the Garden of the Hesperides. 

Instead of destroying his hated rival, Eurystheus had up to 
this time only succeeded in helping Heracles to greater glory 
in the course decreed for him by Fate. His mastery of the labors 
enjoined on him had made him appear the true champion of 
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mortals, the avenger of all inhumanity on earth. But his final 
quest — so the crafty king planned — was to take place in a region 
where heroic strength would be of no avail. He was to battle 
with the sinister powers of the underworld, to bring out of Hades 
Cerberus, the watchdog of Hell. This monster had three dog- 
heads with gaping jaws always slobbering venom, his body ended 
in a dragon’s tail, and the hairs on his heads and his back were 
writhing snakes. 

To prepare himself for this terrible quest, Heracles went to 
the city of Eleusis in Attica, where wise priests headed a secret 
cult concerning divine matters both in the upper and in the 
underworld. In this holy place the priest Eumolpus initiated 
him into mystic teachings, after he had first purified him of the 
murder of the centaurs. Thus girded with the knowledge of 
secret things and prepared to face the terrors of the lower world, 
he journeyed to the Peloponnesus, to the city of Taenarum in 
Laconia, where there was an entrance to Hades. Hermes, shadowy 
conductor of souls, accompanied him down the deep cleft in the 
earth, and they came to the city of King Pluto. The shades who 
were hovering joylessly about the gates — for in the underworld 
life is not merry as it is in the light of the sun — ^took flight when 
they beheld men of fiesh and blood. Only the spirit of Meleager 
and the Gorgon Medusa remained steadfast in the face of Ufe. 
Heracles brandished his sword and made as if to slay the Gorgon, 
but Hermes held him by the arm and explained that the spirits 
of the dead are nothing but empty shadows, which cannot be 
harmed by the sharpest blade. But with the soul of Meleager 
Heracles conversed tenderly and promised to carry his greetings 
to his sister Deianira on earth. 

When he was close to the gates of Hades, he saw Pirithous, 
who had come to the underworld accompanied by Theseus in 
order to woo Persephone. Pluto, angered by this insolent design, 
had fettered both to the stone on which they had sat down to 
rest. When they caught sight of the demigod who was their 
friend, they stretched imploring hands toward him and trembled 
with the hope of regaining the golden light of day. And Hera- 
cles did indeed take Theseus by the hand and cut his bonds, but 
when he tried to free Pirithous as well he failed, for the earth 
began to quake under his feet. Going forward, Heracles recog- 
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nized Ascalaphus, who had once betrayed Persephone by telling 
that she had eaten of the pomegranates of Hades, and this hin- 
dered her return to earth. He rolled from him the stone with 
which Demeter, in despair at the loss of her daughter, had all 
but crushed him. Then he fell upon Plato’s herds and slaughtered 
one of the oxen, in order to quench the thirst of the souls of the 
dead with blood. But Menoetius, the herdsman, would not allow 
this and challenged the hero to a wrestling match. Heracles at 
once gripped him around the body and broke his ribs, nor would 
he have released him had not Persephone herself come between 
them. At the gates of the city of the dead stood King Pluto and 
blocked the entrance. But the arrow of Heracles pierced the god’s 
shoulder and he endured the agonies of mortals, so that when 
Heracles modestly asked his permission to take with him the 
hound of hell, he no longer refused, but imposed the condition 
that the demigod master the dog without using the weapons he 
carried with him. So the hero stripped himself of everything but 
his breastplate and lion’s skin and went to look for the monster. 
He found him crouched at the mouth of the Acheron, and ignor- 
ing his triple bark, which sounded like dull thunder multiplied 
a hundredfold, he clamped the heads between his legs, twined 
his arms around the necks, and did not loosen his hold, though 
the creature’s tail — in itself a dragon — ^lashed out at him and 
bit him in the flank with its teeth. He held fast and choked the 
monster’s throats until he had gained the upper hand. Then he 
lifted up the dog and, issuing from Hades through another en- 
trance near Troezen in Argolis, returned safely to the upper 
world. When the hellhound Cerberus saw the light of day, he 
grew mad with fear and began to spew venom on all sides. This 
caused the poisonous aconite, a plant which still abounds in that 
region, to spring from the ground. Heracles at once went to 
Tiryns and showed the shackled monster to Eurystheus, who 
could scarcely believe his eyes. And now the king despaired of 
ever ridding himself of this powerful son of Zeus. He resigned 
himself to his fate and discharged the hero, who took the dog 
back to his owner in the underwork 
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HEEACLES AND EUEYTUS 

After all his toil and effort, Heracles was at last free from the 
service of Eurystheus and returned to Thebes. He could not 
remain with Megara, his wife, whose children he had killed in 
a fit of madness, and so with her own consent he gave her to his 
beloved nephew lolaus and began to look for a new wife for him- 
self. His fancy turned to lovely lole, the daughter of Eurytus, 
King of Oechalia in Euboea, who, when Heracles was a boy, had 
instructed him in the art of shooting with the bow. This king 
had promised his daughter to that man who, in a contest with 
the arrows, could outdo him and his sons. When this was pro- 
claimed Heracles hastened to Oechalia, mingled with the throng 
of contestants, and soon proved that he was a not unworthy 
pupil of old Eurytus, for he carried off the victory. The king 
gave his guest due honors, but in his heart he was sorry that 
Heracles had won, for he remembered Megara’s lot and feared 
his daughter might suffer a like fate. Because of this he put off 
Heracles day after day and said he needed time to consider this 
marriage. In the meantime, Iphitus, the eldest son of Eurytus, 
who was of the same age as Heracles and admired his strength 
and courage generously, without envy, had become the hero’s 
friend, and he used every trick of persuasion to influence his 
father in favor of the noble stranger. But Eurytus persisted in 
his refusal. 

Deeply offended, Heracles left the palace and was for a long 
time a wanderer in foreign lands. While he was away, a mes- 
senger came to Eurytus to report that a robber had stolen cattle 
from the royal herds. The culprit was knavish Autolycus, whose 
thieving was known far and wide. But in his vexation the king 
said: “No one but Heracles has done this thing! This is his 
ignoble revenge because I refused to give my daughter to him, 
the murderer of his own children !” Iphitus defended his friend 
with warmth and eloquence and offered to seek out the hero, so 
that with his aid he might find the stolen cattle. Heracles re- 
ceived the king’s son hospitably and was willing to join him in 
his search. But they were unsuccessful, and when they had 
climbed the walk of Tiryns to try to discover the herd from this 
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lofty lookout, Heracles was again overcome by his madness, for 
angry Hera darkened his mind. Taking his faithful friend 
Iphitus for one of Eurytus’ conspiring allies, he hurled him down 
from the ramparts of Tiryns. 


HERACLES AND ADMETUS 

After Heracles had sullenly left the palace of the king of Oechalia 
and wandered far and wide, a curious thing happened. In the 
city of Pherae, in Thessaly, lived King Admetus with his young 
and beautiful wife Alcestis. These two had several beautiful 
children and were surrounded by the affection and loyalty of 
happy subjects. Long ago, when Apollo had slain the Cyclopes 
and had fled Olympus and been compelled to serve a mortal, 
Admetus, the son of Pheres, had welcomed him kindly and made 
him shepherd over his flocks. After Zeus had restored the sun- 
god to favor, he became the king’s patron, and ever since had 
bestowed his favors upon him. When the span of Admetus’ life 
was drawing to a close, Apollo, being a god, knew of this and 
wrung from the Fates a promise that the king should escape 
Hades, even now threatening him, provided another mortal con- 
sented to die and go down to the underworld in his stead. Apollo, 
therefore, left Olympus and sought out his former host to warn 
him of his approaching death and at the same time to reveal the 
secret of the means whereby he might evade it. Admetus was an 
honest man, but he loved life. And not only he, but all his family 
and his subjects were greatly alarmed to learn that the pillar of 
the royal house, the husband and father, the kind ruler of his 
people, was to be taken from them. So the king went about and 
looked for a friend who would die for him. But there was not a 
single one who was willing to do this. Although they all had 
broken into loud lament when they heard of the loss they were 
to suffer so soon, they grew silent and cold when they were told 
of the condition by which the king’s life could be prolonged. Even 
his old father Pheres and his aged mother, both of whom knew 
they must die at any moment, did not want to give up the few 
hours of life left to them, to save their son. Only Alcestis, m the 
fullness of her bloom, only his wife, the mother of his children, 
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in the lovdy spring of her life, was moved by such pure and im- 
selfish love for her husband that she declared she would give up 
the light of the sun for his sake. Scarcely had the words left her 
lips when Thanatos, the dark god of death, approached the 
palace to claim his victim and lead her down to the realm of 
shades. For he knew exactly the day and the hour the Fates had 
decreed for the death of Admetus. When Apollo saw Death 
coming, he swiftly left the king’s house, lest he, a god of life, be 
defiled by that sinister presence. 

When devout Alcestis felt that her time was come, she purified 
herself in flowing water, as befitted an offering to Death, took 
festive raiment and strings of jewels out of a chest carved of 
cedar, and went thus adorned to the household shrine to pray to 
the goddess of the underworld. Then she clasped her husband and 
her children in her arms. Day by day she wasted more and more, 
until at last, at the appointed hour, she entered the chamber 
where she was to receive the messenger from the lower world. 
Her family and servingwomen acc(Hnpanied her. She bade them 
a solemn farewell. “Let me tell you what is in my heart,” she 
said to her husband. “Because your life is dearer to me than my 
own, I am about to die for you before death was decreed for me, 
even though I could have taken a second husband, a noble from 
Thessaly, and had a long and perhaps even happy life. But I 
did not want to live without you and look upon my orphaned chil- 
dren. Your father and mother have failed you, though it would 
have been better for them to die, for then you would not have to 
be lonely and bring up children without their mother. But since 
the gods have willed it so, I only beg you to remember what I 
have done, and not to give these little ones, whom you love as 
I, another mother who out of envy, might be cruel to them.” With 
many tears her husband swore that just as she had been his in 
life, so in death too only she and none other should be his wife. 
Then Alcestis led the crying little ones toward him and fell faint- 
ing to the ground. 

It chanced that while they were preparing for the burial, 
Heracles in his wanderings reached Pherae and came to the 
palace gates. The servants admitted him, and while he was talk- 
ing to them Admetus himself appeared. Hiding his sorrow he 
extended a warm welcome to him. And when Heracles, struck by 
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his robe of mourning, questioned him, he did not want to sadden 
or perhaps even drive him away, and answered so vaguely that 
his guest was given the impression that a distant relative had 
died in the course of a visit to the palace. So Heracles’ merry 
mood was unmarred, and he had one of the slaves conduct him 
to the guestchamber and serve him with wine. When he noticed 
the man’s downcast air, he reproached him with it. “Why do you 
look so serious and solemn?” he asked. “It is a servant’s duty to 
be obliging to strangers. And if some alien woman died in this 
house — ^what of it? Dying is, after all, the common lot of mortals. 
The gloomy-hearted have a sad time of life. Go, set a wreath on 
your brows, as I have done, and drink with me. I know very well 
that a brimming cup will soon smooth the lines from your fore- 
head.” 

But the slave turned away in distress. “We have suffered a 
blow,” he replied, “which drives away all thought of laughter and 
feasting. The son of Fheres is, indeed, most hospitable, perhaps 
too hospitable, to admit a lighthearted stranger to his house of 
mourning.” 

“Why should I not be light of heart?” asked Heracles. “Be- 
cause an unknown woman has died ?” 

“Unknown woman!” cried the servant in amazement. “She 
may have been unknown to you, but not to us !” 

“Then Admetus did not tell me the whole truth about this 
matter,” Heracles observed thoughtfully. 

And the servant said : “Be as merry as your soul desires. The 
ruler’s bereavement concerns only his friends and those who 
serve him.” 

But now Heracles gave him no peace until he had found out 
what had happened. “Is it possible!” he cried. “Admetus lost 
his fair and noble wife and yet received a stranger with such 
perfect hospitality! I felt some secret reluctance about enter- 
ing these gates, and now I have wreathed my head in a house of 
mourning and drunk and made merry ! Tell me, where is Alcestis 
buried?” 

“If you take the road that leads to Larissa,” answered the 
slave, “you will see a splendid monument which has already been 
put up on her grave.” And as he uttered these words he b^^ 
to weep and left the room. 
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When Heracles found himself alone, he did not break into 
lamentation but made a quick resolve. ‘‘I must save this woman 
who has died,” he said to himself. “I must bring her back to her 
husband. In no other way can I repay his courtesy. I shall go to 
her grave and wait for Thanatos, the ruler of the dead. I shall 
see him coming to drink the sacrificial blood, poured for him over 
the monument. Then I shall leap out of hiding and catch hold of 
him. No power on earth shall wrest him from me until he agrees 
to give up his prey.” And having made his decision, he left the 
palace secretly and silently. 

Admetus had returned to his solitary house and lonely chil- 
dren. He mourned his wife deeply, and no faithful servant could 
comfort him in his despair. But suddenly Heracles crossed his 
threshold, holding a veiled woman by the hand. ^Tt was not well 
done, O king, to conceal from me the death of your wife,” he 
said. ‘^You received me as though you were mourning a mere 
stranger. And so, unknowingly, I did great wrong, and made 
libations in a house bereaved of its mistress. But I shall not dis- 
turb you any longer in your sorrow. I only returned for one 
thing: this girl I have here is mine, a reward I received for vic- 
tory in a contest. Now I am going to win fresh combats, and 
while I am away, you shall have her for your handmaid. Guard 
her as the possession of a friend.” 

Admetus was appalled at Heracles’ words. ‘T did not conceal 
my wife’s death from you because I scorned or underestimated 
a friend,” he said, “but only because I did not wish to add to my 
sorrow by having you leave and go to another’s house. As for 
this woman, I beg you to give her to some other man in Pherae, 
not to me, who have borne so much. You must have many friends 
in the city ! How could I look upon this girl in my house without 
weeping? Besides, she cannot live in the men’s quarters, and 
neither can I install her in the rooms of my dead wife ! Far be it 
from me ! I should fear the gossip of the people of Pherae and 
the reproaches of her who is gone.” 

But although the king had rejected her, a curious longing 
drew his eyes to the veiled shape before him. “Whoever you may 
be,” he said to her, “you strangely resemble my Alcestis in 
stature. By the gods, Heracles, I implore you to take this woman 
away, and not add to the torment of one who is already suffering 
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too greatly. Whenever I saw her, I should feel as though I were 
seeing my wife. I should burst into tears, and my sorrow would 
be renewed again and again.” 

Heracles hid his true thoughts and answered sadly; “O that 
Zeus had given me the strength to rescue your noble wife from 
the realm of shades, to lead her back to the light, and so repay 
you for your great kindness !” 

“I know you would do it if you could,” replied Admetus. “But 
when has one dead ever returned from the underworld.'*” 

“Well,” Heracles continued in a hvelier manner, “since this, 
indeed, cannot be, let time ease your sorrow. For the dead take 
^no pleasure in the grief of the living. Do not entirely close your 
|mind to the hope that a second wife may some day bring cheer 
pinto your life. And finally, for my sake, receive this girl I have 
fflbrought you into your house. At least try it ! The moment you 
rfind that she annoys you, she shall leave again.” 
rj So Heracles pressed Admetus, who did not wish to offend his 
r guest. Reluctantly he commanded a servant to conduct her to the 
a inner apartments, but Heracles would not hear of this. “Do not 
^entrust this priceless gem of mine to the hands of slaves,” he 
^said. “You yourself, if it so pleases you, my friend, shall lead 
£ her in.” 

^ “No,” said Admetus. “I shall not lay a finger on her. Even the 

lightest touch would seem to me a violation of the pledge I gave 
her who is dead.” 

But Heracles gave him no peace until he took the veiled woman 
by the hand. “And now cherish her,” he said. “And look at her 
closely to make sure that she really resembles your wife, and end 
your grieving.” With this he parted her veils, and the king, 
incredulous and amazed, beheld his own wife ! Almost fainting 
with emotion, he held her, who had returned to life, and feasted 
his eyes on her in gladness and fear, while the demigod described 
his encounter with Thanatos : how he had seized him at the burial 
mound and wrestled with him for his prize. When the king knew, 
at last, that it was really Alcestis, he clasped her in his arms, but 
she remained silent and could not reply to his loving words. “You 
will not hear her voice,” explained Heracles, “until the dawn of 
the third day, when the bonds of death will be severed. But do 
not hesitate to take her into your chamber and rejoice in her pos- 
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session. She is yours in return for your noble hospitality to 
strangers. And now you must let me go where Fate calls me.’* 
*‘Gro in peace, then, Heracles!” Admetus called after him. 
“You have guided me back to a better life, for now I am not only 
happy, but thankfully aware of my bliss. All my people shall 
celebrate with dioruses and dances. The fragrant smoke of sacri- 
fice will rise from the altars. And in all this, we shall think of 
you, O mighty son of Zeus, with gratitude and love.” 

HEBACLES IN' THE SEBVICE OF OMPHALE 

Although Heracles had been mad when he killed Iphitus, the 
murder weighed upon his spirit. He wandered from one priest- 
king to another in search of purification ; first to Neleus of Pylos, 
then to Hippocoon, king of Sparta, both of whom refused to do 
him the service he asked. But the third, Deiphobus, king of 
Amyclae, consented to purify him of his crime. Nonetheless the 
gods punished him by afflicting him with a grave illness. The 
hero, used to lusty health and splendid strength, could not en- 
dure the wasting disease they sent upon him. He went to Delphi 
in the hope that the Pythian oracle might heal him. But the 
priestess withheld her utterance from the murderer; this angered 
him so that he stole her tripod, carried it out into the field, and 
set up his own oracle. Infuriated by this bold infringement of 
his rights, Apollo appeared and challenged the hero to single 
combat. But this time, too, Zeus did not want brother to shed 
brother’s blood, and he put an end to the bout by flinging a bolt 
of thunder between them. And now, at last, Heracles was told 
that he would be freed from affliction if he were sold into slavery 
for a period of three years, and, in atonement for his crime, gave 
the price he brought to the father whose son he had slain. Heracles 
was so weak from his illness that he had to submit to this harsh 
decree. With a number of his friends he sailed to Asia, and there 
one of them, with his consent, sold him to Omphale, daughter of 
lardanus, the queen of a country which at that time was known 
as Maeonia, and later as Lydia. In obedience to the oracle, the 
sdler sent the price he had received for Heracles to Eurytus, and 
when he refused it, gave it to tiie children of slain Ipldtus. Im- 
mediately Heracles was healed. 
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In the first flush of recovered strength, he began to act the 
hero, even though he was Omphale’s slave, and resumed his role 
of benefactor of mankind. He punished all the robbers who were 
troubling the domains of his mistress and her neighbors. He slew 
part of the Cercopes, who lived in the region around Ephesus and 
did great damage by plundering the countryside, and some he 
brought to Omphale in chains. King Syleus in Aulis, a son of 
Poseidon, who captured travellers and forced them to work in 
his vineyards, he struck down with a spade and dug out his vines 
by the roots. He razed to the ground the city of the Itones, who 
time after time had invaded Omphale’s territories, and enslaved 
all the inhabitants. In Phrygia, Lityerses, a natural son of Midas, 
was playing malicious pranks. He was a man of great possessions 
and courteously invited all strangers who passed through his 
estates to be his guests. After the evening meal, he compelled 
them to work at his harvest and, if they failed to surpass him, 
cut off their heads. Heracles killed this evildoer and flung him 
into the river Maeander. 

On one of his expeditions, he came to the island Doliche and 
saw a lifeless form that had been washed ashore by the waves. 
It was the body of Icarus who, on his flight from the labyrinth of 
Crete, had come too close to the sun with the wings his father had 
made for him and had fallen into the sea. Filled with compassion, 
Heracles buried the hoy and, in his honor, named the island 
Icaria. In return for this, the artist Daedalus, father of Icarus, 
erected a statue of Heracles, a marvellous likeness, in Pisa. Once, 
when the hero arrived there at nightfall, the statue seemed alive 
to him in the dim light. His own heroic pose looked to him like the 
threatening gesture of a foe. He picked up a stone and shattered 
the beautiful monument which his friend had reared to com- 
memorate his kindness. The chase of the Calydonian Boar also 
took place during the time Heracles was Omphale’s slave. 

Tlie queen admired the valor of her servant and. divined that 
she had in her household a hero of world-wide fame. After she 
had learned that he was Heracles, the son of Zeus, she not only 
restored his liberty, in recognition of his merit, but made him her 
husband. In the sumptuous life of the Orient, Heracles forgot 
the teachings Virtue had once given him at the crossroads. He 
became voluptuous and effeminate, and Omphale took delight in 
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humiliating him. She draped herself in his lion’s skin, but had 
him robed in the soft garments the women of Lydia wear, and so 
great was his blind passion for her that he obeyed when she bade 
him sit at her feet and spin wool. The neck which had once sup- 
ported the burden of Atlas and found it light, now bore a woman’s 
necklace of gold; bracelets set with jewels clasped his sinewy 
arms. His uncut locks flowed over his shoulders from under a 
Lydian headdress, and long and dainty folds veiled his splendid 
limbs. He sat among the Ionian maids with the distaff before 
him, spinning the frail thread with his lean and muscular fingers, 
and feared the reproof of his mistress when he failed to finish the 
work set for the day. But when she was in good humor, this man 
in woman’s attire had to tell her and her handmaids the exploits 
of his glorious youth: how he had strangled serpents with his 
childish hands ; how, as a stripling, he had slain the giant Geryon 
and struck off the deathless head of the Hydra, and how he had 
wrested the hound of hell from the very depths of the under- 
world. The women delighted in the tale of his deeds, as children 
take pleasure in the stories their nurses tell them. 

When his years of service to Omphale were over at last, 
Heracles awoke from his infatuation. Full of disgust, he stripped 
himself of women’s gear, and it cost liim only a brief effort to be 
himself again, the strong son of Zeus, filled with heroic resolves. 
In his new freedom he decided to take revenge on his enemies. 
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SUBSEQUENT EXPLOITS OF HEBACLES 

Before all else, he set out to punish King Laomedon, the insolent 
and willful ruler who had built the walls of Troy. For when on 
his way back from battling with the Amazons Heracles had freed 
Hesione, Laomedon’s daughter, from the dragon which was 
threatening her, the king had not only broken his word and with- 
held the swift horses of Zeus he had promised the hero in reward, 
but dismissed him with scornful words. Now Heracles took with 
him six ships and only a small number of warriors, but among 
them the foremost heroes of Greece: Peleus, Oileus, and Tela- 
mon. Heracles, clad in his lion’s skin, had come to Telamon 
while he was seated at his board. Telamon had risen, made wel- 
come his guest, and offered him wine in a golden cup. Heracles, 
joyfully moved by this warm hospitahty, had lifted his hands to 
heaven and prayed; “Father Zeus, if ever you have listened 
graciously to my pleas, hear me now : I implore you to give child- 
less Telamon a bold son, an heir, who shall be as invulnerable 
as I in this lion’s skin of mine. Let him always be quickened with 
noble courage !” 

Hardly had Heracles ceased speaking, when the god caused an 
eagle, the king of birds, to fly over his head. At this the hero 
exulted in his heart, and he began to speak like a soothsayer, in 
a voice resonant with power and ecstasy. “Yes, Telamon, you 
shall have the son you desire, and he will be as majestic as this 
Imperial bird. Ajax shall be his name, and he will be great in 
the service of the god of war.” 

When he had said this, he seated himself at the board. A short 
time after, he and Telamon, together with the other heroes, set 
out for the war against Troy. 

When they had landed, Heracles made Oileus watchman over 
their ships, while he with the others advanced toward the city. 
Laomedon hastily marshalled his forces, fell upon the ships, 
and slew Oileus in combat. But when he went to return, he found 
himself encircled by Heracles* companions. In the meantime the 
heroes besieged Troy. Telamon broke through the wall and was 
the first to invade the city. Heracles came after him. It was the 
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first time in his life that the demigod had been second to anyone. 
Black envy clouded his soul, and an evil design swelled in his 
heart. He raised his sword and was about to strike down his 
friend, who strode on before, when Telamon looked back and 
guessed his intention by his gesture. With great presence of 
mind he began to collect the stones lying nearest him, and when 
his rival asked what he was doing, replied : “I am b uilding an 
altar to Heracles, the victor!” At these words envy and anger 
melted away. Again the two fought side by side, and Heracles 
killed Laomedon and all his sons but one with his arrows. When 
the city was conquered, he gave Hesione, King Laomedon’s 
daughter, to his friend Telamon, as the prize of victory. But he 
permitted her to select one captive whom she wished liberated. 
She chose Podarces, her brother. “It is well,” said Heracles. “He 
shall be yours, but first he must suffer disgrace and be another’s 
servant. Then you may have him for the price you offer.” When 
the boy was sold as a slave, Hesione snatched the diadem from 
her head and gave it to ransom her brother, who ever after was 
called Priam : he who was sold. 

Hera begrudged the demigod his triumph. On his homeward 
journey she beset him with savage winds, but Zeus was angered 
and soon put an end to her plotting. After various adventures, 
Heracles decided that the second victim of his revenge should 
be King Augeas, who had also failed to give him a promised re- 
ward. He invaded his country and slew him and his sons. The 
kingdom of Elis he gave to Phyleus, who had been driven into 
exile for the friendship he bore Heracles. 

After this victory, Heracles restored the Olympic games and 
dedicated an altar to Pelops, who had initiated them, and six 
altars to the twelve gods, one for every two. It is said that at that 
time Zeus assumed the guise of a mortal, wrestled with Heracles, 
suffered defeat, and wished his son happiness in his divine 
strength. Then Heracles set out against Pylos and King Neleus, 
who had once refused to purify him of his crime. He fell on his 
city and slew him and ten of his sons. Only young Nestor was 
spared, since he was far away in the land of the Gerenians, where 
he was being educated. In this battle, Heracles wounded even 
Hades, the god of the underworld, who had come to the aid of 
the Pylians. 
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The only one left to punish was Hippocoon of Sparta, the 
other king who had refused to purify Heracles of the murder of 
Iphitus. Hippocoon’s sons, moreover, had added fuel to the flame 
of the demigod’s hatred, for when he had come to Sparta with 
Oeonus, his uncle and friend, a large Molossian shepherd dog 
attacked his kinsman while he was looking at the palace. Oeonus 
threw a stone at the animal, whereupon the sons of the king 
rushed toward the stranger and killed him with cudgels. So now, 
to avenge his friend’s death along with his own grievance, 
Heracles assembled a host to go against Sparta. When they were 
marching through Arcadia, he invited King Cepheus and his 
twenty sons to join the expedition, but at first he refused, for he 
feared an invasion from his neighbors, the Argives. Now Athene 
had given Heracles a lock of the Medusa’s hair, enclosed in a 
brazen um. This he gave to Sterope, the daughter of King 
Cepheus, saying to her: “When the Argive armies approach, all 
you need to do is raise this lock three times above the walls of the 
city, without looking at it yourself, and your enemies will take 
to flight.” When Cepheus heard this, he let himself be persuaded 
to take part in the campaign, but though the Argives were indeed 
forced to flee, he himself suffered disaster after disaster, and was 
finally slain with all his sons. Iphicles, the brother of Heracles, 
also fell, but Heracles himself conquered Sparta, killed Hippo- 
coon and his sons, brought Tyndareus, the father of Castor and 
Polydeuces, back to that city, and reinstated him as king. But he 
retained the right to have his own descendants inherit the realm 
he had handed over to Tyndareus. 


HEBACLES AND DEIANIBA 

After the hero had done many bold deeds in the Peloponnesus, he 
came to Calydon, in Aetolia, to King Oeneus, who had a beautiful 
daughter, Deianira. She, more than any other woman in Aetolia, 
was much annoyed by the attentions of a most unwelcome suitor. 
Before coming to Calydon, she had lived in Pleuron, another city 
in her father’s realm, and there a river, called Achelous, had 
come to woo her in three different shapes. First he appeared in 
the form of a bull, then as a dragon with glittming coils, and 
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lastly in human form, but with the head of a bull, from whose 
shaggy jowls fresh streams broke forth. Deianira could not but 
look upon this strange suitor with great distress ! And she prayed 
the gods that she might die. For a long time she persisted in her 
rejection of him, but he grew more and more wild and insistent, 
and her father did not seem disinclined to marry her to the deity 
of the river, who was descended from an ancient line of gods. 

But now, though late, a second wooer arrived upon the scene, 
and fortunately he was still in time. It was Heracles, to whom 
his friend Meleager had described the loveliness of the king’s 
daughter. The hero had divined that this fair girl would not be 
lightly won, and he had come equipped for battle. As he walked 
toward the palace, the wind fluttered the lion’s skin on his back, 
his quiver clanged with arrows, and he swung his club in the air. 
When the river-god saw him coming, the veins swelled in his bull’s 
head, and he tried out his horns for the thrust. King Oeneus saw 
these two, in their great strength and lust for battle, and not 
wishing to offend either of them, promised his daughter to the 
one who would overcome the other in combat. 

The furious contest began, with the king, the queen, and their 
daughter as spectators. Heracles’ fists dealt sounding blows, 
arrows whirred from his bow, but through it all the huge bull’s 
head of the river-god emerged again and again and sought out its 
opponent with deadly lunging horns. In the end the combat 
turned into a wrestling match. Arm was locked in arm, foot 
twined with foot. The brows and limbs of the wrestlers glistened 
with sweat, and both groaned aloud while they strove with pant- 
ing breath. Then the son of Zeus gained the upper hand and 
hurled the strong god to earth. He at once changed himself into 
a serpent. Heracles, however, was well versed in the handling of 
snakes and would have crushed him had not Achelous suddenly 
assumed the shape of a bull. But even this did not find Heracles 
at a loss. He gripped the monster by the horn and forced him 
down with such might that one horn broke off in his hand. The 
river-god declared himself defeated, and Deianira became the 
victor’s prize. As for Achelous’ horn: long ago the nymph 
Amalthea had given him a horn of plenty, spilling over with 
fruits of every kind, with pomegranates and grapes. Now he 
gave this horn to Heracles in exchange for his own. 
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The marriage of Heracles changed nothing in his way of life. 
Just as before he roamed from quest to quest. Once when he 
returned to the palace of Oeneus, he had the misfortune to kill 
a boy about to hand him a bowl of water to wash his hands at the 
board, and again he was forced to flee. His young wife and 
Hyllus, the son she had borne him, accompanied him on his 
wanderings. 


HERACLES AND NESSUS 

Their journey took them from Calydon to his friend Ceyx in 
Trachis. It was the most perilous Heracles had ever under- 
taken, for when he reached the river Euenus, he came upon 
Nessus, the centaur, who for a stated fee carried travellers across 
on his shoulders. He claimed that the gods themselves had as- 
signed this post to him in recognition of his honesty. Now 
Heracles himself had no need of such a service, for he could stride 
through the swirling waters with great and powerful steps. But 
Deianira he left to Nessus, who took her upon his shoulder and 
bore her sturdily through the river. Midway across, however, he 
was so beguiled by her delicate beauty that he began to embrace 
her. Heracles, on the opposite shore, heard her cry for help and 
quickly turned to go back. When he saw her in the power of this 
shaggy half-man, he did not stop to consider but snatched a 
winged arrow from his quiver and shot Nessus, just coming 
ashore, in the back, and the dart came out through his breast. 
Deianira had escaped from the arms of the centaur and was 
about to run to her husband when Nessus, burning for revenge 
even on the threshold of death, called her back, and tricked her 
with lying words. 

‘‘Hear me, daughter of Oeneus ! Since you are the last to be 
carried on my back, you shall have some profit from my service, 
provided you do as I say. Collect the fresh blood which flows from 
the wound of which I am dying. At the very spot where the arrow, 
poisoned with the venom of the Lernean Hydra, entered my body, 
you will find it clotted and easy to take up. Use it as magic to 
yoke the fancy of your husband. If you dye his tunic with it, 
he will never love any woman more than yourself.” As soon as 
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he had uttered this treacherous counsel, he died of the poisoned 
wound. And Deianira, though she had no doubt of her husband’s 
love for her, did as she was told, collected the clotted blood in a 
vial she carried with her, and preserved it without the knowledge 
of Heracles, who was too far away to see what she was doing. 
After other adventures, they reached Trachis and made their 
home with the king, and with them were the men from Arcadia, 
who followed Heracles wherever he went. 


HERACLES, IDLE, AND DEIANIRA. HIS END 

The last venture which Heracles undertook was an expedition 
against Eurytus, king of Oechalia, for whom he cherished an 
ancient grudge for having refused him his daughter lole. He 
assembled a mighty host of Greeks and marched to Euboea to 
besiege Eurytus and his sons in their city. And he was victorious. 
The lofty palace was shattered and lay in the dust, the king and 
his three sons slain, and the entire city destroyed. lole, who was 
still young and fair, was the captive of Heracles. 

Deianira had anxiously been awaiting news of her husband. 
At last a joyful clamor broke out in the palace. A messenger had 
come at full speed and gave his news to eager listeners. “Your 
husband lives, 0 princess,” he cried, “He will return in all the 
glory of conquest, and even now is bringing the first fruits of the 
battle to his native gods. His servant Lichas, whom he sent to 
follow me, is proclaiming the victory to the people out on the 
open plain. He himself delayed only because he is making offer- 
ings of thanks to Zeus on the promontory of Cenaeum in 
Euboea.” 

Soon after, Lichas, the attendant of Heracles, arrived, and 
with him the captives. “Hail to you, wife of my lord,” he ad- 
dressed Deianira. “The immortals abhor wrongdoing. They 
have prospered the just cause of Heracles. They who lived 
sumptuously and boasted with an evil tongue have all been 
speeded to Hades. But these prisoners whom we have brought 
with us your husband commends to your mercy, above all this 
unhappy girl, who has thrown herself at your feet.” 

Deianira gazed compassionately on the lovely young creature. 
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radiant with beauty, raised her from the ground, and said : ‘‘I 
have always ached with pity whenever I saw luckless people who 
had lost their homes dragged through alien lands, and the free- 
born suffering the lot of slaves. O Zeus, O conqueror, may you 
never lift your arm to inflict such sorrow upon my house ! But 
who are you, poor girl? You are still a virgin, it seems, and the 
child of a noble house. Tell me, Lichas, who are her parents?” 

“How should I know? Why do you ask?” he replied evasively, 
but his face betrayed that he was harboring a secret. After a 
brief pause he continued : “She certainly does not come from one 
of the humble homes in Oechalia.” 

Since the girl herself only sighed and kept silence, Deianira 
c refrained from further questioning and had her taken into the 
house and treated with courtesy and kindness. While Lichas car- 
' ried out her commands, the messenger who had been flrst to 
- arrive approached his mistress, and when he thought himself un- 
observed, whispered : “Do not trust the man your husband sent, 
^ Deianira. He is concealing the truth from you. I, in the middle 
of the market place of Trachis, in the presence of countless wit- 
nesses, heard him say that your husband Heracles destroyed the 
lofty palace of Oechalia solely because of this girl. She whom you 
have welcomed into your house is lole, the daughter of Eurytus, 
lole, for whom Heracles burned with love before he ever knew 
you. Now she is come, not as your slave, but as your rival and 
his concubine.” 

When Deianira heard this she broke into loud lament, but 
quickly composed herself and sent for Lichas, her husband’s 
servant. At first he swore by Zeus, the king of all the gods, that 
he had told her the truth, that he did not know who the girl’s 
parents were. For a long time he obstinately clung to his lie. But 
' — ^by that same Zeus — ^Deianira implored him not to mock her 
any longer. “Even if it were possible for me to resent my hus- 
band’s faithlessness,” she told him tearfully, “I am not so ig- 
noble as to cherish hatred for this girl, who has never done me 
any harm. For her I have nothing but compassion, for her beauty 
has not only wrought havoc with her own happiness but has even 
caused her country to become enslaved.” 

When Lichas heard her express such kindly feelings, he con- 
fessed everything. Deianira dismissed him with no hint of re- 
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proach and only told him to wait until she had prepared a gift 
for her husband as a gracious return for the train of captives 
he had sent her. 

Far from any ray of light, in strict obedience to the centaur’s 
directions, Deianira had hidden the clotted blood she had col- 
lected from around his poisonous wound. Now for the first time 
since she had so carefully concealed it in a secret place did the 
princess, in her torment of jealousy, think of the magic ointment. 
Ignorant of the snare spun by the vengeful Nessus, she thought 
it a mere love-charm that would effect nothing but the regaining 
of her husband’s heart. She must act at once! Softly she crept 
to that chamber and with a tuft of white lamb’s wool, which she 
had dipped in the salve, she secretly dyed a gorgeous tunic to be 
sent to Heracles. While she busied herself with this work she 
scrupulously shielded from the sun both the wool and the stuff she 
was dying, laid the crimson garment in fair folds, and locked it in 
a box. When all was done, she threw the tuft of wool, which was 
of no further use, on the floor, summoned Lichas, and put in his 
hands the gift for Heracles. “Take this to my husband,” she said. 
“It is a garment I wove with my own hands. None shall wear it 
but he ; nor shall he expose the stuff to fire or the light of the sun 
before the day of offerings, when he shall solemnly adorn himself 
in it for the gods. For I made a vow that all this should be so, 
if he returned to me a victor. And that this is really my wish and 
message, he shall see by this signet which I entrust to you.” 

Lichas promised to do as his mistress had bidden him. Not an 
instant longer did he remain in the palace, but he hurried to 
Euboea, so that his lord, who was }>erf orming the rites of offering, 
might receive the greetings from hcrnie as soon as possible. A few 
days passed, and Hyllus, the eldest son of Heracles and Ddanira, 
went to join his father, to describe to him his mother’s impa- 
tience, and urge him to hasten his return. In the meantime Dei- 
anira happened to enter the chamber where she had dyed the 
tunic with the magic ointment. She found the tuft she had care- 
lessly tossed aside lying on the floor in the full light of the sun 
and warmed by its beams. But she recoiled at the sight of it, for 
the wool had crumbled to dusty fragments, and from these brittle 
shreds a poisonous foam bubbled forth with a hissing sound. 
Weighed down by a dim premonition of what she had done, the 
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wretched woman wandered through the rooms of her palace in 
an agony of unrest. 

At last Hyllus returned, but he came alone. “O mother,** he 
called to her, and his voice was harsh with hatred, wish you 
had never lived, that you were not my mother, or that the gods 
had imbued you with another spirit !” The queen, who was already 
troubled by vague forebodings, started at the words of her son. 
“What is there so hateful about me, child?” she asked. 

“I come from the promontory of Cenaeum, mother,** her son 
answered and paused because he was shaken with sobs. “It is you 
who have robbed me of my father!” 

Deianira grew pale as death, but she collected her strength 
sufficiently to ask: “And who tells you this, my son? Who dares 
accuse me of so terrible a crime?’* 

“No one,** said her son. “No one told me. There was no need, 
for with my own eyes I saw my father’s pitiful end. I reached him 
on Cenaeum just as he was about to rear an altar to conquering 
Zeus and slaughter victims for thank-offerings. Then Lichas, his 
attendant, came bearing your gift, the death-bringing tunic. 
Obedient to your wish, my father at once put it on, and thus 
adorned, began the sacrifice of twelve stately bullocks. At first, 
pleased with the beautiful garment you sent, he prayed joyfully 
and serenely. But when the flames at the altars leaped heaven- 
ward, he broke into sweat. The tunic seemed welded to his body 
as though by a smith, and tremors shook him from head to foot. 
As if an adder were feeding on his flesh, he called aloud for 
Lichas, the guiltless bearer of the poisoned tunic. He came, and 
innocently repeated what you had bidden him say. My father 
seized him by the foot, dashed him to death on the cliffs near the 
sea, and hurled his shattered limbs into the beating waves. All the 
people were horror-stricken at this mad deed, but no one dared 
approach raving Heracles. Now he rolled on the ground, now he 
sprang up, scretiming with pain, and the rocks and wooded moun- 
tains echoed his cries. He cursed you and the marriage which was 
now to end in his death. Finally he turned to me and said: *My 
son, if you feel pity for your father, carry me aboard at onc^ 
so that I need not ^e on alien soil.* Thereupon we bore him into 
the ship and now, writhing with pain, he has reached his own 
land. Soon you will see him — ^perhaps alive, perhaps dead. And 
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all this is your work, mother ! You have shamefully done to death 
the most glorious hero of all time.” 

Deianira made no reply to his bitter charge. She did not try to 
dear herself but left her son Hyllus in silent despair. Then some 
of the house servants, to whcnn she had once confided the secret 
of how the magic ointment given her by Nessus would insure her 
husband’s faithfulness, told the boy that his rage toward his 
mother was unjust. He ran after her, but he came too late. She 
lay in her chamber, stretched dead on her husband’s bed, a double- 
edged sword in her breast. Hyllus threw his arms about her and 
fiung himself across the bed, regretting his impetuous words. His 
father’s coming interrupted his self-reproaches. “Son,” he cried, 
“where are you? Unsheathe your sword; use it against your 
father ! Sever my neck from my body and heal the frenzy with 
which your godless mother has stricken me. Do not delay ! Have 
pity on me, a hero crying like a girl!” Then he turned to those 
around him, stretched out his arms in agony, and moaned: “Do 
you still recognize these, though the strength has been taken 
from them? They are the same that slew the terror of shepherds, 
the Nemean Lion, that strangled the Lemean Hydra, that 
helped put an end to the Erymanthian Boar, and carried Cer- 
berus out of Hades. No spear, no wild beast of the forest, no 
host of giants could overwhelm me ; but now I am destroyed by 
a woman’s hand. My son, kill me, and punish your mother.” 

But when Hyllus told his father — swearing to the truth of his 
words — ^that his mother had never intended disaster for her hus- 
band, and that she had atoned for her thoughtless act by inflict- 
ing death upon herself, the wrath of Heracles ebbed and turned 
to sorrow. He betrothed his son Hyllus to lole, his captive, whom 
he himself had once loved, and since an oracle had been issued 
from Delphi that he was to end his life on Mount Oeta, in the 
region of Trachis, he had himself carried up to the peak, in spite 
of the intensity of his pain. At his command, his people heaped 
a funeral pyre on which he had himself laid. And now he bade 
them light the woodpile from below, but no one was willing to 
obey him. Desperate with pain, the hero urged his request until 
his friend Fhiloctetes agreed to do what he asked. In gratitude, 
Heracles handed him his ever-victorious bow and the arrows 
which no one could withstand. The instant the pyre was lit. 
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lightning flashed from heaven and quickened the flames. Then a 
cloud floated down, encircled the pyre, and bore the immortal 
hero to Olympus, while the air shook with thunder. When the pyre 
had burned to the ground, lolaus and other friends approached 
to gather the remains of the hero out of the ashes, but they found 
not a single bone. No longer could they doubt that, true to the 
decree of the gods, Heracles had been taken from the bounds of 
earth and set among the immortals. They prepared the sacrifice 
and tendered him the honors due to a god. All of Greece wor- 
shipped him as a deity. 

In heaven, Athene received the immortal hero and led him into 
the circle of the gods. Now that his earthly course was run, even 
Hera became reconciled with him. She gave him her daughter 
Hebe to wife, the goddess of everlasting youth, who on the shin- 
ing peak of Olympus bore him children, beautiful and deathless. 
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S isyphus, the son of Aeolus, craftiest of all mortals, built and 
governed the beautiful city of Corinth on the narrow isthmus 
between two seas and two countries. Because of the many deceit- 
ful deeds he had done, his punishment in the underworld was to 
roll a great block of marble from the plain up a hill, straining 
against its weight with hand and foot. Whenever he thought that 
now surely he had reached the top, his load escaped from him, 
and the knavish stone plunged back down the hill. And so this 
evildoer had to labor uphill with his burden again and again, 
until he doubled over in anguish and the sweat flowed from his 
limbs in streams. 

His grandson was Bellerophon, the son of Glaucus, king of 
Corinth. Because of a murder committed by chance, the youth 
had been compelled to flee and took refuge in Tiryns, where 
Proetus ruled. The king received him with kindness and purified 
him of his crime. Now the immortals had given Bellerophon 
beauty of form and all manly virtues, and Anteia, the wife of 
Proetus, conceived a guilty passion for him and tried to tempt 
him to evil. But Bellerophon met her seductions with coldness, 
and her love turned to hate. She cast about for a lie that would 
bring about his ruin, appeared before her husband, and said: 
*‘Slay Bellerophon, if you yourself would escape an inglorious 
death! Your guest has confessed that he loves me, and tried to 
make ttie break faith with you.’’ 

When the king heard this, he seethed with blind fury. But be- 
cause he had loved this grave and eager youth, he put from him 
the thought of slaying him and pondered some other means to 
destroy him. He sent his guiltless guest to lobates, his father-in- 
law, king of Lycia, and gave Bellerophon a sealed tablet he was 
to present as an introduction on his arrival. But in reality the 
tablet contained a command to slay the bearer. Unsuspectingly 
Bellerophon started on his journey, but the all-powerful gods 
accorded him their protection. 
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When he had crossed the sea over to Asia and reached Xanthus, 
the golden river, he sought out lobates in Lycia. This kind and 
hospitable king, following an ancient rule of courtesy, received 
the stranger without asking who he was or whence he came. His 
form, his fair face, and his noble bearing were enough to con- 
vince him that he was dealing with no common guest. He con- 
ferred all possible honors upon the youth, arranged fresh feasts 
for him day after day, and sacrificed a bullock to the gods every 
morning. In this way nine days passed, and not until the tenth 
morning streaked the sky with rose did lobates ask his guest his 
name and his purpose in coming. Bellerophon told him that 
Proetus, lobates’ son-in-law, had sent him, and handed over his 
tablet as a token of the truth of his words. When lobates had 
read the contents, calling for murder, he was filled with horror, 
for he had come to love this youth. Yet he could not believe that 
his son-in-law had condemned him without weighty cause, and so 
was forced to conclude that Bellerophon had committed a crime 
deserving death. But he could not decide to kill in cold blood one 
who had been his guest for so long and whose poise and grace 
had won his affection. 

To escape this unwelcome predicament he resolved to send 
him on quests that would necessarily result in his death. The first 
of these was to slay the Chimaera, which was bringing ruin upon 
Lycia. This monster was of divine origin, begotten by awful 
Typhon and borne by the giant snake Echidna. Its forepart was 
a lion, its hindpart a dragon, and the middle a goat. The jaws 
breatW fire and blasts of searing heat. Even the gods them- 
selves had pity on the innocent youth, launched on so dangerous 
a mission, and sent him 6is aid the winged horse Pegasus, sprung 
from the union of Poseidon and Medusa. But how could Pegasus 
be of help.? This deathless horse had never borne mortal rider on 
his back. He could neither be caught nor tamed. Exhausted by 
his vain efforts, Bellerophon fell asleep near the well of Pirene, 
where he had found the horse. And there in a dream he saw 
Athene, his patron goddess. She stood before him, holding in her 
hands a beautiful bridle buckled with gold, and said : “Why do 
you sleep, O descendant of Aeolus? Take this; it will serve you 
well. Offer a fine bullock up to Poseidon, and then use the bridle.” 
So the goddess 9 poke in his dream, and when she had ended, she 
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diode her dark aegis and vanished. He awoke from his sleep and 
started up. He reached out, and lo! the bridle given him in his 
dream was really there, though he was fully awake ! 

Bellerophon now went to the seer Polyidus and told him his 
dream and the miracle that had come to pass, whereupon the 
soothsayer bade him do Athene’s command without delay, 
slaughter a bullock for Poseidon, and rear an altar to his patron 
goddess. When all was done, Bellerophon tamed the winged horse 
with the greatest ease, slipped the golden bridle over his head, 
and mounted him in his armor. Then, while Pegasus climbed the 
wind, he shot at the Chimaera, and his arrows, soaring through 
the air, killed the monster. 

After this, lobates sent him forth against the Solymi, a war- 
like nation who lived near the borders of Lycia, and when, counter 
to all expectations, he prevailed in combat with them, the king 
ordered him off to the Amazons. From this adventure also he 
returned an unwounded conqueror. And now the king thought 
it was time to do what his son-in-law had asked of him, and so he 
laid an ambush for Bellerophon. For this he had chosen the 
bravest and strongest men in the land, but not one of them re- 
turned, for Bellerophon destroyed those who had fallen upon 
him, to the last man. This proved to the king that the youth 
could not be an evildoer but must rather be the darling of the 
gods. Far from persisting in his persecutions, he kept Bellero- 
phon in his realm, shared the throne with him, and gave him his 
lovely daughter Philonoe in marriage. The Lycians made him 
gifts of their most fertile lands and most fruitful orchards. His 
wife bore him three children, two sons and a daughter. 

But this was the end of Bellerophon’s good fortune. His eldest 
son Isander did, indeed, become a mighty hero, but fell in battle 
with the Solymi. His daughter Laodamia bore Zeus a son, Sar- 
pedon, but died of an arrow shot by Artemis. Only his younger 
8on,Hippolochus,lived to glorious old age and sent a noble son to 
take part in the war against Troy — Glaucus, who, accompanied 
by his cousin Sarpedon, came to the aid of the Trojans with a 
host of valiant men from Lycia. 

Bellerophon himself grew insolent and proud because he pos- 
sessed the winged horse, and he tried to ride it up to Olympus, 
for though he was mortal, he wanted to mingle in the assemblage 
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of the gods. But the divine horse rebelled against this bold ambi- 
tion, reared in the air, and threw his human rider down to earth. 
Bellerophon recovered from his fall, but from that time on the 
immortals hated him. Shunning his kind, he wandered lonely 
through many lands, avoiding the abodes of men, and his old age 
was inglorious and bleak with cares. 
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HIS BIBTH AND HIS YOUTH 

T heseus, king of Athens, was the son of Aegeus and of Aethra, 
daughter of King Pittheus of Troezen. On his father’s side 
he was descended from King Erechtheus and those Athenians 
who, according to the legrad of that country, had sprung directly 
from the earth itself. His maternal ancestor was Pelops, whose 
many sons had made him the mightiest king on the Peloponnesus. 

Aegeus, the childless king of Athens, who reigned about 
twenty years before Jason’s journey on the Argo, was once visit- 
ing one of these sons, Pittheus, founder of the city of Troezen, 
because he was bound to him by ties of hospitality. Aegeus was 
very much afraid of the fifty sons of his brother Pallas, for they 
were hostile to him and held him in contempt because he had no 
children of his own. And so he conceived the idea of marrying 
again, secretly, without the knowledge of his wife, in the hope 
thus to beget a son who would be the comfort of his old age and 
the heir to his kingdom. He confided his plan to Pittheus, his 
host, and, as luck would have it, the king of Troezen had just 
received an oracle foretelling that his daughter would not make 
a splendid marriage in the eyes of the world but would bear a son 
whose name would become famous. This swayed Pittheus to 
many his daughter Aethra, in a secret ceremony, to a man who 
already had a wife. Aegeus remained in Troezen for only a few 
days after this and then journeyed back to Athens. When he 
bade his new-wedded wife farewell at the seashore, he laid his 
sword and sandals under a block of stone, saying : “If the gods 
favor our marriage, into which I have not entered lightly, but 
in order to raise up an heir for my house and my realm, if they 
grant you a son, rear him in secret and tell no one the name of 
his father. When he is old enough and strong enough to roll away 
this rock, lead him to this place, let him fetch out the sword and 
shoes, travel to Athens, and bring them to me.” 
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And Aethra had a son. She named him Theseus and put him in 
the care of her father Pittheus. In obedience to her husband’s 
wish, she never told who the child’s true father was, and his 
grandfather spread the rumor that he was a son of Poseidon, for 
the sea-god was the patron of that city. The people of Troezen 
paid him honor by offering the first fruits of their fields to him, 
and the trident was the emblem of Troezen. In that country, 
therefore, it was anything but a disgrace that tiie king’s 
daughter had been found worthy to bear this god a child. When 
the boy had become not only strong and beautiful but brave and 
steadfast, and showed an inborn knowledge of things, his mother 
took him to the block of stone, on the seashore, revealed his true 
origin, and bade him fetch forth the objects which would serve 
to identify him to his father, and travel to Athens. Theseus 
pressed his weight against the stone and pushed it aside with- 
out difficulty. The sandals he bound to his feet and the sword he 
strapped to his side. 

He refused to go by way of the sea, although his grandfather 
and his mother pleaded with him to do so, since the land route to 
Athens was in those days beset with robbers and other evildoers. 
For that age produced men who, though powerful in body and 
strong of arm, did not use their strength to do deeds helpful to 
man but only to abuse and destroy whatever came their way and 
to revel in mischief and crime. Some of these Heracles had slain 
on his quests. At this time he was the slave of Queen Omphale.in 
Lydia, but while he was ridding that country of lawlessness, 
violence broke out afresh in Greece, because there was no one to 
curb it. That was why journeying to Athens by land was a peril- 
ous undertaking, and the young man’s grandfather gave him 
vivid accounts of every one of these robbers and murderers and 
the particular cruelties they were reputed to inflict upon 
strangers. 

But Theseus had long ago taken Heracles as his model. When 
he was only seven years old, this hero had visited his grandfather, 
and while he sat at the king’s board and ate the feast prepared 
for him, little Theseus, among other boys of Troezen, had been 
allowed to watch him. At the banquet, Heracles had laid aside his 
lion’s skin. When the other boys saw it, they ran away, but 
Theseus went fearlessly fomard, snatched an axe from the hands 
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of one of the servants, and brandishing it ran at the skin, which 
he took for a real lion. Ever since this visit of Heracles, Theseus 
had been so full of admiration for him that he had dreamed of 
him by night, and by day thought only of how he would perform 
feats like his in years to come. Besides, Heracles was his kins- 
man, for their mothers were cousins. So now sixteen-year-old 
Theseus could not endure the thought that while Heracles was 
seeking out evildoers and putting an end to their wickedness, he 
himself should avoid any conflicts he might chance upon. “What . 
would the god they call my father think of a cowardly journey ^ 
over the safe expanse of his waters?” he asked fretfuUy. “What 
would my real father think if as tokens I brought him sandals 
that were not grayed with dust and a sword unstained with 
blood?” These words pleased his grandfather, who had himself 
been a brave hero. His mother gave her blessing, and Theseus 
set out on his way. 



HIS JOtJKNEY TO HIS FATHEE 

The first person he met was the robber Periphetes, who went 
armed with an iron club, to which he owed his name of Club- 
Bearer. With this he dashed to the ground all who came his way. 
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When Theseus reached the region of Epidaurus, this ruthless 
and savage man rushed at him out of the dark woods and blocked 
his path. But the youth called to him in a ringing voice: “Miser- 
able rogue, you come in the very nick of time! Your club will be 
just the thing for one who intends to become a second Heracles in 
a world of rascals I” With these words he hurled himself upon 
the robber and, after brief combat, slew him. Then he took the 
club from the dead man and bore it away as a trophy and weapon. 

On the isthmus of Corinth he came upon another evildoer, 
Sinnis, the Pine-Bender, so called because when anyone crossed 
his path he bent down the tops of two pines with his mighty hands, 
bound liis captive to them, and then released the trees, so that 
his victim was torn in two. Theseus broke in his club by slaying 
that monster of cruelty. Sinnis had a lithe and lovely daughter, 
Perigune. Theseus had seen her flee into the forest when he was 
killing her father, and now he looked for her everywhere. The 
girl had hidden in a grove thick with shrubs, and in her childish 
innocence, pleaded with the bushes, as though they could under- 
stand, that never, never would she harm them or bum them if 
j, only they would conceal and rescue her. When Theseus called 
? her back and assured her that he not only intended no harm but 
• would take care of her, she came out of hiding and, from that 
time on, was under his protection. Later he married her to Dei- 
oneus, the son of Eurytus, king of Oechalia, and all her descend- 
ants kept her promise and never burned a single plant of the 
species which had given shelter to their ancestress. 

But Theseus did not merely clear the road he travelled of 
destructive men. Always mindful of Heracles, he considered it his 
<Juty to wage war upon hannful animals as well. Among other 
brave deeds, he approached Megara and met with Sciron, a third 
notorious robber, who had chosen his abode on a high cliff be- 
tween Megara and Attica. This insolent ne’er-do-well had the 
habit of thmsting his feet out at strangers and commanding 
them to wash his soles. While they did what he asked, he would 
give them a kick that plunged them into the sea. Now Theseus 
punished him with the same death he had inflicted on others. 
When he was already in Attica, near the city of Eleusis, he met 
Cercyon, who was in the habit of waylaying all who crossed his 
path, to challenge them to a wrestling match, and kill them after 
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he had won the Tictory. Theseus accepted his challenge, was him- 
self the winner, and rid the world of this plague. When he had 
gone a little farther, he came to the last and most cruel of the 
highway robbers, Damastes, who was better known by his nick- 
name Procrustes, the Stretcher. This scoundrel had two beds, 
one very short and one very long. If a stranger who was small 
of stature came his way, he conducted him to the long bed, say- 
ing: “You can well see that my bed is much too big for you ; let 
me arrange a better fit!” And with this he would stretch him 
on the rack until the man breathed his Iasi. But if he had a tall 
guest for the night, he took him to the short bed, saying: am 
sorry, friend, but this bed was never made for you. It is much 
too small, but we can do something about that !” And with this 
he would lop off his feet and that part of his legs which protruded 
from the bed. Since Procrustes was a large man, Theseus forced 
him to lie in his own short bed and hacked him into shape until he 
died a miserable death. Thus Theseus made the punishment of 
most of these evildoers fit their crimes. 

Up to this point, our hero had not come across anything of a 
pleasant nature on his journey. But now, when he reached the 
river Cephissus, he found men from the race of the Phytalides, 
who received him hospitably. At his request, they first purified 
him of the blood he had shed, with the rites proper to this service, 
and then set food and drink before him. After he had refreshed 
himself in their house and given them thanks in warm and courte- 
ous words, he turned in the direction of his father’s home. 


THESEUS IN ATHENS 

In Athens, the young hero did not find the peace and happiness 
he had expected. The city was in confusion, the citizens were at 
civil war among themselves, and conditions in the house of his 
father Aegeus were not of a kind to favor his coming. Medea, 
who had left Corinth and unhappy Jason on her dragon-drawn 
chariot and taken refuge in Athens, had tricked old Aegeus into 
receiving her, by a promise to restore his strength and youth with 
one of her magic charms. The king and she were living in wed- 
lock. Because she was a sorceress, she knew that Theseus had 
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arrived in Athens before the news of his coming reached the 
palace. She persuaded Aegeus, whom the party strife in his city 
had made suspicious of every newcomer, that the stranger, whom 
he did not recognize as his son, was a dangerous spy and that it 
would be wise to treat him as a welcome guest and then do away 
with him by means of poison. 

Theseus came to the morning meal without having revealed 
his identity, glad in the thought that his father would discover 
for himself who it was he had before him. The cup with the 
poisoned potion was at his place, and Medea waited impatiently 
for the new arrival, who she feared would drive her from the 
palace, to take the first sip, for she had seen to it that even a few 
drops would be enough to close his young and watchful eyes for- 
ever. But Theseus, who longed to feel his father’s arms about 
him more than to drink of the cup, drew his sword, the one that 
had been left under the stone for him, seemingly to cut his meat, 
but actually that Aegeus might see it and know that this was his 
son. No sooner had the king laid eyes on the weapon, which he 
instantly recognized, than he dashed the cup to the ground. A 
few questions convinced him that this youth was, indeed, the son 
he had begged of Destiny, and he clasped him to his heart. 
Theseus was made known to the assembled populace, whom he 
told of the adventures he had met with on his journey. Joyful 
acclaim welcomed the youth, who had proved his hardihood so 
early and so often. But treacherous Medea was driven out of 
the land, for King Aegeus now felt only loathing for this cruel 
sorceress, who had almost succeeded in depriving him of his new- 
found happiness. 


THESEUS AND MINOS 

The first deed Theseus performed as prince and heir to the throne 
of Attica was to kill the fifty sons of his uncle Pallas. These young 
men had always hoped to succeed to the kingship if Aegeus died 
childless, and they were now enraged at the thought that not only 
was Aegeus an adopted son of Pandion, king of Athens, but that 
in the future this recently arrived vagabond and adventurer 
would hold sway over them and the entire land. So they armed 
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themselves and lay in ambush for him. But the herald they had 
with them was not native to Attica and disclosed their plan to 
Theseus, who fell upon them in their hiding-place and killed all 
fifty of them. In order not to antagonize the people by the 
slaughter he had been forced to commit in self-preservation, he 
set out on a quest for the good of all : he overcame the bull of 
Marathon, which had ravaged four provinces of Attica and har- 
rassed the inhabitants, drove him through the streets of Athens 
as a spectacle for the crowd, and finally sacrificed him at the altar 
of Apollo. 

At just about this time. King Minos of Crete sent messengers 
to call for the tribute due him every ninth year. Now the reason 
was this : it was said that Androgeos, the son of Minos, had been 
treacherously murdered in Attica. In revenge, his father had 
waged war against the people of that country, and the gods them- 
selves had laid waste the land with drought and plagues. Then 
the oracle of Apollo proclaimed that the anger of the gods and 
the sufferings of the people of Athens would cease if they suc- 
ceeded in placating Minos and obtaining his forgiveness. Here- 
upon the Athenians had pleaded with him and secured peace on 
condition that every nine years they send a tribute of seven 
youths and seven maidens to Crete. Rumor had it that Minos 
locked these into his famous labyrinth, where they died of hunger 
and thirst or were killed by the Minotaur, a terrible monster, part 
man and part bull. So now, when the time for the third tribute 
had come and those fathers who had unmarried sons and 
daughters again faced the possibility of having to sacrifice them 
to so terrible a fate, the citizens began to murmur against Aegeus. 
He who was the cause of this disaster, they said, was the only 
one who did not have to bear the burden of the consequences ; 
having made an adventurer, a bastard son, heir to his throne, he 
was indifferent to their despair at having their legitimate chil- 
dren tom from them. 

Theseus, who had come to regard the lot of his fellow citizens 
as his own, was pained by their grief. He rose in the assembly and 
declared that he himself would go, without being chosen by lot. 
All the people were full of admiration for his noble selflessness, 
and he clung to his purpose in the face of his father’s fervent en- 
treaty not to rob him, who had only just gained a son and heir. 



of his new happiness. Theseus was steadfast in his resolve, but 
quieted his father by assuring him with proud self-confidence 
that he neither intended to perish nor to leave the other youths 
and maidens to their fate, but to overcome the Minotaur. Up to 
this time, the ship which took the unhappy victims to Crete had 
been rigged with a black sail, as a sign of their hopelessness. But 
now that Aegeus heard his son speak with such dauntless faith, 
he did, indeed, have the ship equipped in the old accustomed way, 
but he also gave the helmsman another sail of white stuff, which 
he was to hoist if Theseus returned safely. If not, he was to leave 
up the black sail, which would announce disaster from afar. 

When the lots had been drawn, Theseus took the boys and girls 
on whom they had fallen to the temple of Apollo and, in their 
behalf, proffered the god the olive branch, twined about with 
white wool, the gift of those who crave protection. When the 
solemn prayer had been said, he and the thirteen with him went 
down to the seashore, accompanied by all the people, and they 
boarded the ship of mourning. 

The oracle of Delphi had advised him to choose the goddess of 
love as his guide and implore her patronage. Theseus did not 
understand this counsel, but he made sacrifice to Aphrodite not- 
withstanding. Later the meaning grew plain to him. For when 
he landed in Crete and was brought before King Minos, his 
beauty as he stood there in the bloom of heroic youth attracted 
the gaze of the lovely princess Ariadne. Meeting him secretly, 
she confessed her love and handed him a ball of thread, one end 
of which he was to fasten to the entrance of the labyrinth and 
then unroll the ball as he went forward through the bewildering 
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maze to meet the Minotaur. She also gave him a magic sword 
with which to kill the monster. Minos had aU his victims taken to 
the labyrinth. But Theseus guided them to the Minotaur, slew 
him with the sword Ariadne had given him, and then, retracing 
his steps by following the thread, led them through the maze of 
passages. Once safely out, they fled with the help of Ariadne, 
who accompanied than : she was the lovely and unexpected prize 
Theseus had won for his feat. At her advice, he gashed the keels 
of the Cretan ships so that her father could not pursue them in 
their flight. He thought himself secure with his fair booty and 
stopped at the island of Dia, which later was called Naxos. 
There Dionysus appeared to him in a dream, declared that Ari- 
adne was his own bride whom Fate had decreed for him, and that 
he would aiflict Theseus with evil fortune unless he renounced his 
beloved. His grandfather had reared him in the fear of the gods, 
so now he deferred to angry Dionysus and left the sorrowing 
princess behind on that lonely island. But in the night, Ariadne’s 
true bridegroom came and spirited her away to Mount Drios. 
There he vanished, and soon after Ariadne too became invisible. 

Theseus and his friends were so saddened at the loss of Ariadne 
that they forgot the ship was still riding under the black sail 
which had been hoisted on the coast of Attica. They did not fetch 
out the white, and so their vessel sped homeward under the color 
of mourning. Aegeus was at the shore when the ship hove into 
sight, for he was watching the open sea from a high lookout. 
When he saw the black sail, he concluded that his son must be 
dead. Filled with unbearable grief and weary of his life, he 
threw himself into the waters below. In memory of him, they 
called those waters the Aegean Sea. 

In the meantime Theseus had landed. Before leaving the 
harbor, he had made the gods those offerings he had pledged at 
the time of his departure and dispatched a herald to bring the 
news of his rescue and that of his companions to the city. This 
messenger did not know what to make of the reception he met 
with. While some welcomed him full of joy and placed a wreath 
on his head as the bringer of good news, others were so sunk in 
mourning that they did not even listen to his words. He did not 
find an answer to the riddle until he learned of the death of King 
Aegeus, which gradually became known throughout the city. 
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When he heard of it, he continued to accept the wreaths ac- 
corded him, but instead of adorning himself, he only twined them 
around his herald’s staff and returned to the shore. Here he 
found that Theseus was still busy with the sacrifice, and so he 
ronained standing at the entrance to the temple, in order not 
to disturb the sacred rites by a message of grief. As soon as the 
ashes of the victims had been strewn on the earth, he announced 
the end of King Aegeus. Struck with sorrow, Theseus flung him- 
self on the ground, and when he rose again, all hastened to the 
city, not jubilantly, as they had planned, but with weeping and 
laments for the dead. 


KING THESEUS 

After Theseus had buried his father with tears and mourning, he 
kept his promise to Apollo and dedicated to him the ship in 
which the Attic youths and maidens had set out on so sad a 
voyage and come back unharmed. It was a vessel with room for 
thirty oarsmen, and since the Athenians wanted it to keep alive 
forever the memory of this miraculous return, they preserved it 
by replacing those planks which rotted away. That was why it 
was still possible to show this venerable relic even many years 
after the time of Alexander the Great. 

Theseus was crowned king, and soon he proved that he was not 
only a hero in wars and quests but an able organizer of the state 
and one who could make happy a nation which was at peace. In 
this he excelled even Heracles, after whose example he had 
modelled his life. For he launched upon a great and admirable 
enterprise. When he came to power, most of the inhabitants of 
Attica lived in isolated farmsteads and small settlements scat- 
tered around the acropolis and little city of Athens. It was, 
therefore, difficult to assemble them to discuss matters of public 
interest and concern, and sometimes petty wars were waged about 
insignificant feuds between one neighbor and another. It was 
Theseus who united all the citizens of Attica and welded scat- 
tered communities into one common state. And he did not accom- 
plish this great work by force, in the manner of a tyrant, but 
travelled from one community and one family to another, seeking 
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to obtain thdr voluntary agreement to his plan. Those who were 
poor and of humble birth did not require much urging, for they 
had ever3rthing to gain from association with the wealthy. To win 
over the rich and the mighty, he promised that the power of the 
king, which up to this time had been unlimited, should be cur- 
tailed, and that he would give them a constitution which pledged 
liberty. “I myself,” said he, ‘Srill be your leader in wars, and at 
all times the protector of laws, but beyond this all my fellow 
citizens shall have equal rights with me.” Many of the nobles 
recognized the advantages this implied; others, who were less 
eager for change in matters of state, feared his popularity among 
the people, his great power, and his notorious courage, and these 
therefore preferred to yield to the persuasion of one who could 
compel them if he wished. 

And so he abolished the semi-independent powers of the sepa- 
rate townships and concentrated those powers at Athens. He 
also instituted a holiday for all Attic citizens and called it the 
Panathenaea : the feast for all Athenians. Only now did Athens 
grow into a true city. Before it had been little more than a palace, 
called by its founder the “Palace of Cecrops,” with a few houses 
grouped around it. In order to enlarge his city still more, Theseus 
invited people from many different regions to make their home 
there and promised them the rights of citizens, for he wanted to 
make Athens a city of many peoples. Lest this mass of persons 
streaming into the city cause disorder in the newly founded state, 
he divided the inhabitants into nobles, farmers, and craftsmen, 
and assigned to each class its peculiar rights and duties. The 
nobles were valued for their rank and their service to the state, 
the farmers for their usefulness, and the craftsmen had the ad- 
vantage of numbers. Theseus limited his own kingly powers, as 
he had promised, and made them dependent upon the counsel of 
the nobles and the assembly of the people. 



THE 'WAE WITH THE AMAZONS 


When Theseus had organized his state, he set about making it 
secure and permanent by nurturing the fear of the gods. To 
this end he introduced the worship of Athene as the patron god- 
dess of the land, and as a mark of reverence for Poseidon, whose 
special charge he was and who had long been taken for his father, 
he initiated or at least revived the sacred contests on the isthmus 
of Corinth, just as Heracles had once done in the case of the 
Olympic games in honor of Zeus. While he was so occupied, 
Athens was threatened with a curious and unexpected war. 

In the course of a quest which Theseus had undertaken at an 
earlier time, he had landed on the coast of the country of the 
Amazons, and these warlike women, who were not in the least 
afraid of men, not only did not flee from this splendid young 
hero but sent him the gifts a host bestows upon his guest. Theseus 
was pleased with the gifts but still more with the bringer, a lovely 
Amazon by the name of Hippolyte. He invited her to visit him on 
his ship and, when she came aboard, set sail and carried her off. 
When they reached Athens he married her. Hippolyte was not 
at all averse to being the wife of a hero, one who was a powerful 
king to boot. But the belligerent Amazons, indignant at the bold 
Abduction, brooded on revenge long after the whole incident 
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seemed forgotten. They availed themselves of a time when Athens 
was unguarded, landed with a fleet of ships, occupied the land, 
surrounded the city, and invaded it, rashing in like a storm. They 
even pitched camp in the middle of the city, and the frightened 
inhabitants took refuge on the acropolis. Both sides hesitated to 
launch the attack, but Theseus finally began, after making offer- 
ings to the goddesses of vengeance, as an oracle had bidden him. 
At first the men of Athens were forced to retreat before the on- 
slaught of these women fighters, and they were pressed back to 
the temple of the Eumenides. But then the battle was resumed 
from another direction, and the right wing of the Amazons were 
driven back to their camp and many slain. It is said that in this 
conflict Queen Hippolyte, tmmindf ul of her origin, fought on her 
husband’s side, but a spear struck her as she aided Theseus, and 
she fell dead. Later a column was reared to her memory. The war 
ended with a treaty of peace, which stipulated that the Amazons 
leave Athens and return to their own country. 


THESEUS AND PIKITHOUS 

Theseus was famed for extraordinary strength and courage. 
Pirithous, one of the most noted heroes of antiquity, a son of 
Ixion, was eager to put his valor to the test and to this end stole 
from Marathon cattle belonging to the king of Athens. Soon he 
heard that Theseus had armed and was coming in hot pursuit. At 
this he was greatly pleased and, far from taking flight, turned to 
meet his opponent. When the two heroes were near enough for 
one to measure the other, each was so moved with admiration for 
his adversary’s beauty and boldness, that they both threw down 
their weapons as though at a given signal and hastened toward 
each other. Pirithous stretched his right hand out to Theseus 
and begged him to be judge concerning the theft of the herds, 
saying that he would willingly submit to whatever satisfaction 
Theseus thought fit. “The only satisfaction I ask,” answered 
Theseus with shining eyes, “is that one who is my enemy and 
seeks to harm me, become my friend and comrade-in-arms.” And 
now the two heroes embraced and swore everlasting friendship. 

Soon after this Pirithous courted Hippodamia, a Thessalian 
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princess from the race of the Lapithae, and invited Theseus to 
the wedding. The Lapithae, in whose country the feast was held, 
were a well-known people of Thessaly, mountain-folk, resem- 
bling animals rather than men, the first mortals to succeed in 
tamin g horses. But the bride, who was descended from this line, 
had nothing in common with them. She was lovely of form, and 
her face had such delicate charm that the guests thought Piri- 
thous fortunate to have won her. All the princes of Thessaly had 
come to the banquet, and the kinsmen of Pirithous also appeared. 
They were centaurs, creatures half man and half beast, who 
were descended from the monster borne by the cloud that Ixion, 
father of Pirithous, had clasped, thinking it Hera. This was why 
they were often called the “sons of cloud.” These and the 
Lapithae were enemies of long standing, but this time the fact 
that the centaurs were kinsmen to the bridegroom had meide them 
forget their old grudge and lured them to the joyful ceremony. 
The palace of Pirithous was gaily decorated and swanmng with 
guests and servingmen. Songs were sung for the bride, and the 
halls were warm and fragrant wath the steam and scent of food 
and wines. They could not hold all who had come, so the LapUhae 
and centaurs mingled with one another at tables spread in the 
shadow of leafy groves. 

For a long time the feast went on in lighthearted merriment. 
But an overabundance of wine had maddened the heart of Eury- 
tion, the wildest among the centaurs, and when he looked at lovely 
Hippodamia, he conceived the bold plan of carrying off the bride. 
No one knew how it happened, no one had noticed how it began, 
but suddenly the guests saw Eurytion dragging Hippodamia, 
who resisted and screamed for help, across the floor by her long 
shining locks. The centaurs, heated and fuddled with wine, took 
this as a signal, and before the Lapithae and their guests could 
even rise from their places, each centaur had seized one of the 
Thessalian girls who served at the king’s court and clutched her 
as his prize. Palace and gardens resembled a conquered city. The 
cries of women shrilled through the wide halls. Quickly the 
friends and kinsmen of the bride leaped from their seats. “What 
foUy is this, Eurytion?” cried Theseus. “Are you mad to msult 
Pirithous while I am alive, and thus offend two hei^ by pi^ 
voicing <me?” With these words he snatched the girl from his 
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roug^ hands. Eurytion said nothing at all, for he could not de- 
fend his action, but he raised his arm and struck the king of 
Athens a blow in the chest. Theseus had no weapon at hand, but 
he reached for a bronze pitcher which happened to be standing 
near and dashed it in the face of his assailant so that he fell badly 
wounded. 

*‘To arms !” The call rang out from the centaurs still seated 
at the board. First cups and jars and bowls hurtled through the 
air; then one impious fellow robbed the nearby temples and holy 
altars of the precious vessels dedicated to the gods, while another 
tore from the wall the metal rings which held the torches lighting 
the banquet, and yet another fought with the antlers which hung 
in the grotto both as adornments and votive offerings. 

The Lapithae were slaughtered mercilessly. Rhoetus, second 
in fierceness only to Eurytion, snatched a brand from the altar 
and thrust it into the gaping wound of an opponent, so that the 
blood hissed like iron in the foundry. But Dryas, the bravest of 
the Lapithae, countered by casting a burning post between the 
shoulders and neck of Rhoetus. His fall halted the orgy of murder 
to which his comrades had given themselves up, and Dryas took 
advantage of the pause by killing five of them in succession. And 
now Pirithous flung his spear and pierced a giant centaur, 
Petraeus, who was just dragging an oak out of the earth to use as 
a weapon. While he was still gripping the tree, the missile pinned 
his heaving breast to the gnarled trunk. Dictys, another centaur, 
gave way before the Greek hero and in falling snapped a mighty 
ash. A third wanted to avenge him, but Theseus crushed him with 
a heavy oaken stave. 

The youngest and fairest among the centaurs was Cyllarus. 
His long locks, the color of gold, floated about his face ; his neck 
and shoulders, his hands and breast were as if moulded by an 
artist. The lower part of his body, which was that of a horse, 
was also flawless — broad-backed, the chest arched, black of hue 
save for his light-colored legs and tail. He had come to the 
wedding with his beloved, beautiful Hylonome, who had leaned 
against him tenderly while he feasted and now fought staunchly 
at his side. An imknown hand pierced him to the heart, and 
wounded unto death he sank into her arms. Hylonome clasped 
his dying form, kissed him, and tried in vain to keep the sweet 
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breath in his body. When she saw he was dead, she drew the 
spear from his heart and threw herself upon it. 

The battle went on and on, gaining in fury, until the Lapithae 
had utterly overwhelmed the centaurs. It ended only when flight 
and darkness saved them from further slaughter. Pirithous now 
had undisputed possession of his bride, and the next morning 
Theseus bade farewell to his friend. The fight in a common cause 
had strengthened the brotherly tie between them to a bond that 
could never be broken. 



THESEUS AND PHAEDBA 


Theseus had reached the peak and the turning point of his for- 
tunes. It was his attempt to found his happiness solidly at his 
own hearth, rather than sedc it in bold and passing quests, that 
plunged him into stress and pain. When, in the flower of youth, 
he had stolen Ariadne of Crete from her father. King Minos, her 
little sister Phaedra had accompanied her. After Dionysus car- 
ried off Ariadne, Phaedra, not daring to return to her tyrannical 
father, had gone to Athens with Theseus. Not until Minos was 
dead did she return to her home in Crete, and there, in the palace 
of her brother Deucalion, the eldest son of King Minos, who now 
ruled the island, she grew into a girl both beautiful and wise. 
Theseus, who had not remarried after the death of his wife Hip- 
polyte, heard Phaedra’s charms praised on all sides and hoped to 
find her as charming as his first love, her sister Ariadne. Deu- 
calion, the new king of Crete, favored the hero, and when he re- 
turned from the wedding of his Thessalian friend, Pirithous, at 
which the blood had flowed so freely, the two kings formed a pro- 
tective alliance. Theseus then asked Phaedra in marriage and was 
not refused. Soon after, he voyaged home with this girl from 
Crete, who was, indeed, so like her sister in face and in manner 
that it seemed to Theseus that the hopes of his youth were being 
fulfilled in his late manhood. 

To fill the cup of his happiness, Phaedra bore him two sons in 
the first years of their marriage, Acamas and Demophoon. But 
she was not as virtuous and true-hearted as she was beautiful! 
Hippolytus, the king’s young son, who was of her own age, 
pleased her better than his aging father. He was the son of 
Theseus by Hippolyte, the Anmzon he had once abducted. The 
child Hippolytus had been sent to Troezen to be reared by the 
brothers of his father’s mother Aethra. When he was grown, this 
chaste and beautiful youth, who had resolved to dedicate his life 
to Artemis, the virgin goddess, and who had never looked at a 
woman with desire, came to Athens and Eleusis, where he was 
to take part in the celebration of the mysteries. It was here that 
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Phaedra first saw him. As she looked at Hippol3d:uSy it seemed as 
though she had before her Theseus as he must have been in his 
youth. The boy’s fair body and innocent spirit kindled her heart, 
and she desired him ; but she locked her passion in her breast and 
was silent. When the youth left, she had a temple built on the 
acropolis at Athens and consecrated it to the goddess of love. 
Standing within it one could look toward Troezen, so that later it 
was called The Temple of Aphrodite Who Gazes Afar. Here she 
went day after day, looking out to sea. When at long last Theseus 
journeyed to Troezen to visit his kinsmen and his son, she ac- 
companied him and remained there for a long' time. At first she 
fought the fires of love, fied into solitude, and wept out her 
sorrow under a myrtle. But in the end she confided her trouble 
to her old nurse, a shrewd but foolish woman who adored her 
mistress with blind, unreasoning faithfulness and undertook to 
inform the youth of his stepmother’s passion for him. When Hip- 
polytus received her message, he was filled with repugnance, 
which turned to loathing the moment undutiful Phaedra sug- 
gested that he thrust his father from the throne and share the 
rule with her. In the intensity of his disgust, he cursed all women, 
and it seemed to him that he was defiled by the mere hearing of 
so guilty a proposal. Since Theseus was, at the moment, absent 
from Troezen — ^an occasion his faithless wife had availed hei> 
self of— Hippoly tus declared that not for another instant would 
he remain under the same roof with her. After he had given the 
nurse his answer, he ran into the open to hunt in the service of 
his divine mistress Artemis, to live in the forest, far from the 
palace, until his father should return and he could pour out to 
him his troubled soul. 

Phaedra found it impossible to endure the rejection of her love 
and her scheme. Awareness of her fault and unbearable desire 
warred within her, but hatred bom of wounded pride gained the 
upper hand. 

When Theseus returned, he found she had hanged herself. 
Clasped in her right hand was a letter she had written before 
her death. It read: “Hippolytus had designs upon my honor. 
There was only one way to escape his pursuing. I die rather 

than become faithless to my husband.” , . i 

For a long time Theseus stood rooted to the earth m horror 
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and revulsion. At last, his numbness leaving him, he lifted his 
hands to heaven and prayed! “Poseidon, father, you who have 
always loved me as though I were, indeed, your son, once you 
gave me three wishes which you promised to fulfilL Now I remind 
you of your pledge. I have only one wish for which I crave f ul- 
fiUm^it: Let the sun not set for my son this day !” Hardly had 
he uttered this curse when Hippolytus, returned from the hunt 
and learning of his father’s arrival, entered the palace. He fol- 
lowed the sounds of lament and came into the presence of his 
father and the body of his stepmother. Gently and calmly he 
replied to Theseus’ accusations. “My conscience is clear,” he said. 
“I know myself guiltless of crime.” But Theseus held out to him 
his stepmother’s letter and sentenced him to exile, unheard. Hip- 
polytus could only call upon Artemis, his patron goddess, to wit- 
ness his innocence, and with sighs and tears bid farewell to 
Troezen, his adopted country. 

On the evening of the same day a messenger came to the palace 
and, when he was admitted to the king’s presence, said: “O 
master and ruler, your son Hippolytus no longer sees the light 
of day!” 

Theseus received this news coldly and said with a bitter smile : 
“Was he slain by an enemy whose wife he dishonored, just as he 
wished to do violence to his father’s bed.^” 

But the messenger replied : “No, lord ! His own chariot and the 
curse your lips pronounced have destroyed him.” 

Then Theseus raised his hands to heaven in thanks. “0 Posei- 
don,” he said, “today you have dealt with me as a true father and 
heard my prayer. But tell me, messenger, how did my son meet 
his death? How did the club of reprisal strike this ravisher?” 

The messenger told his tale. “We were currying the horses 
of our young master Hippolytus, down by the shore of the sea, 
when we heard of his exile, and soon he himself came accompanied 
by a group of his childhood friends, all weeping and lamenting, 
and told us to make ready the chariot for a journey. When all 
was done he lifted his hands to heaven and prayed : ‘Destroy me, 
Zeus, if I have been an evildoer ! And, whether I be dead or ahve, 
let my father discover that he has dishonored me without cause.’ 
Thai he took up his goad, leaped into the chariot, seized the reins. 
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and drove toward Argos and Ejpidaurus, and we accompanied him 
on his way. We reached the barren coast ; to our right lay the sea, 
to the left great boulders jutted from the hillside. Suddenly we 
heard a deep rumble like subterranean thunder. The horses took 
fright and pointed their ears, while we looked around full of 
alarm to see where the sound was coming from. When our glance 
fell on the sea, we beheld a terrible thing: a wave which towered 
up to the sky and blotted out the view of the further shore and 
the isthmus. White with surf and loud with clamor, this mountain 
of water made for the very path the horses were travelling. And 
as it broke it spewed forth a monster, a gigantic buU, whose roars 
echoed and re-echoed from the rocks. At sight of him the horses 
went wild with terror. Our master, who was skilled in driving, 
pulled the reins taut with both hands and used them as an experi- 
enced helmsman uses his rudder. But the horses had become un- 
manageable. They champed at the bit and strained away from 
their driver. Just as they were racing down the level road, the 
sea monster blocked their course, and when they turned toward 
the boulders, it crowded them by rushing close to the wheels. This 
finally forced the chariot onto the rocks. Your unfortunate son 
plunged headlong, and the horses stormed on in unguided flight, 
dragging him and the capsized chariot over sand and stones. It 
all happened so quickly that we could not come to our master’s 
aid. Although he was bruised and half crushed he still called to 
his horses, which had always obeyed him, and cried out to the 
winds his grief at his father’s curse. He vanished from our sight 
around a curve in the path. The sea monster was gone, as if the 
earth had swallowed it up. While the other servants breathlessly 
ran in search of the chariot, I hastened here to tell you of your 
son’s fate.” 

Theseus was silent and stared at the floor. After a time he 
spoke, and he seemed sad and in doubt. *T do not rejoice at his 
misfortune and I do not bewail it,” he said. “But I wish I could 
have bim here alive to question him and talk to him about what 
he has done.” His words were cut short by the screams of an 
old woman, who rushed through the rows of servants, her gar- 
ment tom, her gray hair dishevelled, and threw herself at the 
king’s feet. It was Queen Phaedra’s old nurse, whose conscienoe 
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had be^n to prick her at the rumor of the death of Hippolytus, 
so that now she could no longer keep silence but with sobs and 
cries revealed to the king the innocence of his son and the guilt 
of her mistress. Before the unhappy father could gather his wits, 
Hippoly tus was carried into the palace on a bier and brought be- 
fore him, shattered, but still breathing. Penitent and despairing, 
Theseus threw himself over his dying son, who summoned the last 
shreds of his strength to ask : “Has my innocence been proved?” 
A nod from one nearby answered his question and gave him com- 
fort. “My father, you were deceived,” murmured the youth, and 
the breath fled from his body. 

Theseus had him buried under the same myrtle where Phaedra 
had once striven with her love. Often her fingers, restless with 
passion, had pulled at its branches and crumpled the glossy green 
leaves. Since this had been her favorite place, she too was buried 
there and allowed to remain, for the king did not wish to dis- 
honor his wife in death. 


THESEUS AND HELEN 

His friendship with young Pirithous stirred up in Theseus, 
who was lonely and aging, a desire for bold and even wanton ad- 
venture. Pirithous had lost his wife Hippodamia after a very 
short time, and since Theseus too was single again, the two set 
out to get themselves women by carrying them off by force. At 
that time Helen, daughter of Zeus and Leda, later to be so 
famous, was still almost a child, growing up in the palace of her 
stepfather Tyndareus, king of Sparta. But she was already the 
most beautiful girl of her time, and her loveliness was being 
talked about in all of Greece. When, in the course of their pre- 
datory expedition, Theseus and Pirithous came to Sparta, they 
saw her dance in the temple of Artemis. Both were inflamed with 
love. With insolent daring they stole the princess from the 
sanctuary and took her to Tegea in Arcadia. Here they cast lots 
for her, and each promised the other that he would help the loser 
steal some other fair maiden. Theseus was the winner. He took his 
prize to Aphidna, in Attica, and put her in the care of his mother 
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Aethray and under the protection of a friend. After this he joined 
his comrade-in-arms again, and both began to plan a deed worthy 
of Heracles. For Pirithous had resolved to solace himself for the 
loss of Helen by abducting Persephone, the wife of Pluto, from 
the underworld. 

You have already heard that the two friends failed in this 
attempt, that Pluto condemned them to remain in Hades foi> 
ever, and that Heracles, who wanted to liberate both, succeeded 
only in freeing Theseus. Now while Theseus was away on this 
unfortunate expedition and held a prisoner in Hades, Helen’s 
brothers. Castor and Polydeuces, went to Attica to recapture 
their sister. At first they did not commit any hostile act, but went 
to Athens on a peaceful mission to ask the return of Heloi. But 
when the people in that city replied that the young princess was 
not there, nor did they know where Theseus had left her, the 
brothers grew angry and prepared to wage war with the help 
of the followers they had brought with them. This alarmed the 
Athenians, and one among ihem, Academus, who had discovered 
the king’s secret in some way or other, told the brothers that 
Helen was kept hidden in Aphidna. Castor and Polydeuces be- 
sieged that place, won in battle, and took the city by storm. 

In the meantime something else, unfavorable to Theseus, had 
happened in Athens. Menestheus, son of Peteus, a great-grand- 
son of Erechtheus, had set himself up as the people’s leader. He 
wanted the vacant throne, and to this end he flattered the rabble 
and incited the nobles to rebellion with the argument that by in- 
corporating their country estates in the city, the king had made 
subjects and slaves of them. To the people at large he demon- 
strated that for an empty dream of freedom they had left their 
rural sanctuaries and gods, and that instead of being the de- 
pendents of many good and gracious lords of their own, they 
were serving a single mc^ter, an alien and a despot. When word 
came that the Tyndaridae had taken Aphidna, Athens was filled 
with terror, and Menestheus took full advantage of the confusion 
and dissatisfaction among the citizens. He persuaded them to 
open the gates of the city to the sons of Tyndareus, who were 
waging only a personal war against Theseus for stealing their 
sister. And Menestheus had really told the truth, for altliough 
Castor and Polydeuces entered Athens through gates flung wide 
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and could have taken the city, they did no harm to anyone. 
Rather did they request that, like other wellborn Athenians and 
kinsmen of Heracles, they be initiated into the secret rites of the 
Eleusinian Mysteries. When this had been granted they left the 
city, escorted by the citizens who had come to love and honor 
them, and journeyed homeward with Helen. 



THE END OF THESEUS 

In the meantime Theseus had been freed by Hersicles and re- 
turned from the underworld. But even now he was not to have 
peace on his throne. For hardly had he resumed his place at the 
helm of the state, when revolts broke out against him. Menestheus 
was always at the head of these, and he was backed by the nobles, 
who still called themselves Pallantides in honor of Pallas, the 
uncle of Theseus, and his sons, who had been vanquished and 
slain. Those who had hated their king before gradually lost their 
fear of him, and the common people had been so indulged by 
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MenestKeus that they refused to obey and craved only more and 
more potent flattery. In the beginning Theseus tried to establish 
order by force, but when lawlessness and open rebellion set all 
his efforts at naught, the unhappy king decided to leave his in- 
subordinate city of his own free will, having previously smuggled 
out his sons Acamas and Demophoon, whom he sent to Elephenor 
in Euboea. In a place in Attica called Gargettus he uttered a 
solemn imprecation against the Athenians, and for many years 
after that the field where he had stood to curse his people was 
remembered and shown. Then he shook the dust from his feet and 
sailed to Scyros, where he owned large estates left to him by his 
father. He regarded the inhabitants of that island as his par- 
ticular friends. 

At that time Lycomedes was king of Scyros. Theseus went to 
him, asking for his property, for there he intended to take up his 
abode. But Fate had led him a perilous way. Perhaps Lycomedes 
feared the fame of Theseus, perhaps he had a secret understand- 
ing with Menestheus. At any rate he cast about for some means 
to destroy this guest who had put himself in his hands. And so 
he took him to the highest peak on the island, a cliff which jutted 
out into the sea, claiming that he wished to give Theseus a good 
view of the estates his father had owned on Scyros. When 
Theseus gained the summit, he joyfully looked down over the 
fruitful fields spread out before him. Then the treacherous king 
pushed him from behind, and his body hurtled over the cliff and 
plunged into the sea. 

The ungrateful people of Athens soon forgot him, and Me- 
nestheus ruled as though the throne had come to him as his right- 
ful heritage from a long line of ancestors. The sons of Theseus 
followed the hero Elephenor and fought in the Trojan war as 
common soldiers. Not until Menestheus had fallen did they re- 
turn to Athens and take the scepter into their own hands. 

After many centuries the Athenians began to honor Theseus 
as a hero. And this is how it came about : When they were fighting 
the Persians on the plain of Marathon, the long-dead king rose 
from his grave fully armed and led his people in battle against 
the barbarians. Thereupon the oracle at Delphi bade the Athen- 
ians fetch the bones of Theseus and give them honorable burial. 
But how were they to set about finding thorn? For even if his 
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grave on the island of Scyros were discovered, how to win his 
r emains from brutal and savage barbarians? At about this time 
Cimon of Athens, the son of Miltiades, conquered the island on 
one of those expeditions which won him fame and glory. While 
he was eagerly looking for the grave of his nation’s hero, he saw 
an eagle soaring above a hiU. He hastened to that place, and the 
bird dropped from the sky and began to claw the earth of a burial 
mound. Cimon took this as a sign from heaven. He had his men 
dig down, and deep in the earth they found the coffin of a tall mtm, 
and beside it a lance and a sword of bronze. Neither he nor those 
with him had any doubt that they had discovered the remains of 
Theseus. Cimon had these sacred relics carried to Athens in a 
splendid trireme, and the Athenians received them with joyful 
acclaim, gorgeous processions, and solemn offerings. It was as 
though Theseus himself had returned to his city. Thus, after cen- 
turies, the descendants of his people paid the giver of their liberty 
and their constitution the debt of thanks and the honor his blind 
contemporaries had denied him. 


THE STORY OF KING OEDIPUS 


THE BIKTH OF OEDIPUS, 

HIS YOUTH, HIS FLIGHT, 

.AND THE MUBDEB OF HIS FATHER 


T AIDS, son of Labdacus, of the line of Cadmus, was king of 
JL/rhebes. For many years he had been married to Jocasta, 
daughter of Menoeceus, a noble of that city, yet she had borne 
him no children. Because he longed so deeply for an heir, he ques- 
tioned the oracle of Apollo at Delphi and was given this answer: 
*T<{uus, son of Labdacus, you desire a child. Well then, you shall 
have a son. But Fate has decreed that you shall lose your life at 
his hands. This is the will of Zeus, son of Cronus, who heard the 
curse of Pelops, whom you once robbed of his son.” Laius had 
committed this wrong in his youth, when he had been forced to 
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flee from his own country, had taken refuge with King Pelops, 
and then repaid the kindness of his host with rank ingratitude. 
For at the Nemean games he had carried off Chrysippus, Pelops’ 
beautiful son. 

Since Laius was well aware of what he had done, he believed 
the oracle and lived apart from his wife for a long time. But the 
great love they had for each other drove them into each other’s 
arms again in spite of the warning they had received, and in due 
time Jocasta bore her husband a son. When the child was before 
their eyes, they remembered the utterance of the oracle, and in 
an effort to escape the decree of Fate, decided to expose the new- 
born infant in the mountainous region of Cithaeron, his ankles 
pierced and bound with a thong. But the shepherd who had been 
chosen to carry out this cruel command had pity on the innocent 
boy and handed him over to a fellow herdsman who, on the slopes 
of those same mountains, pastured the sheep of Polybus, king of 
Oirinth. Then he went home and pretended to have done as he 
had been told. The king and his wife Jocasta were certain the 
child must have died of hunger and thirst or been tom to pieces 
by wild beasts, and that the oracle, therefore, could not possibly 
be fulfilled. They eased their conscience with the thought that, 
by sacrificing the child, they had saved him from murdering his 
father, and resumed the course of their days with lighter hearts. 

In the meantime the shepherd of Polybus loosed the bonds of 
the child he had accepted, not knowing who he was or whence 
he came, and because his ankles showed wounds, he called the boy 
Oedipus, or Swollen-Foot. Then he took him to his master, the 
king of Corinth, who had compassion on the foundling and bade 
his wife Merope rear him as if he were her own son, and the court 
and the entire country did, indeed, regard him as such. He grew 
into young manhood as a prince, never doubting that he was the 
son and heir of King Polybus, who had no other children. But 
chance shattered his joyful self-assurance. Once at a banquet, a 
citizen of Corinth who bore him a grudge from sheer envy, grew 
heated with wine and called to Oedipus, who was reclimng on the 
couch opposite him, that he was not the king’s true son. The 
youth was so deeply disturbed by this taunt that he could hardly 
wait for the end of the feast. All that day he kept his doubts to 
himself, but the next morning he confronted the king and queen 
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and asked for the truth. Folybus and his wife were indignant at 
the miscreant who had allowed such words to slip from him, and 
tried to quiet the youth with evasive replies. He was calmed by 
the love which shone through all they said, but from that time on 
suspicion gnawed at his heart, for the words of his enemy had 
made a deep impression on him. He resolved to leave the palace 
secretly, and without the knowledge of his foster parents he set 
out for the oracle of Delphi, hoping to hear the sun-god give the 
lie to what he had been told. Phoebus Apollo did not deign to 
reply to his question. Instead he revealed a new and far more 
terrible misfortune than the one Oedipus feared. “You will slay 
your father,” said the oracle. “You will wed your own mother and 
leave loathsome descendants behind in the world.” When Oedipus 
heard this, he was struck with horror, and since he stiU regarded 
Polybus and Merope as his father and mother, he did not dare 
return home, for fear that Fate might guide his hand against the 
king, and the gods afflict him with madness so wild that he would 
wickedly wed his mother. 

He left the oracle and took the road to Boeotia. While he was 
still between Delphi and the city of Daulia he came to a cross- 
roads and saw a chariot rolling toward him. In it sat an old man 
he had never seen, and with him were a herald, a charioteer, and 
two servants. The charioteer and the old man impatiently 
crowded the wayfarer from the narrow path. Oedipus, who was 
quick to anger, lunged out at the charioteer, and at that the old 
man brandished his goad at the insolent youth and brought it 
down on his head. This roused Oedipus to senseless rage. For 
the first time he used the great strength the gods had gven him, 
lifted the staff he carried on his journey, and struck the old man 
so that he toppled backwards from the chariot. A fight ensued, 
and the youth had to defend his life against three assailants. But 
he was younger and stronger than they. Two he killed. One 
escaped and ran away, and Oedipus continued on his journey. 

He did not dream that he had done anything but take revenge 
on some common Phocian or Boeotian who had tried to harm him. 
F or there had been nothing about the old man to show that he was 
a dignitary or of noble birth. In reality he was Laius, king of 
Thebes, his father, who had been bound on a journey to the 
Pythian oracle. And so Fate fulfilled the prophecy given to both 
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father and son, the prophecy both had so zealously sought to 
evade. Damasistratus, a man from Flataea, found the bodies 
lying on the ground, was moved to pity, and buried them. Hun- 
dreds of years later, travellers could still see the monument: a 
heap of stones, lying in the fork of the road. 
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OEDIPUS IN THEBES 

Not long after this, a fearful monster appeared before the gates 
of Thebes, a winged sphinx, whose forepart was that of a 
maiden while the hindpart had the shape of a lion. She was one 
of the daughters of Typhon and Echidna, the serpent-nymph 
whose fruitful womb had borne so many monsters, and a sister to 
Cerberus, the hound of Hades, to the Lemean Hydra, and the 
fire-spewing Chimaera. This sphinx settled on a cliff and asked 
the people of Thebes all sorts of riddles the Muses had taught 
her. If a man could not hit upon the answer, she tore him to pieces 
and devoured him. This affliction came upon the city just as 
the people were mourning their king, who had been slain on a 
journey — ^no one knew by whom. Creon, Queen Jocasta’s brother, 
had become ruler in his stead, and the sphinx grew so bold that 
she consumed his own son, to whom she had posed a riddle he 
could not solve. This last blow decided King Creon to proclaim 
that whoever freed the city of the monster should receive the 
realm in reward and his sister Jocasta to wife. At the very moment 
the crier was calling out these words, Oedipus entered the city of 
Thebes. Both the danger and the prize challenged him, and be- 
sides he did not place too high a value upon a life so shadowed 
by gloomy prophecy. He climbed the cliff where the sphinx had 
taken up her abode and offered to solve a riddle. The monster 
was determined to confront this bold stranger with one she con- 
sidered quite impossible to guess. She said : *Tn the morning it 
goes on four feet, at noon on two, and in the evening on three. Of 
all creatures liAung, it is the only one that changes the number 
of its feet, yet just when it walks on the most feet, its speed and 
strength are at their lowest ebb.” 

Oedipus smiled when he heard this riddle, which did not seem 
at all difflcult to him. “It is Man,” he replied. “In the morning of 
his life, when he is a weak and helpless child, he crawls on his 
two hands and two feet. At the noon of his life he has grown 
strong and walks on his two feet, but when he is old and the eve- 
ning of his life is come, he needs support and takes a staff for a 
third foot.” This was the correct answer, and the sphinx was so 
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ashamed of her defeat and so enraged that she threw herself from 
the cliff and died on the instant. Creon kept his promise. He 
gave Oedipus the kingdom of Thebes and married him to Jocasta, 
who was his mother. Through the years she bore him four chil- 
dren: first the twin boys Eteocles and Polynices, and then two 
daughters, the elder of whom was Antigone, and the younger 
Ismene. But these four were not only his children but also his 
sisters and brothers. 


THE DISCOVERY 

For many years the dreadful secret remained hidden, and 
Oedipus, who was a good and just king, though he had his faults, 
ruled Thebes together with Jocasta and was loved and honored 
by his subjects. But in due time the gods sent a plague upon the 
land which wrought havoc among the people and against which 
no remedy could prevail. The Thebans regarded this pestilence 
as a punishment and sought protection from their king who, they 
believed, was a favorite of the immortals. Men and women, the 
aged and the children, came to the palace in a long procession led 
by priests with olive branches in their hands, seated themselves 
all about and on the steps of the altar standing before the palace, 
and waited for their king to appear. When Oedipus heard their 
clamor, he came out and asked its cause, and why the entire city 
fumed with the smoke of offerings and resounded with lament. 
The eldest among the priests answered in behalf of all : “You can 
see for yourself, O master,” he said, “what wretchedness we are 
forced to endure. The hills and the fields are burned with drought 
and heat ; the plague is raging in our homes. The city cannot lift 
its head through the waves of blood and destruction. And so we 
have come to take refuge with you, our beloved king. Once before 
you freed us from the tyranny of the Asker of Biddles. Surely 
this did not come to pass without the help of the gods. And so we 
put our trust in you, believing that either through gods or men 
you will find help for us again.” 

“My jmor children,” Oedipus replied, “I know the cause of 
your prayers. I know that you are wasting with disease. But my 
heart is sadder than yours, for I do not mourn this one or that 
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one, but the entire city. To me your coming is no sudden awaken- 
ing, as though I had slept ! I have brooded over your distress and 
cast about for some cure, and I think I have found it at last. For 
I have sent my own brother-in-law Creon to Delphi, to the oracle 
of Apollo, to ask by what deed or what other means the city can 
be set free!” 

Even as Oedipus spoke, Creon appeared in the throng and re- 
ported the oracle to the king before all the people. But it was not 
very consoling. “The god bade us thrust out an evil the land is 
harboring,” said Creon, “and not to cherish that for which no 
purification can atone. The murder of King Laius weighs as 
bloodguilt upon the land.” Oedipus, who did not guess that the 
old man he had killed was the very one for whose sake the wrath 
of the gods was visited upon his subjects, had them tell the story 
of the murder, but still his spirit was blind to the truth. He de- 
clared that he regarded it as his duty to deal with this matter 
himself, and dismissed the assembled people. Then he had pro- 
claimed throughout the land that anyone who knew of the mur- 
derer of King Laius should report all he had learned ; that if one 
dwelling in another land knew anything, the city of Thebes would 
give him thanks and reward for his information ; but that he who 
kept silence to shield a friend, or to hide his complicity, should be 
excluded from all religious services, from the sacrificial feast,and 
even from intercourse with his fellow citizens. As for the murderer 
himself, he cursed him with awful imprecations and called down 
on him misery and need for all the days of his life, and in the end 
utter destruction. He was not to escape disaster, even if he were 
hiding in the palace itself. In addition to all this, Oedipus dis- 
patched two messengers to the blind seer Tiresias, who almost 
matched Apollo in his power to probe the unknown and behold 
the unseen. Soon after, the aged seer came before the king and 
the assembly of the people. A boy led him by the hand. Oedipus 
told him of the misfortune which had fallen on the country and 
begged him to use his gift of prophecy to help find the murderer 
of King Laius. 

But Tiresias broke into lament and, stretching his hands out 
toward the king as if to ward off some terrible thing, he ex- 
claimed ; “Awful is the knowledge that brings sadness to him who 
knows! Let me go home! O king, bear your burden and let me 
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bear mine !” These veiled words only made Oedipus more and 
more insistent, and the people themselves fell on their knees to 
beg the seer to speak. When he refused to make his meaning clear, 
Oedipus grew angry and taunted Tiresias with being the con- 
fidant or perhaps even the helper of the murderer, saying that 
only the old man’s blindness kept him from thinking that he 
himself had committed the crime. This accusation loosened the 
prophet’s tongue. “Oedipus,” he cried, “obey the orders you 
yourself proclaimed ! Do not speak to me, do not speak to any- 
one of your people. It is you who are the evil that taints the city ! 
Yes, it is you who murdered the king and live in guilty union with 
those dear to you !” 

^ And still the mind of Oedipus was closed to the truth. He called 

f the soothsayer a knave and a trickster and accused both him and 
5 Creon of plotting against the throne, of weaving a network of 
1 lies in order to drive him, who had liberated the city, from power. 
J But Tiresias replied by calling him — ^unambiguously now — ^the 
slayer of his father and the husband of his mother, and then 
groped for his little guide’s hand and went away in anger. Mean- 
time Creon had heard of the accusation launched against him and 
hastened to confront Oedipus. A violent quarrel broke out be- 
tween them, and Jocasta’s attempts to calm them were of no avaiL 
They parted unreconciled and rankhng with bitterness and 
hatred. 

Jocasta herself was blinder than the king himself ; hardly had 
she heard that Tiresias had pointed him out as the slayer of Laius, 
when she protested against the seer and his vaunted powers. “It 
just goes to show,” she said scornfully, “how little these prophets 
know ! Take an example : An oracle once told my first husband 
Laius that he would die at the hands of his son. But actually he 
was killed by robbers, at a forking of the road, and our only 
son was tied by the feet and exposed in a waste mountain region 
when he was only three days old. That is how oracles are ful- 
filled!” 

The queen laughed mockingly, but her words had a vary dif- 
ferent effect from that she had intended. “At a crossroads?” 
Oedipus asked, his heart shaken with fear. “Did you say that 
Laius fell at a crossroads? How old was he then? How did he 
look?” 
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Jocasta answered readily, unaware of her husband’s agitation. 
“He was tall, and his hair was just turning white. He was not 
unlike you.” 

And now Oedipus was seized with real terror. It was as if a 
flash of lightning had split the darkness of his mind. “It is not 
Tiresias who is blind !” he cried. “He sees, he knows !” And though 
in his soul he recognized the truth, he asked question after ques- 
tion, hoping for answers which would prove his discovery a mis- 
take. But the replies only established it more firmly, and at last 
he learned that a servant had escaped, come home, and told of 
the murder ; that when Oedipus ascended the throne, this man had 
begged to be set as far as possible from the city, to the farthest 
pastures of the king. Now he was summoned, but just as he ar- 
rived, a messenger from Corinth entered the palace to announce 
to Oedipus the death of Polybus, his father, and to call him to 
the vacant throne. 

When she heard this, the queen said triumphantly : “O divine 
oracle, where are the truths you utter ! The father Oedipus was 
supposed to slay hsw just died peacefully of old age.” But King 
Oedipus, who had greater reverence for the gods, thought other- 
wise. He wanted to believe that Polybus was his father, yet could 
not bring himself to think that an oracle might be false. And he 
hesitated to go to Corinth for still another reason. There was the 
second part of the oracle to consider ! Merope, his mother, was 
living, and Fate might drive him into marriage with her. What 
doubts he still had were soon disp>elled by the messenger, the very 
herdsman who, many years ago on Mount Cithaeron, had ac- 
cepted the infant from a servant of Laius and loosed the thongs 
which bound his pierced feet. It was an easy matter for him to 
prove that Oedipus, though heir to the throne of Corinth, had 
been only the foster son of Polybus. And when the king of Thebes 
now asked for the servant who had delivered him to the herdsman, 
he discovered that it was he who had escaped death when King 
Laius was murdered and had been tending the king’s cattle at 
the borders of the realm. 

WTien Jocasta heard this, she left her husband and the as- 
sotnbled people with loud wails of despair. Oedipus, who still was 
trying to evade the inevitable, explained her going in this way : 
“She is afraid,” he said to the people. “She is a proud wmnan and 
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fears that I may turn out to be of humble birth. As for me, I 
regard myself as the son of Good Fortune, and I am not ashamed 
of a family tree such as that.” And now the herdsman was 
brought, and the messenger from Corinth at once recognized 
him as the servant who had put the child into his hands. The old 
man paled with terror and stammered denials, but when Oedipus 
had him fettered and threatened him, he told the truth: that 
Oedipus was the son of Laius and Jocasta, that the oracle pre- 
dicting he would slay his father had caused them to expose the 
child, but that he, out of pity, had saved his life. 


JOCASTA AND OEDIPUS 
INFLICT PUNISHMENT UPON THEMSELVES 

And now everything was revealed in awful clarity. Oedipus fled 
from the great hall and ran through the palace asking for a 
sword to strike from the face of the earth the monster who was 
both his mother and his wife. But there was no one to answer him, 
for all scattered before this apparition of madness and rage. At 
last he reached his bedchamber, smashed the locked door, and 
broke into the room. He was halted by the sight which met his 
eyes. High above the bed hung Jocasta, her hair framing her 
face in tangled strands, a rope tightened about her throat. For 
a long time Oedipus stared at the corpse, and grief rendered him 
speechless. But then he cried aloud and lowered the rope until 
the body touched the floor. From her robe he tore the golden 
clasps, clutched them in his hand, raised them high, and bidding 
his eyes never more see what he did or suffered, pierced the balls 
until a stream of blood gushed from the sockets. He asked the 
servants to open the gates and lead him out to the people of 
Thebes, that they might see the slayer of his father, the husband 
of his mother, a monster on earth, one hated by the gods. They 
did his bidding, but his subjects, who had loved and revered their 
ruler for so long, felt only compassion for him. Even Creon, 
whom he had accused unjustly, did not make mock of him or 
rejoice in his misfortune. He hurried to remove from the sight 
of the populace this man laden with the curse of the gods, and 
put him in the care of his children. Oedipus was moved by so much 
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kindness. He made his brother-in-law keeper of the throne for 
his young sons, requested that his ill-omened mother be buried, 
and put his orphaned daughters under the protection of the new 
ruler. For himself he demanded exile from the country he had 
tainted with his twofold crime. He wanted to live or die, accord- 
ing to the will of the gods, on Mount Cithaeron, where his parents 
had exposed him so long ago. Then he called for his daughters, 
whose voices he yearned to hear one last time, and laid his hand 
on their heads. He blessed Creon for all the undeserved love he 
had shown him, and fervently prayed that — ^under their new king 
— ^the people of Thebes would enjoy the favor of the gods he him- 
self had been denied. 

Creon led him back into the palace, and now Oedipus, whom 
many thousands had obeyed, whose glory as the liberator of 
Thebes had spread over the world, this man who had solved the 
most difficult of riddles and found the key to his own life’s enigma 
all too late, prepared to go through the gates of his city like a 
blind beggar, and set out on the journey to the very borders of 
his realm. 


OEDIPUS AND ANTIGONE 

In that first hour, when Oedipus had discovered the truth about 
himself, the swiftest death would have been welcome. Had the 
people risen against their king and stoned him, he would have ex- 
ulted. Since the boon of death had been denied him, he had begged 
to be exiled and accepted his banishment as a welcome gift. But 
when he sat in his room in utter darkness, when his frenzy abated, 
he began to conjure up the terrors of wandering through alien 
regions, blind and poor. The love of home stirred in his heart, 
and with it the feeUng that, by the loss of his wife and his sight, 
he had already atoned for wrongs committed unknowingly ; nor 
did he hesitate to voice his wish to remain in Thebes to Creon and 
to his sons Eteoclcs and Polynices. But now it appeared that 
Creon’s kindness had been prompted by a very passing impulse, 
and that the two boys were selfish and hard of heart. Creon com- 
pelled his ill-starred kinsman to keep to his first decision, and the 
sons, whose foremost duty should have been to assist their father, 
refused him their aid. There was barely an exchange of words. 
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They thrust a beggar’s staff into his hand and forced him to 
leave the palace. 

Only his daughters had pity on him. Ismene, the younger, 
stayed behind in her brothers’ house in order to further her 
father’s cause. The elder, Antigone, shared his exile and guided 
the steps of the blind old man. She accompanied him on a journey 
full of hardships. On bare feet she walked, and she, so delicately 
reared, suffered hunger, the heat of the sun, the lash of the rain, 
and was content, if only her father had enough to eat. At first he 
planned to court wretchedness or find death in the barren region 
of Cithaeron. But because he loved the immortals, and did not 
want to take this step without knowing their will, he made a 
pilgrimage to the oracle of Pythian Apollo. And here he was 
given a small measure of comfort. The gods knew that Oedipus 
had sinned against the laws of nature and the most sacred laws 
of human society without his own knowledge or wish. So grave 
a fault had to be atoned for, even though it was done in ignorance, 
but the punishment was not to last forever. After a long time, so 
the oracle foretold, he was to be absolved, and this was to be 
when he reached the land appointed by Fate, the land where the 
stem Eumenides would grant him a refuge. Now the name of 
Eumenides, or Well-Wishers, was one which mortals had given 
to the Erinyes, or Furies, the goddesses of vengeance, in order to 
honor and placate them. Thus the oracle was obscure and strange. 
The Furies were to give Oedipus peace and absolution for his sins 
against nature! But Oedipus trusted the gods and, leaving to 
Fate the fulfillment of that peculiar prophecy, he wandered 
through Greece. His daughter led and tended him, and he lived 
on the alms of the compassionate. He always asked only little and 
received only little, but it sufficed him, for his long exile, his 
sorrow, and his noble spirit had taught him to do without all but 
the barest necessities. 


OEDIPUS AT COLONUS 

After long wanderings through lands inhabited and waste, one 
evening Oedipus and Antigone came to a pleasant village set in 
a grove of tall trees. Nightingales flitted through the boughs, and 
the air stirred with their song. The blooms of the vine breathed 
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fragrance, and the rough gray rocks which strewed the region 
were half hidden by the foliage of olive and laurel. Even though 
Oedipus was blind, his other senses coaveyed to him the loveliness 
of the scene, and from his daughter’s description he concluded 
that they must be in smne holy place. The towers of a city were 
visible on the horizon, and Antigone, upon asking, had learned 
that these belonged to Athens. Weary of the day’s journey, 
Oedipus seated himself on a stone. But a villager, passing by, 
bade him rise, since this was sacred earth, not to be profaned by 
mortal foot. Then he told the travellers that they were in Colonus 
and had come to the grove of the all-seeing Eumenides, a name by 
which the Athenians honored the Furies. And now Oedipus knew 
that he had reached the goal of his wanderings and that his 
tangled destinies would soon unravel themselves. His bearing 
gave the villager pause, and he decided not to drive the stranger 
from his resting-place until he had told his king of the incident. 

*Who is the ruler of your country?” Oedipus asked him, for 
he had been on the road so long that he no longer knew what went 
on in the world. 

“Have you not heard of Theseus, our noble and mighty king?” 
the villager asked in return. “Why, his fame has spread through 
all the land!” 

“If your ruler has, indeed, so noble a spirit,” Oedipus replied, 
‘‘then be my messenger and beg him to come to this place. Tell 
him that for so small a favor I pledge him a very great reward !” 

“What has a blind man to offer a king?” said the pesisant and 
smiled at the stranger half in pity, half in scorn. “And yet,” he 
added thougntfuUy, “were you not blind, the stateliness of your 
form and the majesty in your face would compel me to give you 
honor. And so I shall do as you say and bear your request to the 
king and my fellow citizens. Remain here, until I have done my 
errand. Then let the others decide if you may stay or must go on.” 

When Oedipus was once more alone with Antigone, he rose, 
threw himself on the ground, and poured his heart out in fervent 
prayer to the Eumenides, the dread daughters of darkness and 
Mother Earth, who had chosen this quiet place for their habi- 
tation. “You who inspire terror and yet are merciful too,” he 
prayed, “fulfill the words of Apollo ! Show me the course my life 
is to take, and tell me whether I must suffer still more misery 
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than I have already endured. Have pity upon me, O Children 
of Night! O city of Athens, have pity on the shadow of King 
Oedipus which stands before you, for he himself is dead, even 
though he still breathes.” 

They were not alone for long. The news of a blind man of 
noble bearing who had sat down to rest in the grove of the 
Eumenides, where no mortal is allowed to set foot, had alarmed 
the village elders, and they came and gathered about him to 
hinder him from further desecration of holy ground. They were 
still more perturbed when it became plain that the blind man 
was pursued by Fate, for they feared that the wrath of the gods 
would descend on them as well if they permitted one whom the 
immortals had branded with their displeasure to remain in this 
sacred place. They told him to leave on the instant. Oedipus im- 
plored them not to banish him from the goal of all his wanderings, 
which the voice of a god had foretold, and Antigone too beset 
, them with pleas. “If you have no compassion upon my father’s 
•gray hair,” she said, “accept him for my sake, for the sake of one 
who is forsaken without any guilt on her part. Grant us what 
iwe have almost ceased to hope for, grant us your favor I” 

The villagers were still hesitating between pity for the 
strangers and fear of the Erinyes, when Antigone saw a girl 
coming toward them. She was seated on a small horse and her 
face was shaded by a hat, such as travellers wear. A servant rode 
behind her. “It is my sister Ismene 1” she cried in surprise and 
happiness. “She is bringing us news from home !” And it was, 
indeed, the youngest child of King Oedipus who dismounted and 
^ stood before them. She had left Thebes with one servant of proved 
loyalty and had come to tell her father of conditions in the realm 
he once had ruled. It seemed that his sons were on the verge of 
a disaster which had been brought upon themselves. At first they 
had intended leaving the kingdom to Creon, their uncle, for the 
curse on their family loomed threateningly before them. But as 
the memory of their father faded, they regretted their earlier 
impulse and burned with the lust for power and a king’s glory 
and magnificence. Envy rose up between them. Polynices, invok- 
ing the rights of the eldest, took his turn at kingship first, but 
Eteocles, the younger, not content to alternate with him as he 
had suggested, goaded the people to insurrection and dethroned 
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and banished his brother. Polynices had fled to Argos, in the 
Peloponnesus, so rumor had it in Thebes. There he had married 
the daughter of King Adrastus, won friends and allies, and was 
now threatening his native city with conquest and revenge. In the 
meantime, a new oracle had been proclaimed: that the sons of 
King Oedipus could do nothing without their father ; that if they 
had their welfare at heart they must look for him and find him, 
living or dead. 

This was the news Ismene brought her father. The people of 
Colonus listened in amazement, and Oedipus rose to his full 
height. “So that is how it is !” he said, and his blind face was 
radiant with kingly majesty. “They are asking help of an exile, 
of a beggar ! Now, that I am nothing, I am the one they desire !” 

“Yes,” said Ismene and continued her tale. “Because of this 
oracle, our uncle Creon will be here soon. I was in great haste to 
get here before him. For he is out to talk you over, or to capture 
you and take you to the border of Thebes so that your presence 
may fulfill the oracle in favor of himself and Fteocles, and yet not 
profane the city.” 

“Who told you this?” asked her father. 

“Pilgrims, on the way to Delphi.” 

“And if I die near Thebes, will they bury me in Theban 
earth?” 

“No,” answered the girl. “Your bloodguilt will deter them.” 

“Then they shall never have me!” the old king declared in 
bitter resentment. “If my sons lust for power more than they 
love me, may the immortals keep alive their fatal enmity. And if 
the judging of their feud rests with me, then he who now has the 
scepter in his hands shall not remain on the throne, nor shall he 
who is exiled ever see his native land again. Only my daughters 
are my true children. Let my guilt not be visited upon them I For 
them I implore the blessings of the gods, for them I ask your pro- 
tection ! Give them and me your hdp, and your city shall have 
gain and glory !” 



OEDIPUS AND THESEUS 


The people of Colonus were filled with deep reverence for blind 
Oedipus, whose kingliness clung about him through poverty and 
exile, and counselled him to pour a libation to atone for desecrat- 
ing the sacred grove. Not until then did the village elders learn 
the name and the inadvertent crimes of the king, and who knows 
but that their horror at his deed might not have hardened their 
hearts again, had not Theseus, whom the message had called from 
the city, now joined their circle. He approached the blind 
stranger with courtesy and awe and spoke to him compassion- 
ately. “Unhappy Oedipus, I know of your fate, and those eyes 
which you yourself put out would be enough to tell me whom I 
am addressing. Your misfortunes move my soul. And now tell me 
why you have sought out my city and why you had me summoned. 
Whatever you ask would have to be terrible, indeed, for me to 
refuse you. I have not forgotten that, like you, I also grew up in 
alien lands and suffered hardship and danger.” 

“In these few words you have spoken,” said Oedipus, ‘T recog- 
nize a noble soul. I have come to you with a request which is also 
a gift. I give you my weary self, an insignificant and yet precious 
possession. You shall bury me and harvest a rich reward for your 
kindness and charity.” 

“The favor you ask is slight,” said Theseus in amazement. 
^‘Ask something more, something better, and it shall be yours.” 

“The favor is not as slight as you believe,” Oedipus continued. 
“You will have to wage a war for this wretched old body of mine.” 
And now he told the story of his exile and his kinsmen’s subse- 
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quent attempts to recover him for selfish reasons of tiieir own. 
Then he implored Theseus to give him a hero’s aid. 

Theseus listened attentively. “If only because my house is open 
to evo-y guest,” he said solemnly, “I would not cast you out. 
How then could I daiy hospitality to one whom the gods have 
guided to my hearth, who promises blessings for me and for my 
country?” Then he gave Oedipus the choice of accompanying 
him to Athens or remaining in Colonus as his guest. Oedipus 
chose to stay, since Fate had decreed that he should conquer his 
foes in the place where he was at the moment, and there live his 
life to an honorable and glorious end. The King of Athens 
pledged him ample protection and returned to the city. 


OEDIPUS AXD CREOX 

Soon after this Creon, king of Thebes, invaded Colonus with 
armed followers and hastened to Oedipus. “You are astonished 
that I have come to Attica,” he said to the assembled villagers. 
“But there is no cause for excitement or anger. I am not young 
enough to enter lightly into battle with the strongest city in all 
Greece. I am old and have come only because my fellow citizens 
have dispatched me to urge this man to come back to Thebes.” 
Then he turned to Oedipus and in carefully chosen words ex- 
pressed false sympathy with the sad lot he and his daughter had 
suffered. 

But Oedipus raised his staff and held it out before him as a 
sign that Creon was not to approach more closely. “Shameless 
traitor !” he cried. “If you took me away with you, this would be 
the drop to brim the cup of my sorrows ! Give up all hope that 
through me you will ward punishment from your city, for that 
punishment will surely come. I shall not go with you ; in my stead 
I shall send the demon of vengeance. And my two unfilial sons 
shall have only so much of Theban earth as they need for their 
graves !” 

Now Creon tried to take the blind king by force, but the citi- 
zens of Colonus resisted and, citing Theseus as their authority, 
would not let Creon carry out his purpose. He, the while, had 
signed to his men, who now snatched Ismene and Antigone from 
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their fatiier and dragged them off in spite of the protest of the 
villagers. Then Creon said mockingly: “At least I have taken 
your staves from you. Now try your luck, blind old man, and 
wander on !” And emboldened by success he went up to Oedipus 
once more and was about to lay hands on him when Theseus, who 
had received word of the armed invasion of Colonus, appeared 
on the scene. As soon as he saw and heard what had happened, 
he sent servants on foot and on horseback up the road the Thebans 
had gone with the two girls. Then he declared to Creon that he 
would not release him until he had given Oedipus back his 
daughters. 

“Son of Aegeus,” Creon answered with feigned humility, 
“truly I have not come to make war on you and your city. I did 
not know that your people were so zealously devoted to that blind 
kinsman of mine, whom I meant to do a kindness, or that they 
prefer to shelter one who murdered his father and married his 
mother, rather than return him to his native land !” 

But Theseus bade him be silent and instantly tell him where 
the girls were concealed. After a little, Antigone and Ismene were 
reunited with their father. Creon and his men had left. 


OKDIPUS AND POLYNICES 

Even so Oedipus was to have no rest. From his brief journey in 
pursuit of the daughters of his guest, Theseus brought word that 
one who was close kin to Oedipus, though he had not come from 
Thebes, had set foot on Colonus and prostrated himself as a 
suppliant before the altar in Poseidon’s temple where Theseus 
had only just made offering. 

“That is my son Polynices,” Oedipus said angrily, “my son 
who merits nothing but my hatred. It would be intolerable to me 
even to talk to him !” But Antigone, who loved this brother be- 
cause he was the gentler and kinder of the two, succeeded in sooth- 
ing her father’s wrath and gained his consent at least to hear his 
unhappy son. First Oedipus begged his protector to be ready 
to aid him in case an attempt were made to lead him away by 
force. Then he had his son summoned before him. 

From the very outset, Polynices bore himself very differently 
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from his uncle Creon, and Antigone did not fail to draw her 
father’s attention to this. “I see someone approaching,” she cried. 
“He comes alone. Tears are streaming from his eyes.” Oedipus 
only turned his head away, asking, “Is it he ?” “Yes, dear father,” 
she answered. “Your son Polynices stands before you.” 

Polynices threw himself at his father’s feet and clasped his 
knees. He looked up at him, and grief ate at his heart when he 
saw his beggar’s dress, his empty eyes, and his gray hair blow- 
ing unkempt in the wind. “Too late I see all this !” he moaned. 
“I confess — accuse myself — forgot my father. What would 
have become of him, had my sister not given him care ! Father, 
I have wronged you! Can you forgive me? You are silent? O 
speak, and do not turn from me in such relentless anger! Help 
me, my sisters, to unclose those bitter lips !” 

“First tell us what brought you here,” said Antigone gently. 
“Perhaps your own words will cause him to break his silence.” 
And Polynices told how his brother had driven him from Thebes, 
how Adrastus, king of Argos, had received him and given him his 
daughter to wife, and that there he had won seven princes with 
their forces as his allies in a just cause ; that these had already 
encircled the region of Thebes. Then he begged his father to go 
with him, promising that once his malicious brother had been de- 
throned, he, Polynices himself, would put the crown in his father’s 
hands. 

But his son’s penitence could not soften a spirit so deeply 
offended. “Infamous wretch !” Oedipus cried and made no move 
to raise the suppliant from the ground. “When the throne and 
the scepter were yours, you drove your father from the land. 
You yourself put on him this beggar’s cloak which moves you to 
pity, now that you have had to endure like hardships. You and 
your brother are not my true children. Had it depended on you, 
I should have been dead long since. But the vengeance of the 
gods awaits you. You will fall in your own blood and your brother 
in his. This is the reply you may take to those princes who have 
declared themselves your allies.” 

Antigone hastened over to her brother, who had risen from 
his knees in horror and recoiled from his father. “Obey my most 
fervoit wish, Polynices,” she besought him. “Return to Argos 
frtth your host I Do not make war on your native city.” 
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“That is impossible,” he answered after a moment’s hesita- 
tion. “Flight would mean disgrace for me — ^more than disgrace — 
destruction. Though both of us be doomed to perish, we brothers 
still cannot be friends.” And he freed himself from his sister’s 
embrace and left with a troubled spirit. 

Thus Oedipus resisted the tempting promises held out to him 
by both factions of his kinsmen and yielded them up to the gods 
of vengeance. And now the arcs of his destiny closed to their full 
circle. Crash after crash of thunder sounded from above, and 
the old man understood this voice from heaven and called for 
Theseus with urgency and longing. The darkness of impending 
storm crept over the land, and the blind king trembled with the 
fear that he might die or his reason be impaired before he could 
utter to his host his gratitude for all the kindness he had received 
at his hands. But Theseus came, and Oedipus gave his solemn 
blessing to the city of Athens. Then he asked its king to obey the 
call of the gods and conduct him to where he could die, untouched 
by the hands of any mortal, and beheld only by the eyes of 
Theseus. To no one should he point out the place where Oedipus 
had left the earth. Never should the grave which held him be 
revealed, for in this way it would defend Athens against her foes 
more than spear or shield or the strength of many allies. His 
daughters and the people of Colonus were permitted to accom- 
pany him part of the way, and the train wound into the shadow 
of the grove of the Erinyes. No one was allowed to touch Oedipus, 
and he, the blind man, who had been guided thus far, seemed of 
a sudden to see. He walked erect and strong in the van of the 
procession and led the way to the goal Fate had appointed for 
him. 

In the middle of the grove of the Erinyes the earth gaped, and 
the opening was rimmed with a threshold of bronze, the mouth 
of many winding paths. Legend, taking shape from various 
ancient tales, had it that this cave was an entrance to the under- 
world. Oedipus chose one of the twisting w-ays, but he did not let 
his retinue accompany him to the grotto itself . Under a hollow 
tree he halted, sat down on a stmie, and undid the belt of his 
stained beggar’s dress. Then he caUed for water from a flowing 
stream, cleansed himself of the dust of his long wanderings, and 
donned a festive robe which his daughters brou^t him. When he 



UO KING OEDIPUS 

rose refreshed and renewed, thunder rumbled up from the bowels 
of the earth. Tremulously Antigone and Ismene clung in his 
arms. He kissed them and said: “Farewell, my children. From 
this day on you will be orphaned.” But while he was still clasp- 
ing them close, a voice like a clapper striking on bronze vibrated, 
none knew whether from heaven or the heart of earth, saying: 
“Why do you loiter, Oedipus ? Why do you delay ?” 

The blind king heard and knew that the god was demanding 
his own. He loosed the fingers of his children and laid them in 
the hand of Theseus to show that he put them in his care for the 
rest of their lives. Then he bade all turn their backs on him and 
leave. Only Theseus was permitted to approach the threshold 
of the opening. His retinue and his daughters obeyed him and did 
not look back until they had gone a long way. When they did, 
a miracle had come to pass. There was no longer any sign of 
King Oedipus. No flash of lightning split the sky, no thunder 
crashed, no stormwind swept tiie grove. The air was quiet and 
serene. The dark doors of the underworld had opened noiselessly, 
and the old man, purified and free from pain and regret, had ■>' 
descended into the depths, as though borne on the wings of gentle ; 
spirits. Theseus stood alone, shading his eyes with his hand, as if 
a vision too awesome and divine had dazzled his sight. They saw . 
him lift his arms to Olympus and then throw himself on the earth, 
making supplication both to the immortals in heaven and to the 
gods of the underworld. After this brief prayer, the king re- 
turned to the daughters of King Oedipus and assured them of 
his protection. In unbroken silence, his spirit filled with holy 
divinings, he went back to Athens. 
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POLYNICES AND TYDEUS 
AS THE GUESTS OF ADEASTUS 

ADRASTUS, son of Talaus, king of Argos, had five children, of 
AA which two, Argia and Deipyle, were daughters. Concerning 
these a singular oracle had been issued: their father, so it was 
said, would wed one of them to a lion, the other to a boar. In vain 
the king pondered over the meaning of this strange prophecy, 
and when the girls were grown, thought only of finding them hus- 
bands as quickly as possible, so that nothing might come of the 
lerrible prediction. But the gods see to it that their words are 
fulfilled. 

_ From two different directions fugitives came to the gates of 
cArgos, one from Thebes : Polynices, who had been driven from 
^he city by his brother Eteocles ; the other, Tydeus, son of Oeneus, 
rom Calydon, from which he had fled after unintentionally slay- 
ing a kinsman in the course of a hunt. The two met in Argos, in 
ifront of the palace. Night had fallen, and in the darkness they 
^ook each other for enemies and began to fight. Adrastus heard 
2the clash below, descended with a torch, and separated them. As 
*!they stood to the right and left of him, two stalwart heroes, the 
king started as though he had seen a specter, for on the shield 
of Polynices was a lion’s head, while the head of a boar stared 
at him from that of Tydeus. Polynices had chosen the lion for his 
emblem in honor of Heracles, while Tydeus had taken the boar 
in memory of Meleager and his hunt for the Calydonian Boar. 
Now Adrastus understood the meaning of the oracle. The fugi- 
tives became his sons-in-law. The elder daughter, Argia, was 
wedded to Polynices, the younger, Deipyle, to l^deus. And 
Adrastus pledged both princes to reinstate them on the thrones 
of the countries from which they had been exiled. 

Thebes was chosen as the goal of the first expedition, and 
Adrastus summoned the heroes of the land, seven princes, indud- 



ing himself, with their seven hosts. Their names were Adrastus, 
Polynices, Tydeus, Amphiaraus, the husband of Adrastus’ sister, 
Capaneus, his nephew, and finally Hippomedon and Partheno- 
paeus, brothers of the king of Argos. But Amphiaraus, the king’s 
brother-in-law, who had been his enemy for many years, was a 
soothsayer and foretold a disastrous end to the whole campaign. 
First he tried to shake Adrastus and the other heroes in their 
resolve, but when he saw that his efforts were in vain, he went 
to a hiding-place which no one knew save Eriphyle, his wife and 
sister to the king, and tiiere concealed himself from ail men. For 
a long time they searched for him, since Adrastus did not want 
to go without him whom he caUed the eye of his hosts. 

Now when Polynices had been compelled to leave Thebes, he 
had taken with him a necklace and veil, which Aphrodite had once 
given Harmonia at her marriage to Cadmus, founder of Thebes. 
But both the necklace and vdl were fraught with death for the 
wearer and had already caused the destruction of Harmonia, 
Semele, the mother of Dionysus, and Jocasta. The last to own 
them was Argia, wife of Pol3uuoes, who was also to drain the cup 
of sorrow, and now her husi^nd decided to bribe Eriphyle with 
the necklace and thus get her to reveal the whereabouts of her 
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husband. !Eriphyle had long envied her niece the magnificent 
jewels the stranger had brought her, and so when she saw the 
glittering gems linked with gold, she could not resist, but told 
Polynices to follow her and led him to the refuge of Amphiaraus. 
The seer could not now well evade joining his fellows, all the less 
because when he and Adrastus had called a truce to their feud, 
and the king had given him his sister to wife, he had promised to 
let Eriphyle be the judge of any future disagreemoit which 
might come up between her brother and her husband. So Amphi- 
araus girt on his armor and assembled his warriors. But before 
he set out, he called his son Alcmaeon and had him swear a solemn 
oath that the moment he heard of his father’s death, he would 
take vengeance on the wife who had betrayed him. 


THE HEBOES SET OUT 
HYPSIPYLE AND OPHELTES 

The other heroes had also completed their preparations, and soon 
Adrastus stood ringed by a mighty host, which set out in seven 
divisions, commanded by seven heroes. They left the city of 
Argos, their hearts high with hope and assurance, and the fan- 
fares of trumpets and shrilling of flutes speeded them on their 
way. But long before they arrived at their destination, mis- 
fortune overtook them. They had reached the woods of Nemea. 
Every spring and river and lake had run dry, and they were 
tormented with heat and burning thirst. Their armor weighed 
upon their limbs ; the shields were heavy in their hands, and the 
fine dust their feet whirled up in the road settled on their dry 
lips and gritted in their mouths. The very foam flecks dried on 
the jowls of their horses; they distended thdr nostrils and 
champed at the bit, their tongues swollen with thirst. 

While Adrastus with some others was searching the woods for 
a spring or a well, they came upon a mourning woman of singular 
beauty. She was seated in the shadow of a tree, a boy-child at her 
breast, and though her dress was mean, her floating locks and 
proud bearing gave her the appearance of a queen. The king 
was overwhelmed with astonishment, and thinking that this must 
surely be the nymph of these forests, he fell on his knees before 
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her and implored her aid for himself and his men who were perish- 
ing of thirst. But the woman cast down her eyes and answered 
him hmnbly. am no goddess, stranger. And if you see about 
me something which is more than mortal, it must have been 
stamped on my features by greater suffering than others bear. 
I am Hypsipyle, daughter of Thoas. Once I was queen among the 
women of Lemnos. But I was seized by pirates and then, after un- 
utterable misery, sold as a slave to King Lycurgus of Nemea. The 
boy I am nursing is not my own. He is Opheltes, the son of my 
lord, and I have been chosen to tend him. As for you, I shall 
gladly help you procure what you need. A single spring still 
gushes in this desolate waste, and no one but myself knows of the 
secret approach to it. There will be enough water to refresh all 
your host. Follow me !” And the woman rose, laid the child tend- 
erly in the soft grass, and lulled him with a little song. 

Adrastus and his men called the others, and soon the entire 
host crowded the narrow woodland path after Hypsipyle. Wind- 
ing through the thick underbrush, they reached a rock-hewn 
gorge. Over it hovered cool spray. It blew into the hot faces of 
those who had outstripped the queen walking with their leader 
and slaked their skin with moisture. The sound of water, falling 
over stone in a torrent, grew louder and louder. “Water!” they 
cried exultingly, leaped down into the ravine, and stood on the 
wet boulders, catching the jets in their helmets. “Water, water I” 
echoed the host. Their voices rang above the surge of the cascade, 
and the cliffs echoed the shout. They threw themselves along the 
green margin of the brimming brook which issued from the 
ravine, and gulped the sweet cool water in long satisfying 
draughts. They found a wider passage for the chariots. The 
charioteers did not stop to unharness the horses but drove 
straight into the swirling tide, where the brook broadened to a 
river, and let their beasts cool their sweating flanks and dip their 
weary heads. 

When every man and every creature was refreshed, Hypsipyle 
guided Adrastus and his followers back to the road, telling them 
of the deeds and sufferings of the women of Lemnos, while the 
host followed at a respectful distance. Before they reached the 
place where they had first seen Hypsipyle under the arched 
branches of a tree, her ear, sharpened by watchfulness for her 
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nursling, plainly caught the frightened wail of the child, which 
the rest scarcely heard. She herself had been the mother of chil- 
dren, left behind in Lemnos when the pirates took her away from 
those she loved, and now all her love was lavished on little 
Opheltes. Her pulse beat faster with foreboding. Swiftly she ran 
to the place where she had held the child to her bosom. He was 
gone, and she no longer heard even his voice. But as her eyes 
swiftly searched about the tree, she suddenly realized the terrible 
fate which had befallen her charge while she was doing a kindness 
to the Argive host. For not far from the trunk lay a hideous 
serpent coiled in idle repose, heavy with the meal it just had made. 
Her very hair stood up in horror, and her cries of agony trembled 
on the wind and were carried to the heroes, who hurried to aid 
her. The first to see the serpent was Hippomedon. Without an 
instant’s reflection he tore a rock from the ground and hurled it 
at the creature, but the stone rebounded from the scaly body, 
and crumbled as if it had been a handful of earth. Then Hip- 
pomedon lunged at the monster with his spear. It sped into the 
gaping jaws, spattered the grass with the serpent’s brains, and 
the point came out at the crest. The body turned like a top on 
the long projecting spear, and the hissing breath came in slower 
and slower gasps until the creature lay dead. 

And now the poor foster mother dared follow the traces of the 
child. The earth was red with his blood, and at last, far from the 
trunk of the tree, she found a pile of little bones picked bare. She 
knelt, gathered them in her lap, and gave them to Adrastus. He 
buried the boy who had lost his life because of them and arranged 
a solemn funeral feast for him. In his honor they founded the 
Nemean games and worshipped him as a demigod under the name 
of Archemorus, the Early-Perfect. 

Hypsipyle did not escape the rage which the child’s death 
kindled in Eurydice, wife of Lycurgus. She had her slave im- 
prisoned and vowed she should die the cruelest of deaths. But 
by the grace of Chance, Hypsipyle’s eldest sons were already on 
the trail of their mother, and soon after these hapi)enings they 
reached Nemea and freed her from captivity. 
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THE HEROES ARRIVE IN THEBES 

‘‘This is an omen of how this expedition will end !” Amphiaraus, 
the seer, had said gloomily when they discovered the bones of 
Opheltes. But the others were more concerned with the killing of 
the serpent and claimed that this was a sign of good fortune. And 
because the host had fully recovered from the hardship of thirst, 
they were all in excellent spirits and paid no attention to the 
sighs of this prophet of evil. A few days more, and the Argives 
were before the walls of Thebes. 

Eteocles and his uncle Creon were prepared to defend the city 
long and stubbornly, and now the son of Oedipus addressed his 
people: “Remember, fellow citizens, what you owe the city which 
was a gentle mother to you in childhood and reared you to stal- 
wart warriors. All of you, from the youth who has not yet grown 
into manhood, to the man whose hair is graying, I call on you 
all to defend the altars of your native gods, your fathers, wives, 
and children, the free earth on which you stand. He who reads 
omens from the flight of birds has told me that during the coming 
night the Argives will concentrate their host and make an attack 
upon Thebes. On to the gates ! To the walls ! To arms ! Occupy 
the ramparts ! Man the towers ! Guard every entrance and do not 
fear the numbers of the enemy. My spies are all about and will 
discover the tactics of the foe. I shall make my plans according to 
the message they bring.’’ 

While Eteocles was thus spurring his men to action, Anti- 
gone stood on the highest parapet of the palace, and with her was 
an old man, the armor-bearer of her grandfather Laius. Soon 
after her father’s death she and her sister Ismene had left the 
protection of King Theseus out of a great longing for their own 
country. They came with the vague hope of assisting their 
brother Polynices, even though they did not approve of the siege 
he contemplated, and with the determination to share the fate of 
the beloved city of their birth. Creon and Eteocles had received 
Antigone with open arms, for they regarded her as a voluntary 
hostage and a welcome go-between. 

On this day she had climbed the old palace stair, built of sweet- 
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smelling cedar, and stood on the platform listening to the old 
man as he explained the position of the enemy. The great host 
was encamped on all the fields surrounding the city, along the 
banks of the Ismenus, and around the fountain of Dirce, famed 
since the days of old. There was motion among the men. They 
were dividing oflF into troops, and the entire region shone with the 
glint of metal, like the sea in the sun. Masses of foot-soldiers and 
riders churned around the gates of the besieged city. The girl 
was terror-stricken at the sight, but the old man comforted her* 
^‘Our walls are high and solid,” he said. ‘‘And our oaken gates 
have heavy bolts of iron. The city lies secure within and is de- 
fended by many brave warriors who do not fear the grimmest 
battle.” Then, in response to her questions, he pointed out to her 
the various leaders. “That one over there, whose helmet glitters 
in the light, who swings his great polished shield as though it 
were weightless and goes in the van of his men, is Prince Hip- 
pomedon, who lives in Mycene, near the waters of Lema. He is 
tall of stature, like the giants who once sprang from the earth! 
More to the right, do you see.?^ That one who is just jumping the 
waters of Dirce on his horse, who wears armor resembling that 
of barbarians — that is Tydeus, son of Oeneus, the brother of 
your brother’s wife. He and his Aetolians carry heavy shields 
and are known for their skill in the use of the lance. I recognize 
him by his emblem, for I have visited the enemy’s camp as a 
messenger.” 

“And who is that young hero?” the girl asked. “Young and yet 
with a man’s beard, who looks about with such savage glances? 
He is just passing a burial mound, and his men are following 
him slowly.” 

“That is Parthenopaeus,” the old man told her. “He is the 
son of Atalanta, friend of Artemis. But do you see those two over 
there, near the grave of the daughters of Niobe? The elder is 
Adrastus, who heads the entire expedition, and the younger — 
does he look familiar to you ?” 

“I can see only his shoulders and the outline of his body,” said 
Antigone with painful emotion. “And yet I recognize my brother 
Polynices. Could I but fly like the clouds, float down to him, and 
clasp my arms around his neck! How he gleams in his golden 
armor — ^like the morning sun! But who is that charioteer who 
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holds the reins in so firm a hand, drives a white chariot, and uses 
his goad with such calm deliberation?” 

“That is Amphiaraus, the seer.” 

“And the one who is pacing along the walls, measuring them, 
and looking for the best places to attack?” 

“That is arrogant Capaneus, who has scoffed at our city and 
threatened to take you and your sister to Mycenae, by the waters 
of Lema — as slaves.” 

Antigone paled and asked to be taken back. The old man gave 
her his hand and helped her down the stair and to her chamber. 


MENOECEUS 

In the meantime Creon and Eteocles had been holding a council 
of war and resolved to send one leader to each of the seven gates 
of Thebes ; thus seven Theban princes would oppose Polynices 
and his six allies. But before the battle broke out, they desired 
an omen, such as can be read from the fiight of birds, to give 
them an inkling of the outcome. Now among the Thebans lived 
the seer Tiresias, son of Eueres and the nymph Chariclo. Once, 
in the days of his youth, he had surprised Athene visiting with 
his mother and had seen what he should not. For this the god- 
dess had afilicted him with blindness. Chariclo had implored her 
friend to restore her son’s sight, but this was beyond Athene’s 
power. Out of pity for him she laid a spell on his ears and, of a 
sudden, he understood the languaige of birds. From that time on 
he had been soothsayer for the city. 

Creon sent his young son Menoeceus to guide the old seer to 
the palace, and soon after Tiresias appeared before the king, 
standing with trembling knees between his daughter Manto and 
the boy. When he was pressed to tell what the birds boded for 
the city, he was silent for a long time. At last he spoke, and his 
words were sad. “The sons of Oedipus are guilty of a grave sin 
against their father. They will bring bitterness and sorrow to the 
land of Thebes. Argives and Cadmeans will slaughter one an- 
other, and brother will die at the hand of brother. I know of 
only one way to save the city, but that is too terrible to face even 
for the sake of rescue. My Ups refuse to utter it. Farewell!” He 
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turned to go, but Creon pleaded with him stormily, and at last 
Tiresias yielded to his importunity. “You insist on hearing it?” 
he asked, and his tone was stem. “Then speak I must. But first 
tell me where your son Menoeceus is who brought me here.” 

“He stands beside you,” said Creon. 

“Then let him flee as far as his feet will take him, before I 
utter the will of the gods !” 

“But why?” asked Creon. “Menoeceus is his father’s true 
child. He can keep silence if it is better so, and it will be a glad 
thing for him to know the means which may save us all.” 

“Then hear what I have learned from the birds,” said Tiresias. 
“Fortune will again visit you, but the threshold she must cross 
will be mournful. The youngest of the race sprung from the 
dragon seed must perish. Only through his fall can you issue 
victorious from this encounter.” 

“Alas!” cried Creon. “What is the meaning of your words, 
old man?” 

“That the youngest descendant of Cadmus must die if the city 
is to be saved.” 

“You demand the death of my darling child, of my son 
Menoeceus?” Creon drew himself up haughtily. “Away with 
you ! Out of my city ! I can dispense with your gloomy prophe- 
cies.” 

“Is the truth invalid because it brings sorrow to your heart?” 
Tiresias asked gravely. And now Creon cast himself at his feet, 
clasped his knees, and implored the prophet by his gray locks to 
retract what he had said. But the seer was firm. “The offering 
cannot be evaded,” he said. “At the fountain of Dirce, where the 
dragon once rested his coils, the boy’s blood must flow. Farth 
will be your friend only when in return for the human blood she 
once infused in Cadmus through the teeth of the dragon, she re- 
ceives the blood of a kinsman of Cadmus. If Menoeceus consents 
to sacrifice himself for his city, he will, in death, be its liberator, 
and the homecoming of Adrastus and his host will be unblest. 
There are two ways before you, Creon. Now choose which it shall 
be.” 

When Tiresias had spoken, he left the hall with his daughter. 
Creon sank into a deep silence. At last he called out in anguish : 
“How gladly would I myself die for my country ! But to offer up 
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you, my child . . . Gh), my son, as far as your feet will carry 
you. Leave this accursed land, too evil to contain your innocence. 
€k) by way of Delphi, Aetolia, and Thesprotia to the oracle of 
Dodona, and there take refuge in the sanctuary.” 

“Yes,” said Menoeceus, and his eyes shone. “Give me what- 
ever I shall need for the journey, and you may be sure I shall 
find the way.” But when Creon, calmed by his son’s tractability, 
had hurried to his post, the boy threw himself upon the earth and 
made fervent prayer to the gods. “Forgive me, immortals, if I 
have lied; if by false words I freed my father from fears un- 
worthy of him ! It is not dishonorable for him, an old man, to be 
afraid. But what cowardice it would be if I betrayed the land 
to which I owe life! Hear my oath, O gods, and accept it 
graciously. For through my death I shall save my country. 
Flight would be too shameful! I shall mount the rampart and 
throw myself into the deep, dark gorge of the dragon, for in this 
way the prophet said I could save the land of Thebes.” 

And the boy rose and hastened to the highest point of the 
palace wall, measured the ranks of his enemies with one brief 
glance, and cursed them with solemn imprecation. Then he drew 
out the dagger he had hidden in the folds of his tunic, plunged 
it into his throat, and fell from that steep rampart. His shat- 
tered body came to rest on the margin of the fountain of Dirce. 

M'S 

THE ATTACK UPON THEBES 

The oracle had been fulfilled. Creon bridled his sense of utter 
despair, while Eteocles assigned seven bands of men to the seven 
guardians of the gates, dispatched rider after rider to replace 
them, and set up light infantry behind the shield-bearers, so that 
every site where attack was probable might be fully protected. 
And now the Argive army moved across the plain, and the storm- 
ing of the walls began. The air shook with ringing song, and 
trumpets blared, both from the ramparts of Thebes and the ranks 
of the enemy. 

First Parthenopaeus, son of Atalanta, the huntress, led his 
battalions, shield crowded against shield, toward one of the gates. 
Embossed on his own shield was the image of his mother slaying 
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the Aetolian Boar with her swift arrow. Amphiaraus, the sooth- 
sayer, moved toward a second gate, and in his chariot were sacri- 
ficial anunals to offer the gods. His weapons were unadorned, and 
his shield shining and empty. Hippomedon advanced toward the 
third gate. His emblem was hundred-eyed Argus, watching lo, 
whom Hera had changed into a heifer. Tydeus guided his men 
toward the fourth gate. A shaggy lion’s skin was pictured on his 
shield, and in his right hand he brandished a torch, swinging it 
angrily, from side to side. King Polynices, exiled from his coun- 
the attack against the fifth gate, and his coat of arms was 
a team of horses rearing in rage. The sixth gate was the goal of 
Capaneus, who boasted of being the equal of Ares, the war-god. 
Carved on the metal surface of his shield was a giant who had 
lifted a whole city from its foundations and was carrying it on 
his shoulders ; this was meant to symbolize the fate Capaneus had 
in mind for Thebes. Toward the seventh and last gate came 
Adrastus, king of the Argives, and his escutcheon showed a hun- 
dred dragons bearing off in their jaws the children of Thebes. 

When the seven leaders were close to the gates, they opened 
battle with slings, bows, and spears. But the Thebans fended off 
this first attack so fiercely that the Argives were forced to with- 
draw. Then Tydeus and Polynices bethought themselves quickly 
and cried : “Comrades, why wait until we fall beneath their mis- 
siles? Now, this very instant, let us storm the gates with our foot 
soldiers, riders, and charioteers — ^all together with one mass 
charge !” His words spread through the host like fiame, and the 
Argives took heart again. They surged forward with concerted 
strength, but the outcome was no happier than before. With 
bashed heads the attackers sank at the feet of the defenders. 
Whole battalions died beneath the walls, and the dry earth was 
turned into rivers of blood. At that, Parthenopaeus hurled him- 
self at the gate like a tempest and called for fire and axes to 
demolish and bum it to the ground. Periclymenus, a Theban hero 
whose post was on the rampart nearby, watched his efforts and, 
at the given moment, tore loose from the wall a mass of stone 
large enough to fill a wagon, and it fell, crushing the blond head 
of the besieger and grinding his bones to dust. When Eteocles 
saw that this gate was safe, he flew to the others. At the fourth 
he came upon Tydeus raging like a dragon. He jerked his head 
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under his helmet with its streaming plumes, and the shield he 
was holding over it shrilled with the clang of the metal discs 
fastened around the rim. High toward the wall he hurled his 
lance, and the band of shield-bearers around him launched a hail 
of sjjears at the top of the rampart, so that the Thebans had to 
retreat from the edge. 

At this moment Eteocles appeared on the scene. He re- 
assembled them as a huntsman gathers the pack which has scat- 
tered, and led them back to the wall. Then he hastened on from 
gate to gate. He met Capaneus, who was carrying a tall ladder 
and boasting that Zeus himself should not keep him from razing 
the conquered city to the ground. With these insolent words he 
set the ladder against the wall and, in a pelting storm of stones, 
climbed the slippery rungs under cover of his shield. But it was 
not the Thebans who punished him for his impious vaunt. Zeus 
himself lay in wait for the offender and slew him with a thunder- 
bolt, just as he was leaping from ladder to wall. The blow was 
so mighty that the whole earth quaked. His limbs were strewn 
around the ladder, his hair flamed up to the sky, and his blood 
spattered the rungs. Like wheels, his hands and feet rolled in a 
circle, and his trunk burned on the ground. 

King Adrastus took this for a sign that the father of gods was 
hostile to his undertaking. He guided his men away from the city 
moat and gave orders to retreat. And when the Thebans saw the 
happy omen given them by Zeus, they rushed from their city on 
foot and in chariots and wrought confusion among the Argive 
hosts. Chariot clashed against chariot and bodies struck the 
earth. The Thebans were victorious, but not until they had driven 
the enemy far from their walls did they return to their city. 


BBOTHEBS IN SINGLE COMBAT 

This was the end of the attack on the city of Thebes. But when 
Creon and Eteocles were back in the shelter of their own ram- 
parts, the beaten Argive host gathered again and was soon ready 
to attack once more. The Thebans, quickly aware of this, had 
small hope of resisting a second time, since their numbers had 
been thinned and their strength weakened by the first attack. And 



then King Kteocles came to a bold resolve. He sent his herald to 
the Argives, who had again approached and were camped near 
the city moat. He had him call for silence, and then he himself, 
standing on the highest tower of his palace, cried to his own men 
within and to the Argives without the walls. “Danai and Ar- 
gives,” he said in ringing tones, “all of you who have come to 
beset this city, and you, the people of Thebes : do not sacrifice 
so many lives for me and Polynices ! Rather let me hear the brunt 
of this feud and fight with my brother in single combat. If I slay 
him, let me rule the land. But should I fall by his hand, the 
scepter shall be his, and my foes shall lower their weapons and 
return home without wasting more blood.” 

Then from the ranks of the Argives sprang Polynices, declar- 
ing his willingness to accept these conditions. Both sides were 
already more than tired of a war which could benefit only one 
of two, and so the opposing hosts applauded Eteocles’ proposal. 
An agreement was drawn up, and both leaders confirmed it with 
solemn oath. And now the sons of Oedipus armed themselves from 
head to foot. The noblest of the Thebans accoutred their king, 
and the most powerful among the Argives fitted out Polynices, 
the exile from his realm. They confronted each other sheathed in 
bronze, and brother measured brother with strong and steadfast 
gaze. “Remember,” the friends of Polynices called to him, “re- 
member that Zeus expects you to rear him a monument in Argos, 
in gratitude for the victory he is about to grant you !” And the 
Thebans urged on Prince Eteocles. “You are fighting for your 
city and your throne,” they said. “Let the thought of this double 
prize spur you on to win !” 

Before the combat began, the soothsayers from both sides 
came together and made sacrifice, to discover from the shapes of 
the flames what the outcome would be. But the signs were un- 
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certain; they could be read as victory or defeat for the one side 
or the other. When the offerings had been made and the brothers 
stood ready, Polynices lifted his hands in supplication, turned 
his head toward the land of the Argives, and prayed: “Hera, 
sovereign over Argos, from your country I chose my wife, in 
your country I live. Let me, your citizen, win, and dye my right 
hand in the blood of my foe !’* 

Eteocles, the while, looked toward Athene’s temple in Thebes. 
“O daughter of Zeus,” he pleaded, “guide my lance straight to 
its mark, to the breast of him who came to destroy my father- 
land !” As the last word left his lips, a fanfare of trumpets pro- 
claimed the beginning of the combat, and the two brothers ran 
forward and hurled themselves upon each other like savage boars 
who have whetted their tusks for the fight. Their lances crossed 
in mid-air and rebounded from the shields. And now they aimed 
their spears at each other’s faces and eyes, but again the shields 
caught the thrusts. As for the spectators, the sweat broke out 
over their bodies in great drops at the sight of so grim a struggle. 
And now Eteocles put out his right foot to push aside a stone 
lying in his way and incautiously allowed his left to protrude 
from under his shield. At once Polynices reached forward with his 
spear and pierced his shin, while the entire Argive host shouted 
with joy as if this one wound had decided the victory. But even 
when Eteocles felt the point enter his flesh, he did not allow his 
senses to blur with the pain and, keeping a sharp lookout, saw 
his opponent’s shoulder exposed. He launched his spear and it 
struck, but not deeply, so that only the point broke off, and the 
Thebans exclaimed only a little in halfhearted joy. Eteocles re- 
coiled, picked up a fragment of marble, and casting it, split his 
brother’s lance in half. And now they were even again since each 
had lost one of his weapons. They took a firm grip on their swords 
and fought breast to breast. Shield rang on shield, and the air 
quivered with the clash of battle. Then Eteocles remembered a 
trick he had learned in Thessaly. He suddenly shifted his posi- 
tion, drew backward, throwing his weight on his left foot, covered 
the lower part of his body with great care, and then leaped for- 
ward with his right foot and pierced his brother, who was unpre- 
pared for so sudden a chan^ in position, through the stomach, 
just above the hips. Polynices leaned to one side and then sank 
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to the ground in a pool of blood. Eteocles, sure of victory, cast 
aside his sword and bent over his dying brother to take his arms 
from hinl, but this was his undoing. For, in his fall, Polynices had 
not loosed his grasp on his sword, and now, though his breath 
came in feeble gasps, he still had strength enough to thrust the 
blade into the very liver of Eteocles, bending above him. Dying, 
he fell beside his dying brother. 

And now the gates of Thebes were flung wide, and the women 
and slaves poured out to lament their dead ruler. But Antigone 
leaned over her brother Polynices whom she loved, to catch a last 
word from his lips. Eteocles had died almost immediately. A 
single long rattling sigh, and he was no more. But Polynices still 
breathed. He turned his dimming eyes toward his sister and said : 
‘^How I mourn your lot, my sister, and that of my dead brother, 
who was once my friend and became my foe ! Only now that I 
am dying do I know how much I loved him ! As for you, I beg 
you to bury me in the earth of my native land. Do not let the city 
of Thebes deny me this. And now close my eyes with your hand, 
for already the shadow of death lies cold upon my forehead.” 

He died in his sister’s arms, and at once both sides began to 
wrangle aloud in bitter disagreement. The Thebans credited 
Eteocles, their lord, with the victory, while the Argives claimed 
it for Polynices. The friends of the fallen were also at cross pur- 
poses. ‘‘Polynices was the first to strike with the lance!” cried 
some. “But he was also the first to fall !” countered others. So 
heated grew the quarrel that they took to arms. Fortunately for 
the Thebans, they were ranged for battle, since they had flocked 
forth fully armed both during and after the combat between the 
brothers, while the Argives had laid aside their weapons, too cer- 
tain of victory to observe caution. And so when the Thebans sud- 
denly threw themselves upon their foes, giving them no time to 
gird on their armor, they met with no resistance. The unarmed 
Argives scattered over the plain in disorderly flight, and Theban 
lances slew them by the hundreds. 

This was the occasion on which Periclymenus of Thebes pur- 
sued Amphiaraus, the soothsayer, to the shore of the river 
Ismenus. Amphiaraus was fleeing in a chariot, and the horses 
balked at the swirling waters. With the Theban at his heels, how- 
ever, he had no choice but bid his charioteer ford the stream. 
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Before the horses even wetted their hooves, however, his enemy 
had reached the bank, and his spear almost touched the neck of 
the seer. But Zeus did not wish one whom he had lent the gift of 
prophecy to perish ingloriously. He cracked open the earth with 
a thunderbolt. It yawned like a black cave and swallowed up both 
chariot and soothsayer. 

Soon the enemies of Thebes were swept from the surrounding 
countiyside. From all sides swarmed the Thebans, bringing the 
shields of the foes they had slain and spoils from the fugitives 
they had overtaken. Laden with plunder, they made a triumph- 
ant entry into their city. 


CBEOn’s besoltb 

After the first outburst of jubilation was over, they thought 
about burying their dead. Since both the sons of Oedipus had 
fallen, Creon, their uncle, became king of Thebes, and as such it 
was his duty to see to the burial of his nephews. He at once ar- 
ranged a solemn funeral for Eteocles, the defender of the city, 
and had him borne to his grave with the honors due to a king. 
All the citizens of Thebes walked in the funeral procession, but 
the body of Polynices lay unburied and abandoned. Creon had a 
herald proclaim throughout Thebes that the enemy of his coun- 
try, who had come to destroy the city with fire, to sate himself with 
the blood of his people, to drive the gods from the land, and en- 
slave all those who had not been slain, was not to be mourned ; 
that he was to be denied a grave ; that his body should be left 
for the birds and beasts to devour. He also commanded the citi- 
zens to have a care that his wishes were obeyed, and set special 
guards near the corpse, so that none might steal or bury it. The 
penalty for attempting either was death, death by stoning in a 
public place of the city. 

Antigone heard these orders, which seemed so cruel to her, and 
remembered the promise she had given her dying brother. With 
a heavy heart she went to her sister Ismene and tried to persuade 
her to hdp remove the body of Polynices. But Ismene was all soft 
and delicate, with no drop of heroic blood in her veins. “Sister,” 
she answered, and her eyes swam in tears, *‘have you forgotten the 
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terrible death of our father and mother ? Has the memory of our 
brothers’ destruction already faded from your mind, that you 
want to drag us, who are left, to a like end?” 

Coldly Antigone turned from her timid sister. ‘‘I do not want 
your help,” she said. ‘‘I shall bury my brother unaided, and when 
this is done I shall gladly die and he beside him whom I loved 
in life.” 

Soon after, one of the guards approached King Creon with 
hesitant step and troubled face. ‘‘The body you had us watch 
has been buried,” he cried. “We do not know who did this, and 
whoever it was has escaped. We cannot understand how it was 
possible! When the guard on day duty told us what had hap- 
pened, we were stunned at the thought. Only a thin layer of dust 
covered the body, only just enough to be accepted as burial by 
the gods of the underworld. There was no sign that a shovel had 
been plied, no trace of wagon wheels. We began to quarrel about 
it, each accusing the other of the deed, and finally it came to 
blows. But in the end we decided it would be best, O king, to tell 
you what had occurred, and the lot of being messenger fell 
upon me !” 

Creon’s anger was great. He threatened to have all the guards 
hanged unless they delivered the evildoer into his hands with- 
out delay. At his command, they removed the earth from the body 
and resumed their vigil. From early morning until noon they sat 
in the hot sun. Then, of a sudden, a storm blew up and filled the 
air with dust. The guards were still pondering the meaning of 
this sign, when they saw a girl approach, lamenting softly, like 
a bird who finds the nest empty. In one hand she carried a bronze 
pitcher. Quickly she stooped and filled it with dust and then 
cautiously drew near the body. She did not see the men, who 
were on a mound at some distance, since the stench of the body, 
unburied so long, sickened them at closer quarters. When she 
reached Polynices, she poured dust upon him three times, in lieu 
of burial. And at that the guards hurried to the spot, seized her, 
and dragged the doer, caught in the very act, to their king. 
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ANTIGONE AND CEEON 

Creon instantly saw that it was his niece Antigone. “Foolish 
girl !” he cried. “Now you stand with bowed head ! Will you con- 
fess, or do you deny having done what they accuse you of ?” 

“I confess !” said the girl and lifted her head proudly. 

“And did you know the orders?” the king continued question- 
ing her. “And knowing them, dared transgress them so boldly ?” 

“I knew them,” Antigone answered calmly and firmly. “But 
those orders did not come from one of the immortal gods. And I 
know other commands that are not of today nor of yesterday, 
but hold for all eternity, and none can say from whence they were 
given. No mortal may transgress these without incurring the 
wrath of the gods, and it was such a command that forbade me 
leave the dead son of my mother unburied. If this action of mine 
seems foolish to you, then he is a fool who accuses me of foUy.” 

“And do you think your stubborn spirit cannot be broken ?” 
asked Creon, angered still more by the girl’s defiance. “The most 
inflexible blade is the first to crack. Whoever is in another’s power 
ought not to show insolence !” 

“You can do no more than kill me,” Antigone answered. “Why 
delay? My name will not become inglorious through death. I 
know, moreover, that only the fear of you is keeping my fellow 
citizens silent. In their hearts they all approve of what I have 
done, for a sister’s first and foremost duty is to cherish her 
brother.” 

Whereupon Creon cried: “Well, then — ^if cherish him you 
must — cherish him in Hades !” And he was about to bid the ser- 
vants seize her, when Ismene, who had heard of her sister’s cap- 
ture, stormed into the hall. She seemed to have shaken off her 
weakness and timidity. Bravely she went up to her uncle, de- 
clared she had known of the burial, and demanded to die together 
with Antigone. But she reminded Creon that Antigone was not 
merely his sister’s daughter, but the betrothed of his own son 
Haemon as well, so that by killing her he was depriving the heir 
to the throne of marriage with the one he loved. Creon did not 
deign to answer but had his servants take both the sisters to the 
inner chambers of the palace. 
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HAEMON AND ANTIGONE 

When Creon saw his son hurrying toward him, he was certain 
that he had heard of the judgment passed on Antigone, and had 
come to rebel against his father. But with filial obedience Hamion 
replied to his wary questions, and only after he had convinced 
his father of his devotion did he venture to ask mercy for his 
beloved. ‘‘You do not know what the people are saying, father,” 
he said. “You do not hear them demur, because your imperious 
eyes keep them from saying to your face anything that is un- 
welcome to your ears. But I know what is going on ! And I can 
tell you that the whole city is bewailing the fate of Antigone, that 
every citizen considers her action worthy of eternal glory, that 
no one believes that a sister who refuses to let dogs gnaw her 
brother’s bones or birds hack at his flesh is deserving of death. 
And so, dear father, yield to the voice of the people ! Do as the 
trees along the swollen forest stream ; they bend to the force of 
waters and stand unharmed, but those which resist are uprooted 
by the current.” 

“Does this boy propose to teach me?” Creon said contemptu- 
ously. “It seems 3’^ou are fighting on the side of a woman.” 

“Yes, if you are a woman!” the boy countered swiftly and 
eagerly. “For I said all I did only to help you.” 

“I can well see,” his father replied indignantly, “that blind 
love for an evildoer holds your spirit in bondage. But you shall 
not woo her alive. For this is my resolve : far away, where no man 
passes, she shall be imprisoned in a rock grave, and only so much 
food will be given her as is necessary to save the city from the 
taint outright murder might bring it. There she may plead for 
freedom with the gods of the underworld. She will learn too late 
that it is wiser to obey the living than the dead. And Creon 
turned from his son and ordered everything prepared to carry 
out his verdict. Publicly, before all the people of Thebes, Anti^ 
gone was conducted to the tomb destined for her. Unafraid, and 
calling upon the immortals and her loved ones with whom she 
hoped to be reunited, she entered the cave which was to be her 
grave. 

In the meantime the body of Polynices, falling into decay, stiH 
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lay unburied, and the dogs and birds fed on him and fouled the 
city by carrying to this place and that the shreds of his rotting 
flesh. Then Tiresias, the aged soothsayer, who had once sought 
out King Oedipus, appeared before Creon and from the smoke 
of sacrifice and the voices of birds propheried disaster. He had 
heard tlie croak of evil hungry throats, and the victim on the 
altar had charred in acrid smoke. ‘Tt is clear that the gods are 
angry with us,” he ended. “Angry because of the treatment given 
the slain son of Oedipus. And so, O king, do not hold to your 
command. Yield to the dead and desist from murder. What glory 
is there in slaying the slain? Leave off, I say ! I counsel you for 
your own good !” 

But just as Oedipus once had done, so Creon now rejected the 
advice of the seer, accusing him of lies and greed for money. At 
that the old man smouldered with rage and mercilessly snatched 
the veil from the future before the very eyes of the king. “Know 
then,” he solemnly said, “that the sun will not set until you, from 
your own blood, give one body for two that are dead. You are 
committing a twofold crime, by withholding from the underworld 
its due, and by keeping from the upper world the living who 
should dwell in the light of day. Quick, boy, lead me away from 
here. Let us give this man up to the fate in store for him.” Lean- 
ing on his staff, he left at the hand of his guide. 


ckeon’s punishment 

The king followed the sullen seer with his gaze, and he trembled. 
He called together the city elders and took counsel with them as 
to what was to be done. “Release Antigone from her rock grave 
and bury the body of Polynices,” they decided unanimously. It 
was not easy for Creon to bend his stubborn spirit to consent, 
but the heart had gone out of him. He agreed to do as Tiresias 
had said, since this seemed the only way to avert destruction from 
his house. First he himself, in the van of his retinue, went to the 
field where Polynices lay, and then to the tomb in which Anti- 
gone was kept imprisoned. His wife Eurydice remained behind 
in the palace alone. 

Soon she heard the sound of lament rising from the streets. 
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and as the clamor grew louder and louder, she left her chamber 
and went into the forecourt. There she found a messenger, the 
very man who had guided her husband to the spot where the 
mangled body of his nephew lay exposed. “We prayed to the 
gods of the underworld,” he said. “When the dead body had been 
washed in the sacred bath, we burned those pitiful remains and 
heaped a burial mound out of clods of his native earth. Then 
we went to the stone vault the girl had entered to suffer the death 
of starvation. A servant who had gone before heard from afar 
cries of agony and grief coming from that terrible place. He 
hurried back to tell his king of the voice which issued from the 
tomb, but Creon already knew, though hearing it but dimly, that 
it was that of his son. He bade us run and peer through a crack 
in the stone. And what did we see? In the back of the cave hung 
Antigone, strangled in a noose she had knotted of her veil, and at 
her feet, clasping her knees, lay your son Haemon, mourning 
his beloved and cursing the father who had robbed him of his 
bride. And now Creon reached the rock grave and entered 
through the opening. ‘Unhappy boy,’ he called to Haemon, 
‘what is your purpose? What does the madness of your gaze 
forebode? Come to me ! On my knees I beseech you !’ But the son 
only stared at him numb with despair. He gave no answer at all 
but snatched his two-edged sword from the scabbard. His father 
escaped the thrust by darting from the cave. And then Haemon 
leaned on the point and let it drive through his side. As he fell 
he threw his arm around Antigone, drawing her close, and now, 
in their last embrace, they both lie dead in the tomb !” 

Eurydice listened in silence. He had ended, but still she was 
speechless. Then she hastened from the room. When the king 
returned to the palace, accompanied by his servants carrying 
his only son on a bier, he was told that Eurydice had stabbed 
herself with a sword and was lying within, in a pool of her own 
blood. 


THE BITEIAL OF THE HEROES OF THEBES 

Of the family of Oedipus only two sons of the falloi brothers 
remained, and Ismene, Antigone’s sister. Legend is silent con- 
cerning her. She died childless, unwed, and her death closed the 
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tale of that unblest family. Of the seven heroes who had gone 
forth against Thebes, only Adrastus escaped the assault and 
slaughter of that last encounter. His immortal horse Arion, be- 
gotten by Demeter and Poseidon, bore him away in winged 
flight. He reached Athens safely and there took refuge in the 
sanctuary of a temple, holding to the altar as a suppliant. 
Stretching out a twig of olive, he begged the Athenians to help 
him obtain honorable burial for the men who had fallen before 
the walls of Thebes. The people of Athens granted his plea and 
accompanied him back to this city under the leadership of 
Theseus. And so the Thebans were forced to consent to the burial. 
For the bodies of the fallen heroes, Adrastus heaped seven pyres 
and held funeral games near the river Asopus in honor of Apollo. 
When the pyre of Capaneus burst into flame, Evadne, his wife, 
daughter of Iphis, threw herself into the fire. The body of 
Amphiaraus, whom the earth had swallowed up, could not be 
found, and the king sorrowed because he could not do honor to 
his friend. “I miss the eye of my army,” he said. “I miss him who 
was both the greatest seer and the most valiant fighter in battle.” 

When the burial rites had been performed, Adrastus had a 
beautiful temple erected before the walls of Thebes and dedicated 
it to Nemesis, or Retribution. Then, with his allies from Athens, 
he left the country. 


THE EPIGONI 


T en years later, the sons of the heroes who had fallen in the 
war against Thebes resolved on a fresh campaign to avenge 
the death of their fathers. There were eight descendants, and 
they were called Epigoni : Alcmaeon and Amphilochus, sons of 
Amphiaraus ; Aegialeus, son of Adrastus ; Diomedes, son of Ty- 
deus ; Promachus, son of Parthenopaeus ; Sthenelus, son of Ca- 
paneus; Thersander, son of Polynices, and Euryalus, son of 
Mecisteus. The aged king, Adrastus, sole survivor of that first 
host which had fought against Thebes, joined the expedition but 
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would not assume command, for he wanted one who was young 
and strong to hold so important a post. So the sons of the heroes 
asked the oracle of Apollo whom to choose for their leader. The 
answer was that it should be Alcmaeon, son of Amphiaraus. But 
when they offered him the command, he was uncertain whether 
to accept this honor before avenging his father. He too asked 
the oracle what his course should be, and the god answered that 
he was to do both. 

Up to this time his mother Eriphyle had not only kept the 
necklace destined to bring calamity upon its owner but had also 
managed to lay hold of the veil, the second gift of Aphrodite. 
Thersander, son of Polynices, who fell heir to this veil, had given 
it to her for the same reason his father had once bestowed the 
necklace: as a bribe, for he wanted her to persuade her son 
Alcmaeon to take part in the campaign against Thebes. In 
obedience to the oracle, Alcmaeon assumed command and post- 
poned his act of vengeance until his return. He headed a con- 
siderable host, for not only had he assembled the men of Argos ; 
many warriors who craved a chance to show their daring joined 
him, and so it was a great army which advanced to the gates of 
Thebes. And here the sons renewed the stubborn siege their 
fathers had fought ten years before. But the new generation 
were more favored by fortune, and Alcmaeon won a decisive 
victory. Only one of the Epigoni fell in battle: Aegialeus, son 
of King Adrastus, for Laodamas, son of Eteocles, slew him with 
his own hand, but was killed by Alcmaeon, commander of the 
Epigoni. When the Thebans had thus lost their leader and many 
of their men besides, they left the battlefield and took refuge 
behind their walls. There they consulted Tiresias, the blind seer, 
who was still alive, although he was over a hundred years old. 
He advised them to take the only way still open to them : to leave 
the city, while they sent a herald bearing offers of peace to the 
Argives. They acted on his words, dispatched a herald to their 
enemies, and while he was negotiating with them, loaded their 
women and children on wagons and fled from Thebes. In the 
darkness of night they came to Tilphusium, a city in Boeotia. 
Blind Tiresias, who had shared their flight, took a deep draught 
from a cold spring flowing outside the city and died. But even 
in the underworld the wise soothsayer kept aloof from the rest, 
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for not like the other shades did he rove about aimlessly with 
blank and idle mind. He retained the power of thinking great 
thoughts and of sreing beyond what is given mortals to know. 
His daughter Manto had not gone with him. She stayed behind 
and fell into the hands of the conquerors who occupied the 
abandoned city of Thebes. But these had made a vow to dedicate 
to Apollo the best of what they found in the city, and they now 
decided that no spoils could be more welcome to the god than 
Manto, who had inherited the divine gift of her father. And so 
the Epigoni took her to Delphi and consecrated her as a priestess 
of the sun-god. Here she grew more and more perfect in the art 
of soothsaying, her wisdom deepened, and she became the most 
noted seeress of her time. People often saw an old man come and 
go in the temple where she presided. She taught him verses full 
of vigor Mid sweetness and glory, which soon resounded through 
all the land of Greece. He was a singer from Maeonia — ^Horner. 




ALCMAEON AND THE NECKLACE 


W HEN Alcmaeon returned from Thebes, he decided to ful- 
fill the second part of the oracle, the bidding to avenge 
his father. His bitterness toward his mother increased when he 
discovered that she had accepted bribes not only to betray her 
husband, but to play her son false as well. He overrode his 
scruples and slew her with his sword. Then he took the necklace 
and the veil and left the house of his parents, for which he had 
come to feel nothing but loathing. Now though the oracle had 
bidden him avenge his father, the murder of his mother was 
against the laws of nature, and so the gods could not allow it to 
go unpunished. They sent the Furies to pursue him, and afilicted 
him with madness. Bereaved of his senses he came to King Oicleus 
in Arcadia, but the goddesses of vengeance left him no peace, and 
he was forced to continue his wanderings. At last he found a 
refuge in another city of Arcadia, in Psophis, where Fhegeus was 
king. He purified Alcmaeon and gave him his daughter Arsinoe 
in marriage, and now it was she who became the possessor of the 
fatal necklace and veil. Alcmaeon had been healed of his madness, 
but all the curse was not taken from him, for the land which had 
received him grew barren because of his presence. He questioned 
an oracle but was given small comfort : he would find peace when 
he came to a country which had not been on the face of the earth 
at the time he had killed his mother. Without hope, Alcmaeon 
left his wife and his little son Clytius and set out into the wide 
world. After long wanderings he found what the oracle had pre- 
dicted. Coming to the river Achelous, he discovered an island 
which had emerged from the waters only a short time since. On 
this he settled, and the curse dropped from him. 

But his release and his happiness only served to make him 
insolent and overbearing. He forgot Arsinoe and his small son 
and married lovely Callirrhoe, daughter of the river-god 
Achelous, and by her had two sons, Acaman and Amphoterus. 
Now since rumor had spread the tale of the priceless treasures 
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Alcmaeon carried with him, his wife soon asked to see the shim- 
mering necklace and the filmy veil. But these Alcmaeon had left 
with his first wife when he went from her in secret. He did not 
wish Callirrhoe to know of this former marriage, and so he in- 
vented some faraway place where he claimed to have stored his 
treasures, and offered to fetch them. In this way he returned to 
Psophis and his first wife, and in excuse for his long absence told 
her and her father that a residue of madness had driven him from 
them, and was still not wholly dispelled. ‘‘There is only one way 
to rid me utterly of this curse,” he said craftily. “I have been told 
that if I take the necklace and veil I once gave you to Delphi, 
as a votive offering, all will be well at last.” And Phegeus and his 
daughter believed his deceitful words and gave him what he asked. 
With a glad heart Alcmaeon left with his loot, not dreaming that 
those treasures were bound to bring destruction upon him as they 
had upon others. But one of his servants, who knew his secret, 
told King Phegeus of his second wife and that he had taken the 
necklace and veil only to bring them to her. And now the brothers 
of deserted Arsinoe followed in his tracks, lurked for him in 
ambush, and slew him as he went his way unsuspectingly. They 
took the treasures from him and brought them back to their 
sister, boasting that they had avenged her. But Arsinoe loved 
Alcmaeon, even when she learned of his perfidy, and cursed her 
brothers for having killed him. And now the fatal gifts were to 
prove their strength upon Arsinoe herself. Her resentful brothers 
thought no punishment too harsh for their sister’s ingratitude. 
They seized her, locked her in a chest, bore her away to Tegea, to 
King Agapenor, to whom they were bound by ties of hospitality, 
and accused her of having murdered Alcmaeon. And so she died 
a most wretched death. 

In the meantime Callirrhoe had learned of her husband’s sad 
end, and her sorrow was tinged with the desire for swift revenge. 
She threw herself on her face and implored Zeus to work a 
miracle, to let her little sons Acarnan and Amphoterus grow 
suddenly into manhood, that they might punish the slayers of 
their father. Because Callirrhoe was guiltless and devout, Zeus 
heard her prayers. Her sons, who had gone to bed as children, 
awoke as men full of vigor and the lust for vengeance. They left 
on their mission and first went to Tegea. There they arrived 
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at the very moment the sons of Phegeus reached the city with 
their unhappy sister Arsinoe and were about to depart for 
Delphi in order to dedicate those fatal gifts of Aphrodite to the 
oracle of Apollo. When the youths fell upon them to avenge the 
murder of their father, Agenor and Pronous did not know who 
their attackers were, and before they could even discover the 
reason for the onslaught, they died by the sword. The sons of 
Alcmaeon then justified their action to Agapenor and told him 
the true story of what had happened. Next they travelled to 
Psophis in Arcadia, entered the palace, and killed both King 
Phegeus and his queen. Escaping pursuit they reached their 
island in safety and brought their mother the news of vengeance 
taken. At the advice of their grandfather Achelous, they 
journeyed to Delphi and gave both necklace and veil to the oracle 
of Apollo. When this was accomplished, the curse which had hung 
over the family of Amphiaraus was at last dispelled, and his 
grandchildren, the sons of Alcmaeon and Callirrhoe, recruited 
settlers in Epirus and founded Acamania. After the murder of 
his father, Clytius, son of Alcmaeon and Arsinoe, left his kins- 
men on his mother’s side with loathing and found a refuge 
in Ehs. 


THE HERACLIDAE 


THE HEBACLIDAE COME TO ATHENS 

W HEN Heracles had been received in heaven and his cousin 
Eurystheus, king of Argos, had nothing more to fear from 
him, he turned on the children of the demigod. Most of these 
lived in Mycenae, the capital of Argos, with Alcmene, the hero’s 
mother. When they became aware of the persecutions menacing 
them, they fied and put themselves under the protection of 
Ceyx, king of Trachis. But when Eurystheus asked this petty 
monarch to give them up and threatened to make war on him if 
he refused, they doubted the safety of their refuge and fled from 
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Tradhis. lolaus, the distinguished kinsman and friend of Her- 
acles, cared for them like a father. As a boy he had shared all 
the adventures and hardships of Heracles, and now that he was 
aging and gray-haired, he took the orphaned brood of his friend 
under his wing and roamed through the world with them. They 
set out to occupy the Peloponnesus, which was their father’s by 
conquest 

In the course of their journey, constantly pursued by Eurys- 
theus, they came to Athens, which was ruled by the son of 
Theseus, Demophoon, who had just driven Menestheus from the 
throne he had usurped. On their arrival in Athens, the Hera- 
clidae went straight to the market place, prostrated themselves 
before the altar of Zeus, and implored the protection of the 
people of Athens. They had been there but a short time when 
a herald, sent by King Eurystheus, appeared, faced lolaus de- 
fiantly, and said to him in contemptuous tones : “You seem to 
think that this is a safe refuge for you and that you have come 
to a city which will act as your ally ! Foolish lolaus ! Do you think 
that anyone at all would consider exchanging a mighty ally 
like Eurystheus for a weak one such as yourself? Away with you 
and all your charges ! Away to Argos, where you will be fairly 
judged — ^and stoned to death!” 

lolaus answered him calmly. “Far be it from me to do as you 
say. For I know that this altar is a refuge which will protect me 
not only from an insignificant nobody like you but even from 
the hosts of your master. The land to which we have come is a 
land of freedom 1” 

“Then be advised,” continued Copreus, for that was the name 
of the herald, “that I am not here alone. Enough men come be- 
hind me to snatch your charges from the refuge of this city 
which you seem to think safe for you !” 

When the Heraclidae heard these words, they broke into 
lamentation, but lolaus addressed the Athenians in a loud voice. 
“Citizens of Athens,” he said, “do not allow the wards of Zeus 
to be led off by force, nor the wreaths we wear as suppliants to be 
soiled, lest your gods be dishonored and your city disgraced !” 

At this call for help, the Athenians thronged together from 
all sides, and only now did they see the little group of fugitives 
huddled around the altar. “Who is that noble old man? And 
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those beautiful youths with flying locks?” questioned a hundred 
lips. And when they learned that those seeking their protection 
were sons of Heracles, they were not only filled with compassion 
but with awe as well. They bade the herald who was about to lay 
hand on the boys to let them be, and to state his demands to the 
king of the land in proper fashion. 

“Who is the king of this country?” asked Copreus, a little 
abashed by the firm and proud bearing of the Athenians. 

“He is a man to whose judgment you well may bow,” they 
answered. “Demophoon, the son of immortal Theseus, is our 
king.” 


DEMOPHOON 

Before long the news of fugitives in the market place, of a foreign 
host, and a herald who asked that the suppliants be delivered up 
to him, reached the king in his palace. He himself went to the 
market place and heard from the herald’s own lips the demand 
of Eurystheus. “I am an Argive,” Copreus told him. “The per- 
sons I wish to take with me are also Argives and therefore under 
the jurisdiction of my king. You will not be so unreasonable, O 
son of Theseus, as to be the one and only man in all of Greece 
to take pity on these fugitives and for their sakes to engage in 
battle with Eurystheus and his many and powerful allies.” 

Demophoon was wise and contained. To the violent speech of 
the herald, he merely answered: “How can I hope to see this 
matter right, or decide in favor of one or another, before hearing 
both sides? Old man, you who are in charge of these youths, say 
what you can for yourself.” 

lolaus, to whom Demophoon had spoken, rose from the altar 
steps, bowed reverently before the king, and replied: “Now I 
know, indeed, that I am in a free city, for here a man is permitted 
to speak for himself and finds a hearing. In all other places, they 
drove away my charges and me before I could open my mouth to 
speak in their behalf. The truth of our plight is this : Eurystheus 
was the cause of our leaving Argos. We dared not remain in his 
country for another hour. How can he call us his subjects and 
claim that we, as Argives, must bow to his decrees, when he has 
robbed us of all the rights of a subject? If there were truth in 
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what he said, then he who fled Argos would have to avoid all of 
Greece as well ! But — ^heaven be thanked ! — ^not Athens ! Those 
who dwell in this glorious city will not drive the sons of Heracles 
from their land. You, O king, will not permit a suppliant to be 
snatched from the very altar. My children, be calm ! You are in a 
free country, and what is more, you are with your kinsman. For 
know, O king, that you are not sheltering strangers. Both 
Theseus, your father, and Heracles, the father of these boys^ 
were great-grandsons of Pelops. And they were bound by a tie 
stronger than kinship: they were comrades-in-arms. Heracles 
liberated your father from the underworld !” 

While lolaus was speaking, he had clasped the king’s knees, 
taken his hand, and touched his chin. The king raised him from 
the ground and said : ‘‘There are three reasons why I should grant 
your plea. First, Zeus and this holy altar; secondly, the kinship 
between me and your charges ; and thirdly, the benefits I owe to 
Heracles’ efforts in my father’s behalf. If I allowed you to be 
taken from this sacred place, this land would no longer be a land 
of freedom, a land where virtue is practiced and the gods given 
their due.” Then he turned to Copreus. “Herald,” he com- 
manded, “return to Mycenae and tell this to your king.” 

“I go,” said Copreus, and brandished his herald’s staff 
threateningly. “But I shall come again — and with the Argive 
host behind me. Ten thousand shield-bearers only wait for my 
king to give them the sign. And he himself will lead them. He is, 
indeed, already at your borders.” 

“Hades awaits you!” said Demophoon contemptuously. “I 
fear neither you nor all of Argos !” 

The herald withdrew, and now the sons of Heracles, a band 
of strong youths and fair boys, joyously sprang up from the 
altar steps, put their hands into those of their kinsman, the king 
of Athens, and hailed him as their rescuer. lolaus once more 
spoke for them and thanked Demophoon and the Athenians with 
words full of grateful emotion. “Should we ever return to our 
home,” he said, “should the children of Heracles ever be re- 
instated in the house of their father, they will not forget their 
friends, their liberators. Never will they make war on this hos- 
pitable city, but always regard her as a dear ally with a claim 
on their utmost loyalty.” 
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And now King Demophoon prepared for the attack of his new 
enemies. He assembled his seers and bade them make solemn 
sacrifice. lolaus and his charges were, he said, to be his guests in 
the palace, but the old man declared that he did not wish to leave 
the altar of Zeus and would remain to pray for the welfare of the 
city. ‘‘Not until — ^with the help of the gods — ^victory is yours,” 
he said, “will we rest our weary limbs under the roof of our host.” 

In the meantime the king had ascended the highest tower of 
his palace and, looking down, gauged the strength of the ap- 
proaching army. Then he gathered his men, gave orders for the 
defense of the city, and took counsel with the soothsayers. lolaus 
and his charges were fervently supplicating the gods, when 
Demophoon came toward them with swift steps, his face agitated 
and full of sorrow. “What am I to do, my friends.?” he called to 
them with troubled countenance. “It is true that my army is 
^ ready for the Argives, but all my seers insist that I can defeat 
c them only on one condition, and this I cannot fulfill! Hear what 
F the oracle has said : ‘You shall slaughter neither calf nor bullock, 
but a maiden of noble birth. Only then can you and your city hope 
for victory!’ But how can this be? I myself have a daughter, 
young and lovely as a flower. But who can expect a father to 
make such a sacrifice? And what other noble citizen of Athens, 
having a daughter, would deliver her up to me, even if I ven- 
tured to ask her of him ? Were I to do such a thing, I should have 
civil war to cope with at the very time I am fighting an alien foe.” 

The sons of Heracles listened to the doubts and fears of their 
protector, and their hearts sank. “Woe to us !” cried lolaus. “We 
are like shipwrecked mariners who thought they had reached the 
shore but are swept out to sea again by the ruthless storm. Why 
did we deceive ourselves with idle hopes and dreams? We are lost ! 
Demophoon will yield us up, and how could we reproach him?” 
But suddenly a ray of hope shone in his eyes. “Do you know, O 
king, what the spirit prompts me? What can save us all? If you 
will only help me accomplish it! Instead of the sons of Heracles, 
give me up to Eurystheus ! It would give him pleasure to force 
me, the constant companion of a great hero, to die a shameful 
death. But I am old and would gladly sacrifice my very soul for 
these youths.” 

“You have made a noble offer,” Demophoon said sadly, “but 
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it will not avail us. Do you think Eurystheus would be content 
to kill an old man? No, what he wants is to destroy the young 
and blooming sons of Heracles, to put an end to his line. If you 
know other counsel, speak. But what you have proposed would 
be useless.” 


macahia 

At that so loud a clamor and cry of woe issued not only from 
the Heraclidae but from the citizens assembled in the market 
place, that the sound carried up to the palace. Soon after the 
fugitives had come, Alcmene, Heracles’ mother, bowed with age 
and grief, and Macaria, the lovely daughter Deianira had home 
him, had been taken there to hide them from curious eyes, and 
now they waited for what was to come. Alcmene was very old, 
and her thoughts were turned within, so that she knew nothing 
of what was going on in the world about her. But her grandchild 
listened to the sounds of lament rising from the heart of the city, 
and so great was her anxiety for her brothers that she forgot she 
was a girl who had been reared in deep seclusion, forgot she was 
unaccompanied, and hurried to the market place, into the very 
midst of the throng. Not only Demophoon and the Athenians 
but lolaus and his charges as well were struck with amazement 
when they saw her. 

For a while she slipped in and out among the people and in this 
way learned of the danger threatening Athens and the Heraclideie 
and of the sinister oracle which seemed to block the path to a 
happy issue. Now she came before the king, and her step was 
firm. “Regard me as a victim,” she said, “a victim which will 
pledge you victory and whose death will save my poor brothers 
from the rage of a tyrant. You were told to kill a virgin of noble 
birth. Had you forgotten that the virgin daughter of the noblest 
mortal, of Heracles, dwells in your midst? I offer myself as a 
sacrifice, which must be all the more pleasing to the gods since it 
is made of my own free will. If this city is generous enough to 
engage in war for the sake of the Heraclidae, and to give up its 
own sons by the hundreds, why should not one of Heracles’ own 
descendants be ready to give her life in order to insure victory 
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to such noble men ? We should not be worth protecting and saving 
if one of us did not think in this way. So take me to the place 
where my body is to be offered up. Wreathe me, as you would 
wreathe a ewe or a hind. Brandish the blade, for my soul will 
rejoice to go.” 

For a long time after the girl had spoken the last impassioned 
word, lolaus and those with him were silent. At last the leader 
of the Heraclidae said: “Macaria, you have proved yourself 
worthy of your father. I exult in your courage, even while I 
mourn your fate. Yet it seems to me that aU the daughters of the 
line of Heracles should come together and decide by lot which 
is to die for her brothers.” 

“I do not want to die by lot,” said Macaria. "Do not hesitate 
too long, or the enemy will fall upon you and the oracle be in 
vain. Bid the women of the city come with me, lest I die seen by 
the eyes of men.” 

And with a retinue of the noblest women of Athens, Macaria, 
steadfast and joyful, went forth to die the death she herself had 
willed. 



THE BATTLE 

The king and the citizens of Athens looked after her reverently, 
while lolaus and her brothers, the Heraclidae, lowered their gaze 
in sorrow and pain. But Fate did not allow either side to dwell 
on their thoughts and emotions, for hardly had Macaria disap- 
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peared when a mess^ger came running toward the altar, his face 
bright with good tidings, his voice loud with joy. “Greetings, O 
sons of Heracles,” he cried. “Tell me where I can find lolaus. I 
have a message for him which will give him happiness.” lolaus 
rose from the altar, but he could not at once banish the lines of 
grief and care from his forehead, and the messenger asked him 
the cause of his gloom. 

“I am troubled for those I love,” said the old man. “Do not 
question me further, but rather tell me your joyful news.” 

“Do you not recognize me?” asked the messenger. “Do you 
not know the old servant of Hyllus, son of Heracles and Deianira ? 
You will recall that my master separated from you in the course 
of your wanderings, in order to enlist allies for your cause and 
his. Now, at just the right moment, he has come with a mighty 
host and is camped opposite the army of King Eurystheus.” 

A stir of happy excitement ran through the group around the 
altar and spread to the citizens. The good news brought even 
old Alcmene from the women’s apartments of the palace, and 
gray-haired lolaus had them bring him weapons and gird on his 
armor. He commended the younger children of Heracles and 
their great-grandmother to the care of the elders of Athens who 
remained behind in the city. Then he himself went out with the 
youths and King Demophoon to join the host of Hyllus. 

Now when the allies were drawn up in battle array and the 
field glittered with armor as far as eye could reach, when only a 
stone’s throw away stood the army of King Eurystheus, who had 
placed himself at the head of countless rows of armed men, 
Hyllus, son of Heracles, descended from his war*chariot, and 
standing in the narrow space between the hosts, called to the 
Argive king: “King Eurystheus! Before we shed blood, before 
two great armies begin to fight for the sake of a handful of 
people and threaten each other with destruction, hear what I 
propose ! Let us two decide this quarrel in single combat. If I fall 
at your hands, take with you my brothers, the sons of Heracles, 
and do with them as you wish. But if I defeat you, then let the 
sovereignty of my father, his house, and his rule in the Pelopon- 
nesus, be assured to me and mine.” 

The allied hosts expressed their approval of this plan in loud 
applause, and the Argives muttered their consent. But Eurys- 
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theus, who had long ago proved himself a coward and who was 
again deeply concerned for his life, flatly rejected the proposal 
and would not leave his column of men. So Hyllus too returned 
to his host, the seers made sacrifice, and soon the battle cry was 
sounded. 

‘‘Fellow citizens !” Demophoon called to his men. “Remember 
that you are fighting for house and hearth, for the city that gave 
you birth, that feeds and protects you !” 

On the other side Eurystheus begged his men not to disgrace 
Argos and Mycenae, but to add to the glory of their mighty 
state. And now the Tyrrhenian trumpets blared, shield thudded 
on shield, wheels rattled, spears rang, swords clashed, and the 
groans of the fallen sounded between. For one awful instant the 
allies of the Heraclidae recoiled from the thrusts of Argive lances, 
which threatened to break their ranks. The next moment they 
not only hurled back the enemy but surged forward themselves. 
For a long time the outcome was uncertain. At last the Argives 
fell back in confusion, and armored men and chariots all turned 
to flee. At that, old lolaus suddenly felt a craving to make glori- 
ous his age by one last bold deed. As the chariot of Hyllus rolled 
past him to strike at the fleeing host of the enemy from the rear, 
the old man stretched his right hand up to the stalwart hero and 
begged to mount the chariot in his stead. Hyllus reverently made 
way for his father’s friend, for the protector of his brothers, and 
yielded his place to him. 

It was not an easy task for those old hands to master four 
horses, champing the bit, but he drove forward and had just 
reached the temple of Pallas Athene when he saw the chariot of 
Eurystheus whirling up the dust ahead of him. Then he drew 
himself up and prayed to Hebe, the goddess of youth, to lend him 
the strength of youth for a single day, so that he might take 
vengeance on the foe of Heracles. And a miracle came to pass : 
two stars sank slowly out of heaven and came to rest on the 
horses’ harness, and a moment later a cloud of impenetrable mist 
enveloped the entire chariot. But the next instant mist and stars 
alike had vanished. Standing erect in the chariot was lolaus, 
young and sound. His brown locks blew in the wind, his neck was 
straight and strong. He had sinewy arms and gripped the reins 
of the four horses with a firm hand. Storming ahead, he caught 
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up with Eurystheus who had already passed the Scironian Rocks 
and was about to enter the valley in which the Argives thought 
to find safety. Eurystheus did not recognize his pursuer and 
fought back. But by dint of the youthful power the gods had 
lent him, lolaus was victorious, forced his old enemy from his 
chariot, tied him fast in his own, and drove him toward the allied 
host as the first fruits of victory. The battle was won, for the 
leaderless host of the Argives scattered in frantic flight. All the 
sons of Eurystheus and countless other warriors were slain, and 
soon not a single enemy was left on the soil of Attica. 


EUKYSTHETJS AND ALCMENE 

The victors had entered Athens, and lolaus, who had again be- 
come an old man, brought before the mother of Heracles the 
humbled pursuer of a race of heroes, bound hand and foot. 

‘Ts it you, hateful Eurystheus?” the old woman cried ex- 
ultantly. ‘^Have the gods brought justice upon you at last? Do 
not bow your head to the ground but look your foe full in the 
eyes. So this is you, you who for many years heaped labors and 
disgrace upon my son, sent him forth to strangle fierce serpents 
and savage lions, hoping that he might die in the doing. It was 
you who drove him down to the darkness of Hades, certain that 
he would have to remain in the underworld. And then, with every 
device, with all the power at your beck, you hunted me, his 
mother, hunted his children from land to land, trying to drive us 
from all of Greece, and snatching us from the altars that offered 
asylum. But you came up against men who were not afraid of 
you. You came to a free city. And now you must die, and may 
think yourself fortunate if you suffer only instant death, for 
the crimes you have committed deserve torture and death many 
times over.” 

Eurystheus did not want to show fear before a woman. He col- 
lected himself and spoke with feigned coolness and calm. ^‘You 
shall hear no w’^ord from my lips that might even seem to plead. 
I do not rebel against dying. But let me say this in justice to 
myself : it was not I, of my own free will, who faced Heracles as 
a foe. It was Hera, the goddess, who bade me work against him all 
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my days. But once I had made an enemy of this mighty man, of 
this demigod — ^though it was counter to my wish — did I not have 
to do all I could to save myself from his anger? Even after his 
death, was I not compelled to persecute his sons, growing up as 
my foes, as the avengers of their father? Now do with me what 
’ you will. I do not long for death, but neither does it distress me 
to give up my life.^’ 

So said Eurystheus and appeared composed in the face of 
destiny. Hyllus himself spoke in defense of the prisoner, and the 
citizens of Athens invoked their city’s gentle custom of showing 
mercy to a defeated foe. But Alcmene was implacable, for she 
could not forget the sufferings her immortal son had been forced 
to endure as the servant of this cruel king. She remembered the 
death of her beloved granddaughter, who had accompanied her 
to Athens and died of her own free will in order to snatch the 
victory from Eurystheus and his overwhelming numbers. Vividly 
she pictured the fate she and all her grandsons would have suf- 
fered were Eurystheus standing before her as a victor instead of 
a captive. ^‘No, let him die !” she cried. “No mortal man shall save 
this evildoer from my revenge.” 

Then Eurystheus turned to the Athenians and said: “My 
death will not bring misfortune upon you, who have pleaded so 
kindly in my behalf. If you give me worthy burial and dig my 
grave near the temple of Pallas Athene, where defeat overtook 
me, I will guard your land as a guest who means well by his host, 
and no enemy shall ever cross your borders. For you must know 
that the descendants of these youths and children you arc pro- 
tecting will one day fall upon you with weapons and ill repay the 
kindness you have shown their fathers. Then I, who am the sworn 
foe of the line of Heracles, will be your liberator.” With these 
words he went to his death unafraid, and died more nobly than he 
had lived. 


HYLLUS AND HIS DESCENDANTS 

The sons of Heracles vowed eternal gratitude to Demophoon and 
left Athens under the guidance of Hyllus, their brother, and 
lolaus, their friend. Now they found allies in aU quarters and 
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journeyed to the Peloponnesus, the land which had been their 
father’s. For a whole year they fought from town to town until 
all had surrendered save Argos. During this time, a terrible 
plague raged throughout the peninsula and would not abate. 
At last an oracle revealed to the Heraclidae that they themselves 
were the cause of this affliction, since they had returned before 
the appointed time. So they left the Peloponnesus, which they 
had already occupied with their forces, and journeyed back to 
Attica. Here they settled on the plain of Marathon. Hyllus, 
meantime, had fulfilled his father’s wish by marrying lovely lole, 
whom Heracles himself had once wooed, and pondered without 
ceasing how he might gain possession of his heritage. Finally 
he again consulted the oracle of Delphi and received this reply : 
‘‘When the third harvest has been reaped, you will succeed in 
returning.” Hyllus took this to mean quite simply that he was 
to await the third year of gathering the fruits of the field. So, 
when the third summer had passed, he once more invaded the 
Peloponnesus. 

After the death of Eurystheus, Atreus, grandson of Tantalus 
and son of Pelops, had become king of Mycenae. When he learned 
of the approach of Hyllus, he joined forces with the city of Tegea 
and other neighboring towns and went forth to meet the sons of 
Heracles. On the isthmus of Corinth the armies came face to face. 
But Hyllus, who was always intent on saving the land of Greece 
from the ravages of war, again offered to decide the issue by 
single combat. He challenged any one in the host of the enemy 
who was minded to fight with him and, certain that he had ful- 
filled the oracle and thus gained the approval of the gods for his 
undertaking, set the condition that, should he win, the realm 
Eurystheus had governed should go to the sons of Heracles, but 
that if he were defeated, the descendants of Heracles should not 
set foot on the Peloponnesus for fifty years to come. 

When his words became known in the enemy’s camp, Echemus, 
king of Tegea, a warrior in the very prime of life, accepted the 
challenge. Both combatants fought with boldness and skill, but 
Hyllus was defeated. Even in death, his forehead was furrowed 
and his mouth bitter with brooding on the ambiguous oracle 
which had led him into battle. The Heraclidae kept to their agree- 
ment, desisted from further fighting, returned to Attica, and 
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again settled near Marathon. The years passed and the sons of 
Heracles never thought of breaking their word. They made no 
new attempt to win back their heritage. In the meantime Cleo- 
daeus, son of Hyllus, had passed his fiftieth year. Since the period 
for the truce had elapsed and his hands were no longer tied by 
a promise, he and the other grandsons of Heracles attacked the 
Peloponnesus at a time when the Trojan War was already thirty 
years past. But he too was luckless as his father before him ; he 
perished in this campaign, and all his men with him. Twenty 
years later his son Aristomachus, grandson of Hyllus and great- 
grandson of Heracles, made another attempt. This was at the 
time when Tisamenus, a son of Orestes, ruled the Peloponnesus. 
Aristomachus too was led astray by the enigmatic words of an 
oracle : ‘^The gods will grant you victory by the narrow passage.’^ 
He invaded the Peloponnesus by way of the isthmus, was beaten 
back, and lost his life like his father and grandfather before him. 

Thirty years passed, and for eighty years Troy had lain in 
ashes. And now the sons of Aristomachus, Temenus, Cresphontes, 
and Aristodemus, the grandsons of Cleodaeus, fared forth on 
their line’s ancestral quest. Despite the seeming trickery of the 
oracles, they staunchly held to their faith in the gods, went to 
Delphi, and asked the priestess concerning the outcome of their 
enterprise. But the two answers she gave were word for word the 
same their forebears had received : ^ When the third harvest has 
been reaped, you will succeed in returning,” and ‘‘The gods will 
grant you victory by the narrow passage.” 

Then Temenus, eldest of the three brothers, said mournfully : 
“My father, my grandfather, and my great-grandfather obeyed 
these utterances, and all met with destruction !” And at last the 
god took pity on these three and, through the priestess, disclosed 
to them the oracle’s true meaning. 

“Your forbears themselves were to blame for their misfor- 
tune,” she said. “They could not interpret the wise words of the 
god. What the immortals meant was not the third harvest of the 
fruits of the earth, but the third harvest from the seed of your 
race. The first was Cleodaeus, the second Aristomachus, and the 
third harvest, that to which victory is promised, is that of you 
three brothers. As for the ‘narrow passage’ — ^there again those 
luckless ones, now dead, misunderstood what was implied. The 
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gods were not speaking of the isthmus, but of a different passage : 
of the straits of Corinth. Now that you know the meaning of the 
oracle, do what you have set out to do, and embark upon your 
enterprise with the good fortune attending gods.” 

When Temenus heard this explanation, it was as though scales 
had dropped from his eyes. Together with his brothers he 
rapidly equipped a great host and had ships built in Locris, at 
a place which, to commemorate this, was later called Naupactus, 
which means shipyard. But even this expedition, launched under 
such happy auspices, was beset with difficulties for the descend- 
ants of Heracles and cost them grave concern and many tears. 
When the host was assembled, Aristodemus, the youngest of the 
brothers, was struck by lightning. His wife Argia, the great- 
granddaughter of Polynices, thus became a widow and his twin 
sons, Eurysthenes and Procles, were left fatherless. When Aris- 
todemus had been buried and the squadron of ships was to leave 
Locris, a soothsayer appeared, one who was inspired by the gods 
and issued oracles. But the descendants of Heracles took him for 
a sorcerer or a spy sent by the Peloponnesians to destroy their 
host. They persecuted him with suspicion and harshness, and 
finally Hippotes, son of Phylas and great-grandson of Heracles, 
hurled his lance at the old man, who was killed on the instant. 
This roused the anger of the gods against the Heraclidae. A 
tempest shattered their ships and sank them to the bottom of 
the sea. Their landtroops suffered long famine, and soon the 
entire host dissolved. 

Concerning this disaster also, Temenus sought the advice of 
the oracle. “Because of the seer you have killed,” so ran the 
answer, *‘all this has overtaken you. For ten years you shall 
banish the murderer from the land, and put the three-eyed in 
command of the host.” The first part of the oracle was quickly 
carried out. Hippotes was removed from the army and compelled 
to go into exile. But the second part drove the Heraclidae to the 
verge of despair. For how and where were they to find anyone 
with three eyes? Yet they looked for such a man untiringly, so 
great was their trust in the gods ! At last they happened to find 
Oxylus, of the line of the kings of Aetolia, son of Haemon and 
descendant of Oeneus. At the very time the Heraclidae invaded 
the Peloponnesus, Oxylus had committed murder and been forced 
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to flee from his native Aetolia to the little land of Elis in the 
Peloponnesus. Now that a year had gone by, he was on his way 
back to his country and met the descendants of Heracles as he 
was riding his donkey. This Oxylus had only one eye, for as a 
child he had put out the other with an arrow. So his donkey had 
to help him see, and man and beast together had three eyes. 
The Heraclidae realized that the singular oracle had been ful- 
filled and chose Oxylus for their leader. In this way the condi- 
tions set by Fate were satisfied. They attacked their enemies with 
fresh troops and a new squadron of ships and slew Tisamenus, the 
leader of the Peloponnesian host. 
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THE HERACLIDAE DITIDE UP THE PELOPONNESUS 

When the Heraclidae had, in this way, conquered the entire 
Peloponnesus, they erected three altars to Zeus, their ancestor 
on their father’s side, and made offerings. Then they began to 
distribute the cities by lot. The first city they were to cast for 
was Argos, the second Lacedaemon, and the third Messene. They 
agreed to drop their lots into an um filled with water, and that 
each was to mark his own lot with his name. Thereupon Temenus, 
and Eurysthenes and Procles, the twin sons of Aristodemus, cast 
two marked stones into the water, but crafty Cresphontes, who 
wanted Messene most of all, threw in a lump of earth, which dis- 
solved almost immediately. Now they decided that he whose stone 
was taken from the urn first was to have Argos, and it was the 
stone of Temenus. Then they cast lots for Lacedaemon, and the 
stone of the twin sons of Aristodemus was the one to be drawn. 
This made it superfluous to cast lots for the third city, and 
Cresphontes received Messene. 

Hereupon they and their followers went to the three altars 
and made sacrifice to the gods, who accorded them certain strange 
signs. For each found an animal on his altar, and the animals 
were different. Those who had been allotted Argos found a toad ; 
those who had got Lacedaemon, a serpent ; and those who were 
to have Messene, a fox. They pondered these signs and finally 
asked a seer, a native of that land, to interpret them. ‘‘Those who 
were given a toad,” he said, “had best remain at home in their 
city, for the toad is vulnerable and has nothing to protect its 
goings. Those on whose altar the serpent is coiled will be great 
aggressors and need have no fear in crossing the borders of their 
country. And those who saw the fox shall avoid both passiveness 
and force ; their safeguard shall be shrewdness.” 

These animals later became the emblems on the shields of the 
Argives, Spartans, and Messenians. And now the Heraclidae re- 
membered Oxylus, their one-eyed guide, and granted him the 
kingdom of Elis in reward for the help he had given them. In 
all the Peloponnesus, the mountainous land of Arcadia was the 
sole region left unconquered by the descendants of Heracles. 
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Sparta was the only one of the three realms they founded on 
the peninsula that endured for any length of time. In Argos, 
Temenus married his favorite daughter Hymetho to Deiphontes, 
another great-great-grandson of Heracles, and consulted his 
son-in-law on all matters of importance. At last rumor had it that 
he was planning to turn over the rule to him and Hymetho. This 
embittered his sons. They conspired against their father and 
slew him. The Argives did, indeed, recognize the eldest son as 
their king, but because they loved liberty and equality above all, 
they limited the king’s power so much that he and his descend- 
ants had nothing left of the kingship but the mere title. 


MEROPE AND AEPYTUS 

0 

Cresphontes, king of Messene, was no more fortunate than his 
brother Temenus. He had married Merope, daughter of King 
Cypselus of Arcadia, and she had borne her husband many chil- 
dren. The youngest of these was Aepytus. Cresphontes had a 
stately palace built for himself and his children. But he was not 
to enjoy his sumptuous halls for long. Since he was a friend of 
the common people, he favored them wherever and whenever he 
could. This angered the rich in his realm, and they killed him to- 
gether with his sons — all but the youngest, Aepytus, whom his 
mother managed to hide from the murderers and had taken to 
Arcadia, to her father Cypselus. In the meantime Polyphontes, 
also a descendant of Heracles, seized the throne of Messene and 
compelled the widow of the murdered king to become his wife. 
When he heard it whispered that one of the rightful heirs to the 
throne was still alive, he set a great price upon his head. But 
there was no one who wanted to gain it — or even could, had he 
wanted to — for there was no certainty to go by, only vague 
rumors, and no one knew where the boy really was. 

When Aepytus had grown into a youth he secretly left his 
grandfather’s palace and, telling no one of his purpose, set out 
for Messene. There he heard of the price set on his head. He 
whipped up his courage, went to the court of King Polyphontes, 
where no one recognized him, not even his mother, and said in the 
presence of Queen Merope: ‘T have come, O king, to tell you 
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that I intend to win the reward you have offered for the son of 
Cresphontes, who is a constant danger to your throne. I know 
him as well as I know my own self and shall deliver him into your 
hands.’’ 

When his mother heard these words, the color left her face. 
Quickly she sent for an old and trusted servant, who had helped 
her save little Aepytus, and who, for fear of the new king, was 
now living at a distance from the palace and the court. Him she 
secretly dispatched to Arcadia to guard her son from possible 
plots, or perhaps fetch him to Messene to lead the citizens in 
revolt against Polyphontes, hated for his tyrannical rule, and 
ascend the throne of his father. 

When the old servant arrived in Arcadia he found King 
Cypselus and the entire palace in confusion and sorrow, for 
Aepytus had vanished and no one knew what had become of him. 
Anxiously the servant hastened back to Messene and told the 
queen what had happened. And now both had only one thought : 
that the stranger who had appeared before the king and offered 
to win the reward must have murdered Aepytus in Arcadia and 
brought his body to Messene. They did not waste time in mourn- 
ful reflection. Polyphontes had given the stranger a lodging in 
the palace, and that very night the old servant and the queen, 
armed with an axe, went into his room with the purpose of killing 
the sleeper. The youth did not waken at her coming. A moon- 
beam fell on his face, quiet in gentle slumber. They leaned above 
him and Merope lifted her axe, preparing to strike, when the 
old servant, who stood closer to the couch and saw the boy’s 
features more distinctly, suddenly gripped the queen’s arm with 
a cry of amazement. ^‘Stop ! It is your son Aepytus you are about 
to kill !” Merope’s arm fell to her side. She put down the axe and 
threw herself over her son, whom she woke with her sobs. When 
they had clasped each other lovingly and long, her son told her 
that he had not come to deliver himself up to those plotting 
against him, but rather to punish them, to free her from a hus- 
band she despised, and, with the help of the citizens whom he 
hoped to win over to his cause, to assume his father’s sceptre. 

After this, the three discussed the best means of taking revenge 
on wicked Polyphontes. Merope donned mourning robes, went to 
the king, and told him she had just received the sad news that 
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her only remaining son was dead ; that from now on she was will- 
ing to live at peace with her husband and to forget the unhappy 
past. The tyrant walked into the snare. He grew light of heart, 
since the heavy burden which had weighed upon him had been 
miraculously removed, and declared he would make thank offer- 
ings to the gods because now he had no more enemies in all the 
world. He summoned the citizens to attend these rites in the 
market place, but they came reluctantly and with downcast eyes, 
for the common people had loved good Cresphontes and now 
mourned his son, whom they had regarded as their last hope. 
When the city was assembled, Aepytus himself fell on the king 
as he was making sacrifice and stabbed him to the heart. Merope 
and her old servant swiftly proclaimed to the Messenians that the 
youth they had thought a stranger was, in reality, the rightful 
heir to the throne. At this they broke into deafening shouts of 
jubilation, and that very day Aepytus occupied the throne of his 
father. Conducted by his mother, he entered the palace as king 
of Messene. His first action was to punish the murderers of his 
father and brothers as well as all others implicated in the crime. 
But when the dead had been avenged, he proved so generous and 
so benevolent a ruler that he won over the nobles as well as the 
people of Messene. He was held in such esteem that his descend- 
ants were permitted to call themselves Aepytidae instead of 
Heraclidae. 



PART n 
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THE BUILDING OE TEOY 

TONG, long ago two brothers, Jasion and Dardanus, sons of 
1 1 Zeus and an ocean-nymph, ruled over Samothrace, an island 
in the Aegean Sea. Jasion, well aware that he was descended 
from immortals, ventured to raise his eyes to a daughter of 
Olympus. Overcome with impetuous passion he wooed the goddess 
Demeter, whereupon his father punished him for his boldness by 
striking him dead with a thunderbolt. Dardanus gneved so sorely 
for the death of his brother that he left his realm and his country 
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and journeyed to the mainland of Asia, to the coast of Mysia, 
where the rivers Simois and Scamander meet before they flow 
into the sea, and the lofty mountain range of Ida tapers off 
toward the shore and merges with the plain. 

The king of this region was Teucer, whose ancestors came 
from Crete, and the people of his country, a people of shepherds, 
were called Teucri after him. This king received Dardanus 
hospitably, gave him his daughter to wife, and a strip of land of 
his own. This he called Dardania, and the Teucri who settled 
there were called Dardanians. His son Erichthonius succeeded 
to the throne and begot Tros ; after him the country was called 
the Troad and its capital Troy. Both Teucri and Dardanians 
were now known as Trojans. Ilos, the eldest son of King Tros, 
succeeded his father. 

Once, when he was visiting the neighboring country of 
Phrygi a, the king of that country asked him to take part in con- 
tests which had recently been initiated there. Ilos won in wres- 
tling, and his prize consisted of fifty youths and fifty maidens as 
well as a brindled cow which the king gave him, repeating an 
ancient oracle to the effect that wherever the cow lay down, he 
was to build a citadel. Ilos followed the cow, and since she lay 
down near the site wliich had been the capital of the country ever 
since the daj^s of his father Tros, and was called Troy, he set 
about building on this hill the solid citadel of Ilios, or Il ium, 
which also went by the name of Pergamum, and from this time on 
the entire region was called Troy, or Ilium, or Pergamum. But 
before beginning the work, he begged ^eus, his divine forbear, 
to give him a sign if the plan were pleasing to him. On the very 
next day he found an image of Pallas Athene, called Palladium, 
which had fallen from heaven and was lying in front of his house. 
It was three cubits in height. The feet were placed close to- 
gether. In her right hand the goddess held a spear, in her left a 
t distaff and a spindle. Now the story of this image was as follows. 

Legend had it that from the day of her birth the goddess was 
brought up by Triton, a sea-god, who had a daughter Pallas, 
of the same age as Athene. The two girls were inseparable com- 
panions. Once they decided to vie with each other in play to see 
who was stronger. Pallas, the child of the sea-god, was just aim- 
ing her spear at her friend when Zeus, who feared for his 
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daughter, held before her a shield covered with goatskin, the 
aegis. Pallas was startled by this unlooked-for sight. She looked 
up timidly, and at that moment Athene dealt her a fatal wound. 
The goddess mourned her death deeply. In memory of her be- 
loved friend she had an image made of her, furnished it with a 
breastplate of the same goatskin as the shield, set the image 
before the statue of Zeus, and held it in high honor. And from 
this time on she called herself Pallas Athene. With his daughter’s 
consent, Zeus now cast this Palladium down from the sky into 
the region of Ilium, as a sign that both the stronghold and the 
city were to be under his and his daughter’s protection. 

The son of King Ilos and Eurydice was Laomedon, a self- 
willed and violent man who deceived not only his fellow men but 
the gods as well. It was he who thought of insuring the safety of 
Troy, which was not fortified like the citadel, by surrounding it 
with a wall and thus making it a real city. At that time Apollo 
and Poseidon, who had rebelled against the father of gods and 
been thrust out of heaven, were homeless wanderers in the world 
below. It was the will of Zeus that they help King Laomedon 
build the walls of Troy, so that this city which he and his 
daughter Athene cherished might be safe against aggressors. 
Fate brought the errant gods to the environs of Troy just as the 
building of the walls was begun. They offered the king their 
assistance, asked a certain wage which he promised them, and 
began their period of servitude. Poseidon helped with the build- 
ing itself. Under his direction the wall rose broad and beautiful, 
a solid defense for the city. Phoeb^s_,4P5Uo5 ^he meantime, 
pastured the king’s homed cattle in the winding valleys and 
ravines of the wooded mountains of Ida. The gods had pledged 
their service for the space of a year. When twelve months had 
passed and the wall stood complete in all its splendor, the 
treacherous king refused to pay them their due, and when they 
argued the matter and eloquent ApolI o_broke in to bitter re- 
proaches, he drove them off, threatening to bind the sun-god 
hand and foot and mutilate the ears of both. The gods left him 
in sullen anger and became implacably hostile to Laomedon and 
the entire Trojan people. Athene, too, withdrew her favor from 
the city which, up to this time, had been under her protection, 
so that, with the tacit consent of Zeus, Troy, which had just been 
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safeguarded with a stately wall, Troy with her kings and her 
citizens, was abandoned to destruction by these immortals, who 
soon counted among their number Hera, who also turned against 
the city with burning hatred. 


FBIAM, HECUBA, AND FABIS 

What happened to K ing Laomedon and his daughter Hesione 
has already been related elsewhere. Pri am, his s on, whose second 
wife was Hec abe or Hecub a, daughter of Dymas, king of 
Phrygia, succeeded to the throne. Hecuba had one son^ ^ Hec tor. 
When she was carrying her second child she had a dream which 
fiUed her with dread. She saw herself giving birth to a flaming 
torch which set afire the entire city of Troy and burned it to ash. 
In great trepidation she told this to her husband, and Priam 
immediately summoned Aesacus, a son of his first marriage, for 
he was a soothsayer whom Merops, his grandfather on his 
mother’s side, had taught the art of interpreting dreams. Aesacus 
declared that his stepmother Hecuba was about to give birth to 
a son who would cause disaster to his native city. He therefore 
counselled that the child be exposed upon birth. The queen bore 
a son, just as he had foretold, and regard for her country over- 
came her feeling of motherly love. She permitted Priam to put 
the newborn child into the hands of a slave, who was to take it 
up to Mount Ida and abandon it there. The name of the slave 
was Agelaus. He did as he was told, but a mother bear gave the 
child suck, and when, after five days, Agelaus returned to where 
he had left it, he found the baby lying in the moss sound and well- 
fed. He took him in his arms, reared him as his son on his own 
little strip of land, and gave the boy the name of Paris. 

When, under the shepherd’s care, the king’s son had grown 
into a youth, he was noted both for the strength and the beaut}' 
of his body. He protected all the herdsmen of Mount Ida against 
the robbers roaming through those regions ; for this they called 
him Alexander, the helper of men. 

Now one day it came to pass that he found himself in a valley 
shaded by tall pines and broad oaks, far from his herd, which 
could not find the entrance to this green gorge among the moun- 
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tains. As he was leaning against a tree with folded arms and 
gazing down at the palaces of Troy and the distant sea through 
a rift in the hilk, he suddenly heard the footsteps of a god shak- 
ing the earth. Before he could collect himself he saw Hermes, the 
messenger of the gods, approaching on winged feet. In his hands 
he held the golden herald’s staff. Yet, marvellous as he was to 
behold, he was only the forerunner of a still fairer vision, for 
now three goddesses from Olympus touched their light feet to- 
the grass that had never been sheared or grazed upon. The youth 
shuddered with awe and the hair rose on his head, but the winged 
messenger of the gods called to him: “Do not be afraid! The 
goddesses have come to you so that you may judge them. They 
have chosen you to decide which of them is fairest. Zeus bids you 
accept the office to which they have elected you. He will not deny 
you his aid and protection.” 

So said Hermes and, rising on his wings, floated up from the 
narrow valley, and soon was lost from sight. But what Paris had 
heard gave him the courage to lift his shy gaze to the immortals 
who stood before him in divine majesty and loveliness, awaiting 
his decision. At first glance it seemed to him that each deserved to 
be called the most beautiful. But the longer he looked, the more 
he wavered, preferring now one and now the other. Gradually, 
however, the youngest, the most delicately fair, seemed to him 
more charming and desirable than the rest, and he felt as if her 
eyes caressed and caught him in a radiant snare. 

And now the proudest of the three, she who was taller and state- 
lier than the others, addressed the youth. “I am Hera, sister and 
wife of Zeus. If you accord me this golden apple which Eris, the 
goddess of discord, threw among the guests at the wedding feast 
of Peleus and Thetis, and on which are inscribed the words ‘To 
the Most Beautiful,’ you shall rule the richest realm on earth, 
even though once you were thrust from a palace and are now no 
more than a shepherd.” 

“I am Pallas Athene, the goddess of wisdom,” said the second. 
Her forehead was broad and smooth, and the eyes in her grave 
and gracious face were of the deepest blue. “If you accord me 
the victory, you shall be famed as the wisest and most manly 
among men.” 

And now the third, who up to now had spoken only with her 



304 TALES OF TROY 

eyes, looked at the shepherd still more earnestly and sweetly and 
said: ^‘Paris, surely you will not allow yourself to be swayed by 
the promise of gifts which imply danger and are a most insecure 
pledge of success ! I shall bestow on you something which can- 
not but bring you joy. What I shall give you, you need only love 
to become happy : I shall give you the most beautiful woman on 
earth to wife ! I am Aphrodite, the goddess of love 

When Aphrodite made this promise to Paris, the shepherd, 
she was wearing her girdle, which lent her irresistible loveliness. 
About her clung a shimmer of magic and hope before which the 
charms of the other goddesses paled. Dazzled by her radiance, 
Paris gave the goddess of love the golden apple he had received 
from Hera. Whereupon she and Athene angrily turned their 
backs and swore to revenge themselves for the wrong he had done 
them, upon Priam, his father, and upon Troy and all her people. 
Prom tliis moment on Hera, in particular, became the bitterest 
enemy of the Trojans. Aphrodite, however, solemnly repeated 
her promise and confirmed it with the oath of the gods. Then she 
took leave of the shepherd with a gesture both regal and tender 
and left him bewildered with happiness. 

For some time after this, Paris continued to live on the slopes of 
Ida, an unknown herdsman, hoping for the fulfillment of Aphro- 
dite’s beguiling words. But when the wishes she had roused within 
him were not satisfied, he married Oenone, a girl bred in that 
region, who — so rumor had it — ^was the daughter of a river-god 
and a nymph. In her company he spent many joyful days in the 
solitude of the mountain, tending his herds far from the haunts 
of men. At last, however, he was lured down to the city he had 
never entered. It was on the occasion of funeral games which King 
Priam arranged after the burial of one of his kinsmen. There 
were to be contests, and the prize was a bullock, which the king 
ordered fetched from his herds on Ida. Now it happened that this 
very bullock was one Paris had chosen for his favorite, and since 
he could not very well withhold it from his master, the king, he 
decided he would at least take part in the contests and try to win 
the animal back. And he did, indeed, gain the victory, even over 
his brothers, even over Hector, the bravest and strongest of 
them all. One of the sons of King Priam, Deiphobus, was so over- 
whelmed with rage and shame at his defeat that he rushed for- 
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ward to strike down this shepherd boy. But Paris fled to the altar 
of Zeus, and Priam’s daughter Cassandra, on whom the gods had 
conferred the gift of prophecy, recognized him as her brother. 
In the joy of reunion his parents embraced him, forgot what the 
soothsayer had predicted at his birth, and accepted hiTn as their 
son. 

Por the time being, Paris returned to his wife and his herds, 
but now he lived in a sumptuous house, as befitted his royal sta- 
I tion. Soon, however, occasion arose to employ him on some of 
the king’s business, and without knowing it he journeyed to the 
prize Aphrodite had promised him. 


THE EAFE OF HEUEN 

We know that when King Priam was still a tender boy, his 
sister Hesione was carried off by Heracles, who had killed 
Laomedon, conquered Troy, and given her to his friend Telamon. 
Although Telamon had taken her for his lawful wife and made 
her queen over Salamis, neither Priam nor his house had ever 
become reconciled to this loss. Once, when the abduction of 
Hesione again came up in council, and Priam expressed deep 
longing for his distant sister, his son Paris rose and declared that 
were he but given a fleet and sent to Greece, he would, with the 
help of the gods, wrest his father’s sister from their enemies and 
return victorious, crowned with glory. He founded these high 
hopes on the favor of Aphrodite and told his father and his 
brothers what had happened while he was pasturing his cattle 
on the slopes of Ida. 

Priam no longer doubted that Paris was under the special pro- 
tection of the gods, and Deiphobus too seemed confident that if 
his brother appeared in battle-array, the Argives would have to 
return Hesione. Among Priam’s many sons was a soothsayer by 
the name of Helenus. He, of a sudden, broke into a flood of 
prophetic words, saying that if his brother Paris brought a 
woman home with him out of Greece, the Argives would come to 
Troy, raze the city to the ground, and slay the king and all his 
sons. This prediction caused a rift in the council. Troilus, Priam’s 
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youngest son, who was full of vigor and the lust for action, was 
impatient of his brother's forebodings, taunted him with a charge 
of cowardice, and exhorted the rest not to let his unfounded warn- 
ings keep them from battle. Some of the others, however, were 
doubtful. But Priam sided with Paris, for he was full of anxiety 
and longing for his sister. 

The king called an assembly of the people and told them how 
in days gone by he had sent an embassy to Greece under the 
leadership of Antenor, to ask satisfaction for the rape of Hesione 
and bring her back to her kinsmen. Antenor’s demand had been 
refused scornfully, but now — ^so said Priam — ^if the people were 
willing, he would send his own son Paris, with a formidable host, 
to accomplish by force what courtesy had failed to achieve. 
Antenor supported this proposal by rising and giving a vivid 
account of the insolence he, a peaceful emissary, had suffered in 
Greece, and described the Argives as arrogant in peace and timid 
in battle. His words kindled the people to fury and with noisy 
acclaim they called for war. But Priam, who was a wise king, did 
not wish this matter lightly concluded and invited anyone who 
had doubts about this enterprise to rise and have his say. There- 
upon Panthous, one of the elders of Troy, rose in the assembly 
and related what he in his youth had been told by his father 
Othrys, who, in turn, had learned it from an oracle. It was that 
if ever a prince of the line of Laomedon brought home a wife 
from Greece, the Trojans would be faced with utter destruction. 
‘^And so,” the elder concluded his speech, ‘‘let us not be tempted 
by the hope of martial glory, my friends. Let us live in peace and 
quiet rather than stake everything on the fortunes of war and 
perhaps lose everything, including our liberty.” But the people 
muttered discontentedly, and begged Priam not to listen to the 
timid words of an old man, but to do what his heart had already 
resolved. 

Then Priam had ships built on Mount Ida, equipped them 
for the voyage, and sent his son Hector into Phrygia, and Paris 
and Deiphobus into the neighboring country of Paeonia, to 
enlist allied peoples for the cause of Troy. All Trojans able to 
bear arms prepared for war, so that soon a vast host was as- 
sembled. The king put Paris in command of it and as aids as- 
signed to him his brother Deiphobus, Polydamas, son of Pan- 



thous, and Prince Aeneas. Then the great fleet put out to sea and 
steered for Cythera, the Greek island where they expected to 
make their first landing. On the way they met the ship of 
Menelaus, king of Sparta, who was bound for Pylos on a visit 
to wise Nestor. He was amazed at the long procession of stately 
ships, and the Trojans, on their part, marvelled at the beautiful 
vessel festively adorned, which apparently had aboard one of the 
foremost princes of Greece. Neither side knew the other, but 
each wondered where the other might be going, and thus the ships 
passed, skimming over the waves. The Trojan fleet landed safely 
on the island of Cythera. From there Paris was to go to Sparta 
and treat with Castor and Polydeuces, twin sons of Zeus, for the 
return of his father’s sister. In the event the Argive heroes re- 
fused to give up Hesione, he was to take the fleet to Salamis and 
carry off the princess by force. 

Before embarking on this voyage to Sparta, Paris wished to 
make offering in a temple sacred both to Aphrodite and Artemis. 
In the meantime, the inhabitants of the island had reported the 
arrival of this magnificent fleet to Sparta, where, in the absence 
of Menelaus, her husband, Queen Helen was holding court alone. 
This daughter of Zeus and Leda, the sister of Castor and Poly- 
deuces, was the most beautiful woman of her time. She had been 
abducted by Theseus when she was little more than a child, but 
her brothers had gone in quest of her and brought her home 
again. As she grew to maidenhood in the palcuse of her stepfather 
Tyndareus, king of Sparta, her beauty attracted hosts of suitors, 


308 T ALES OF TROY 

but the king was afraid that if he chose any one of them for a 
son-in-law, he would make enemies of all the others. Then crafty 
Odysseus, king of Ithaca, gave him the wise counsel to demand 
from every suitor an oath that with his weapons he would defend 
the chosen bridegroom against anyone whose hostility the king 
might incur through his daughter’s marriage. Tyndareus fol- 
lowed this shrewd piece of advice, had all the suitors swear the 
oath, and then chose Menelaus, king of the Argives, son of 
Atreus and brother of Agamemnon, gave him his daughter to 
wife, and made him the ruler of his realm. Helen bore her husband 
a daughter, Hermione, who was a mere infant when Paris reached 
Greece, 

When lovely Helen, whose days were dull and joyless in the 
absence of her husband, heard that a foreign prince in gorgeous 
array had arrived on the island of Cythera, she was pricked with 
womanly curiosity to see this stranger and his martial retinue. 
To satisfy this desire, she arranged a solemn offering in the 
temple of Artemis, on Cythera, and entered the sanctuary at the 
very moment Paris was completing the rites of his own sacrifice. 
When he saw the queen, the hands he had lifted in prayer sank 
to his sides, and his spirit filled with wonder, for it seemed to him 
that he again beheld Aphrodite, the goddess who had appeared 
to him when he was a shepherd on Mount Ida. Word of Helen’s 
beauty had come to him long ago and he had been eager to see her 
charms with his own eyes, but he had thought that the woman 
the goddess of love had promised him must be far fairer than the 
descriptions of Helen sounded to him. Besides, he had always had 
in mind a virgin, not the wife of another. But now that he beheld 
the queen of Sparta face to face and saw that her beauty rivalled 
that of Aphrodite, he suddenly knew with great clearness that 
this, and this only, could be the woman the goddess of love had 
promised him in reward for his judgment. The errand with which 
his father had entrusted him, the whole purpose of his journey, 
of his warlike array, vanished from his mind. He was convinced 
that he and those thousands of armed men had set out only to 
conquer Helen. WThile he stood silent, lost in the contemplation 
of her beauty, Helen too looked with undisguised pleasure at 
this handsome prince from Asia with his long curly locks and 
sumptuous robes of purple and gold. The image of her husband 
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faded from her memory and in its place rose up the radiance and 
youth of this stranger. 

But Helen tore herself away, returned to the palace in Sparta, 
tried to blot that fair image from her heart and rouse herself to 
long for Menelaus, who was still in Pylos. But soon Paris, with a 
select few in his train, appeared in the city of Sparta, and by 
stressing the importance of his mission gained entrance to the 
halls of the king, even though Menelaus himself was absent. The 
queen received him with the hospitality due to strangers and the 
distinction to which the sons of kings are entitled. And his skill 
on the lyre, the grace and sweetness of his words and his ardent 
love overwhelmed the unguarded heart of Helen. When Paris 
saw her falter in her faithfulness, he forgot the cause of his 
father, of his people, and, indeed, remembered nothing but 
Aphrodite’s beguiling promise. He assembled the armed fol- 
lowers who had come to Sparta with him, and tempting them with 
the prospect of rich plunder, won their consent to help him in 
the plan he had conceived. Then he stormed the palace, seized 
the treasures of Menelaus, and carried off beautiful Helen who, 
to be sure, resisted — ^yet followed him to his fleet not altogether 
against her will. 

While he was crossing the Aegean, the wind died down and 
the hurrying ships were becalmed on a quiet sea. The waves 
parted at the prow of the ship which bore Paris and Helen, and 
age-old Nereus lifted his head wreathed in waterweeds out of the 
salt foam, and the drops oozed from his hair and his curling 
beard. The ship stood as if nailed to the surface of the sea, and 
the sea seemed like a wall of bronze built about the ribs of the 
vessel. Then Nereus called out to them in terrible prophecy: 
^‘Birds of ill omen fly before you, accursed robber ! The Achaeans 
will come with their armies ; they will snatch you from your sinful 
union and shatter the ancient kingdom of Priam. Alas, how many 
horses I behold! How many men! How many dead bodies the 
descendants of Dardanus will owe to you! Already Pallas is 
donning her helmet, her shield, and the weapons of her anger. 
Much blood will flow ; the struggle will last for many years, and 
only the wrath of a hero will delay the destruction of your city. 
But when the appointed time is come, the firebrands of the 
Argives will devour the homes of Troy.” 



SIO TALES OF TROY 

So the old god foretold, then he sank back into the sea. Paris 
had listened in horror. But when a fair wind blew again and 
the white hand of Helen lay in his, he soon forgot the warning 
words he had heard. The fleet cast anchor in the harbor of the 
island of Cranae, and now Helen, faithless and light of heart, 
consented to be his. In the joy of being together, each forgot 
home and country. For a long time they lived royally on the 
treasure they had brought with them, and years passed before 
they set out on the voyage to Troy. 



THE ABGIVES 


Paris, as an emissary to Sparta, had been guilty of a grave breach 
of the laws governing a guest and his host and the rights of 
peoples. His action bore instant fruit. A line of kings, powerful 
among the heroes of Greece, was roused to raging fury. Menelaus, 
king of Sparta, and his elder brother Agamemnon, king of 
Mycenae, were descended from Tantalus. They were grandsons 
of Pelops, sons of Atreus, men of a noble house, whose history 
was rich in conquest. Besides Argos and Sparta, most of the 
states of the Peloponnesus were subject to these two brothers, 
and the rulers of the rest of Greece were their allies. So when 
Menelaus heard the news of the rape of Helen, he left his old 
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friend Nestor and hastened from Pylos to Mycenae, where his 
brother Agamemnon and Clytaemnestra, Helen’s stepsister, were 
king and queen. Agamemnon shared his brother’s grief and 
anger, but spoke words of comfort to him and promised to re- 
mind Helen’s former suitors of their oath. Then the brothers 
travelled over all of Greece and asked its princes to join in the 
war against Troy. The first to accept was Tlepolemus, famed 
ruler of Rhodes, a son of Heracles, who offered to furnish ninety 
ships for an expedition against the treacherous city of Troy. 
Then came Diomedes, son of Tydeus, who promised eighty ships 
with a crew of the most valiant men in Greece. After these two 
princes had conferred with the Atridae in Sparta, the Dioscuri, 
Castor and Polydeuces, sons of Zeus and brothers of Helen, were 
also invited to join. But they had already gone, for at the very 
first report that their sister had been carried off, they had sailed 
in pursuit of the robber and got as far as the island of Lesbos, 
close to the coast of Troy. There a storm struck their ship and 
it sank into the sea. The Dioscuri themselves disappeared. 
Legend, however, had it that they did not perish in the waves, but 
that Zeus, their father, set them in the heavens as a glorious con- 
stellation. And there, through the ages, they perform their office 
as protectors of ships that sail the seas and as patron gods of 
those aboard them. 

And now almost all of Greece had risen to the call of the 
Atridae. Only two princes hung back. One was crafty Odysseus 
of Ithaca, Penelope’s husband, who did not wish to leave his 
young wife and his infant son Telemachus for the sake of the 
faithless queen of Sparta. And so when Palamedes, son of Prince 
Nauplius of Euboea, the staunch friend of Menelaus, came to 
him with the king of Sparta, he pretended madness, yoked an 
ox and an ass to his harrow, ploughed his field with this ill- 
matched team, and scattered salt instead of seed in the furrows. 
He arranged for the two heroes to see him engaged in this strange 
occupation and hoped in this way to exclude himself from a cam- 
paign he did not favor. But wise Palamedes saw through the 
Wiliest of all mortals. While Odysseus was guiding the harrow, 
he secretly went to the palace, took the child Telemachus from 
his cradle, and laid him in a part of the field where Odysseus was 
just about to turn up the earth. At that, the father carefully 
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lifted the harrow across the boy, and the heroes shouted to him 
that he had proved he was quite sane. Now he could no longer 
refuse to take part in the expedition, and though in his heart 
he swore bitter enmity to Palamedes, he promised to put at the 
disposal of King Menelaus twelve ships from Ithaca and the 
neighboring islands, each with its crew coiftplete. 

The other prince who had not yet given his word to join and 
whose whereabouts were not even known, was Achilles, the young 
and splendid son of Peleus and Thetis, goddess of the sea. When 
he was newborn, his immortal mother wanted to make him im- 
mortal too. So when night came, unbeknown to Peleus, she laid 
the child in celestial fire, which was to purge him of whatever 
mortal parts he had inherited from his father. By day she healed 
his seared flesh with ambrosia. Night after night she did this, but 
once Peleus spied on her and cried aloud when he saw his son 
quiver in the flames. This hindered Thetis from perfecting her 
work. Sadly she abandoned her infant son, whom she had not 
succeeded in making wholly divine, nor did she return to the 
palace, but sped to the cool sea kingdom of the Nereids. Peleus, 
who thought that the boy bore dangerous wounds, lifted him up 
and carried him to Chiron, who was versed in the art of medicine. 
This wise centaur, the rearer of many heroes, took the boy ten- 
derly and nourished him on the marrow of bears and the liver of 
lions and boars. 

When Achilles was nine yeeuB old, Calchas, a Greek soothsayer, 
declared that Troy, the far-off city in 4^sia which was destined 
to destruction through the Argives, could not be conquered with- 
out the son of Peleus. Thetis, his mother, heard this prophecy in 
the depths of the sea, and because she knew that this campaign 
would bring death to her son, she rose through the waves, secretly 
entered her husband’s palace, dressed the boy in girl’s clothes, 
and in this disguise took him to King Lycomedes on the island 
of Scyros, who brought him up as a girl and had him perform 
the dainty tasks of a princess. But when the boy arrived at an 
age when the first down appeared on his lip, he discovered him- 
self to Deidamia, the king’s lovely daughter. A tender love 
sprang up between these two, and while the people on the island 
took Achilles for a kinswoman of their king, he was really 
Deidamia’s husband. 
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Now that he was indispensable for the conquest of Troy, 
Calchas, the soothsayer, who knew his abode as well as what was 
destined for him, told the Atridae where he was to be found, and 
they at once dispatched Odysseus and Diomedes to enlist him 
in the war. When these heroes came to the island of Scyros, they 
were presented to the king, his daughter, her kinswoman, and 
handmaids. But the face of Achilles was still so delicately lovely 
that even though the two Achaean princes had watchful eyes, 
they could not detect him among the group of girls. Then Odys- 
seus had recourse to ruse. He had a spear and shield carried into 
the room where the girls gathered, but so that it seemed by 
chance, and then bade one of his men sound the trumpet as if 
foes were approaching. At those martial notes every woman fled 
from the chamber, but Achilles remained and boldly seized the 
spear and the shield. When he realized that his disguise no longer 
availed him, he offered to join the army of the Achaeans with a 
fleet of fifty ships and promised that he himself would come at 
the head of his Myrmidons or Thessalians, accompanied by 
Phoenix, who had educated him, and Patroclus, his friend, who 
had been reared with him in the house of Peleus. 

The leaders of the various peoples chose Agamemnon as their 
commander-in-chief, since he was the most active in furthering 
the enterprise, and he selected the port of Aulis in Boeotia, near 
the straits of Euboea, as the meeting place for all the Argive 
princes with their men and their ships. Besides those already men- 
tioned there were many others. The noblest among these were 
mighty Ajax, son of Telamon of Salamis, and his half brother 
Teucer, the unerring archer; Ajax the Less from the land of 
Locris ; Menestheus of Athens ; Ascalaphus and lalmenus, sons 
of Ares, and with them their people, the Minyans from Orcho- 
menus; from Boeotia, Peneleus, Arcesilaus, Clonius, and Pro- 
thoenor ; from Phocis, Schedius and Epistrophus ; from Euboea, 
Elephenor with the Abantes ; Diomedes, Sthenelus, son of Capa- 
neus, and Euryalus, son of Mecisteus, with part of the Argives 
and other Peloponnesians ; from Pylos, Nestor, the old man who 
had seen three generations grow up; from Arcadia, Agapenor, 
son of Ancaeus ; from Elis and other cities, Amphimachus, Thal- 
pius, Diores, and Polyxenus ; from Dulichium and the Echinades, 
Meges, son of Phyleus; with the AetoUans came Thoas, son of 
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Andraemon ; from Crete, Idomeneus and Meriones ; from Rhodes, 
Tlepolemus, a descendant of Heracles ; from Syme, Nireus, who 
in beauty exceeded all men in the Argive hosts ; from the Calyd- 
nae, the Heraclidae Phidippus and Antiphus; from Phylace, 
Podarces, son of Iphicles ; from Pherae in Thessaly, Eumelus, 
the son of Admetus and devout Alcestis ; Methone, Thaumacia, 
and Meliboea sent Philoctetes ; from Tricca, Ithome, and Oech- 
alia came Podalirius and Machaon, both versed in the art of 
healing; from Ormenium, Eurypylus, the son of Euaemon ; from 
Argissa, Polypoetes, the son of Pirithous, friend of Theseus; 
Guneus represented Cyphos, and Prothous, Magnesia. 

Besides the Atridae, Odysseus, and Achilles, these were the 
princes and commanders of the Greeks who gathered in Aulis — 
and each came with a great fleet ! In those days the Greeks were 
sometimes called Danai, a word derived from Danaus, an early 
king of Egypt, who had settled in Argos on the Peloponnesus, . 
and sometimes Argives, after the most important region in " 
Greece ; Argolis or the land of the Argives. They also went by - ' 
the name of Achaeans, because in olden times Greece had been 
called Achaea. It was not until later that they were called Greeks ^ 
from Graicus, son of Thessalus, and Hellenes after Hellen, son 
of Deucalion and Pyrrha. 
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THE AB6IVES SENS PBIAH A MF.SRAOE 

While the Achaeans were thus preparing for war against Troy, 
Agamemnon in an assembly of trusted friends and leaders of the 
people resolved first to try peaceful means : to send ambassadors 
to King Priam to protest the breach of laws and the rape of an 
Argive queen and demand the return of Helen and the treasures 
of Menelaus. The council elected Falamedes, Odysseus, and 
Menelaus to go on this mission, and though in his heart Odysseus 
was bitterly hostile to Falamedes, still, for the sake of the com- 
mon good, he agreed to defer to the wisdom of this prince, famed 
throughout the hosts of Greece for his insight and experience, 
and did not dispute his right to speak for them all at the court 
' of Priam. 

: The Trojans and their king were dumbfounded at the arrival 
J of such messengers aboard ships so large and splendid. They 
I were utterly ignorant of the cause of their coming, since Paris 
I was still on the island of Cranae and had not been heard from in 
jTroy. Priam and his people could not but believe that the 
: Trojan warriors who had set out to support Paris in his demand 
^for Hesione must have met with powerful resistance, that they 
9iad been destroyed, and that now the Argives, grown arrogant, 
had crossed the sea to attack the Trojans in their own country. 
And so the news that envoys from Greece were approaching the 
city made everyone taut with suspense. The gates, however, were 
flung wide, and the three princes were at once conducted to the 
palace of Priam and led before the king, who had summoned his 
numerous sons and the heeids of the city to the council hall. 
Falamedes began to speak and in the name of all of Greece com- 
plained bitterly of the shameful breach of hospitality which Paris 
had committed by carrying off Helen. Then he pictured the 
dangers of war which this disgraceful action might bring on 
Priam and his people, enumerated the great princes of Greece 
who would come to Troy with countless warriors on more than a 
thousand ships, and demanded the return of their captured 
queen. “You do not know, O king,” he concluded, “the kind of 
men your son has offended by what he has done. They are Danai 
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who would die rather than suffer an insult on the part of a 
stranger to go unavenged. But in coming to avenge this wrong, 
they do not intend to die but to carry off the victory, for their 
number is as the sands of the sea; all have the courage of true 
heroes and bum to blot out the disgrace inflicted on their coun- 
try by destroying the cause of it. That is why our commander- 
in-chief, Agamemnon, king of mighty Argos and foremost prince 
of all Greece, and with him all the other princes of the Danai, bids 
me say to you: ‘Return the queen you have stolen from us, or 
all of you shall perish.’ ” 

These words of deflance angered the king’s sons and the elders 
of Troy. They drew their swords from the scabbard and struck 
blade against shield, full of the lust for battle. But King Priam 
ordered them to be quiet, rose from his seat, and said : “Strangers, 
you who have come in the name of your people and heaped such 
reproaches on me, first let me recover from my astonishment. 
For we know nothing of what you accuse us of ; rather do we 
think that we are entitled to complain of just such an evil deed 
as you claim we have committed. It was your countryman 
Heracles who attacked us in the midst of peace. From our city he 
carried off Hesione, my innocent sister, and gave her as a slave 
to Telamon. And it is only due to the good will of that prince 
that he made her his lawful wife instead of keeping her as a 
servant or a concubine. But this is not enough to make up for 
dishonesty and rape. We have sent envoys to you before. Now 
my son Paris left for your country to demand the return of my 
sister, so that I might rejoice in her in my old age. How Paris 
has carried out my royal command, what he has done, and where 
be is — ^these things I do not know. But I am wholly certain that 
there is no Argive woman in my palace or in my city. And so, 
even if I wanted to, I could not give you the satisfaction you ask. 
Should my son Paris return to Troy safely, as his father ardently 
hopes, should he bring with him an Argive woman he has ab- 
ducted, she shall be delivered up to you, unless she is a fugitive 
and, as such, implores our protection. But even then you shall 
have her only on one condition : that you bring back to me from 
Salamis my sister Hesione, so that I may clasp her in my arms.” 

The council of Trojans applauded the words of their king, 
but Palamedes spoke again, and his words were both angry and 
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arrogant. ‘‘The granting of our request, O king, can depend on 
no condition whatsoever. We believe your words which assure us 
that the wife of Menelaus has not yet arrived within these walls. 
But she will ! Do not doubt it ! It is, unfortunately, only too true 
that your unworthy son has carried her off. As for us — we are 
not responsible for what Heracles did in our fathers’ time. But 
we do demand satisfaction from you for a wrong perpetrated by 
one of your sons in our own day and age. Hesione went with 
Telamon of her own free will, and she herself is sending her son. 
Prince Ajax, to this war which is imminent unless you make 
amends. But Helen was carried off against her wish. Give thanks 
to the gods who have given you a respite through the tarrying 
abroad of that robber Paris, and come to a decision which will 
ward destruction from you and yours.” 

Priam and the Trojans were vexed almost beyond endurance 
by this insolent speech of Palamedes, but they observed the 
courtesy due to envoys. The assembly adjourned, and one of the 
elders of Troy, wise Antenor, son of Aesyetes and Cleomestra, 
escorted the foreign princes to shield them from the insults of the 
crowd, conducted them to his house, and lodged them there with 
perfect hospitality until the following morning. Then he ac- 
companied them to the shore, where they boarded the shining 
ships which had taken them to Troy. 


AGAMEMNON AND IPHIGENIA 

While the fleet was assembling at Aulis, Prince Agamemnon 
whiled away the time with the chase. One day an exquisite hind, 
a creature sacred to Artemis, came within shooting distance. 
Overcome with eagerness, Agamemnon aimed at her and hit the 
mark, saying boastfully that Artemis herself could not have 
done better. Vexed by his impious act, the goddess stiUed the 
wind and caused a deep calm to fall on the bay of Aulis, where the 
Argives had assembled with ships and horses and chariots. The 
fleet lay idly on the waters as the days crept by. In their trouble 
the Danai turned to Calchas, their seer, the son of Thestor, for 
he had already done good service to his people and had come to 
accompany them on their expedition as priest and prophet. “If 



S 18 TALES OF TROY 

Agamemnon, the commander-in-chief of the Argives,’’ so said 
Calchas, ‘^sacrifices to Artemis' Iphigenia, his cherished daughter, 
whom Clytaemnestra bore him, the goddess will be appeased. A 
fair wind will rise, and heaven vrill put no further obstacle in the 
way of the destruction of Troy.” 

When Agamemnon heard this, his courage sank. He sent for 
Talthybius of Sparta, the herald of the assembled Danai, and 
had him proclaim to all the peoples of Greece that Agamemnon 
was resigning his command over the Argive host because he did 
not wish to burden his conscience with the murder of his child. 
But when his resolve was announced to the Achaeans, they 
threatened revolt. Then Menelaus sought out his brother in his 
house and pictured to him the consequences of this decision and 
the disgrace which would cling to him, Menelaus, if his wife re- 
mained in the hands of the enemy. He marshalled so many argu- 
ments and presented them with such eloquence that Agamemnon 
at last consented to the monstrous deed. 

He sent a message to his wife Clytaemnestra, in Mycenae, ask- 
ing her to send Iphigenia to the army in Aulis, and gave as his 
reason for this odd request the pretext that before the fleet sailed 
for the coast of Troy the girl was to be betrothed to Peleus’ 
young son Achilles, the glorious prince of Phthyotis, of whose 
secret marriage to Deidamia no one knew. Scarcely had the 
messenger been dispatched, however, before Agamemnon began 
to be tormented by qualms of conscience. In an agony of doubt 
and remorse at his ill-considered act, he called an old and trusted 
servant to him that very night and gave him a letter for Cly- 
taemnestra. In it he had written that she should not send their 
daughter to Aulis, that he had changed his plan and wished to 
postpone the betrothal until the spring. The servant hurried off 
with the letter, but he never reached his destination, for before 
dawn, before he even rose from his bed, he was seized by Mene- 
laus, who had observed his brother’s indecision and kept a watch- 
ful eye on all he did. 

When he had read the letter, he again went to his brother, the 
tablet in his hand. “Nothing in the world,” he called out to him 
resentfully, “is worse than a wavering will! Nothing is more 
unjust and more untrue! Do you not recall, my brother, how 
eagerly you wanted the command, how you burned with ill- 
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concealed desire to lead the army to Troy ? You feigned the great- 
est humility toward all the Argive princes and graciously shook 
hands with each and every one. Your doors were never bolted. 
The very humblest among the people could enter, and all this 
show of friendliness was only for the purpose of obtaining an 
office you had set your heart on. But when you had it, things be- 
came quite different. Then you no longer were the friend of your 
old friends, as before. It was not easy to find you in your house, 
and you rarely showed yourself to the army. This was not the be- 
havior of an honorable man, who should be most loyal to his 
friends at a time when they have the greatest need of him. But 
what did you do? When you had come to Aulis with the Greek 
host, when you waited in vain for a fair wind, when the gods 
turned from you, and our men began to grumble and finally cried 
aloud: ‘Let us sail and not wait forever in Aulis,’ how your 
glance roved about in dismay, how helpless you were ! It was then 
that you turned to me to devise a way out, lest you lose that fine 
office you were so proud of. And when Calchas, the soothsayer, 
bade you offer up your daughter to Artemis, it needed small 
urging for you to agree. You sent a message to your wife Cly- 
taemnestra, asking her to send Iphigenia — ostensibly that she 
might be betrothed to Achilles. And now you are again evading 
the issue. You sent another message, declaring that you cannot 
bear to be the murderer of your child. But why should I be 
astonished at such indecision ! There have been thousands like 
you, eager to get the rudder into their hands, but slack when 
they discover that the privilege of guiding others entails per- 
sonal sacrifice. But I say that no one is fit to lead armies or to 
administer a state who is not resourceful and wise and who can- 
not maintain these qualities in the face of all the toil and turmoil 
life brings with it.” 

Censure such as this, and from the lips of a brother, was not 
calculated to calm Agamemnon’s troubled heart. “Why reproach 
me so violently?” he asked. “Your eyes are bloodshot with excite- 
ment. Who do you think is out to offend you? What are you so 
disturbed about? Your charming wife Helen? I cannot restore 
her to you. Why did you not guard what is yours with greater 
watchfulness? You seem to think it was foolish of me to try, in a 
saner moment, to correct a mistake made impetuously. But it 
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seems to me that it is far greater folly to try to regain a faithless 
wife you are well rid of. No, I shall never commit a crime against 
my own flesh and blood ! As for you — ^it were far better you meted 
out punishment to adulterous Helen!” 

The brothers were still quarrelling when a messenger arrived 
to announce to King Agamemnon the coming of his daughter 
Iphigenia, of her mother, and his little son Orestes, who h*Mi left 
soon after her. Hardly had the messenger departed when Aga- 
memnon gave himself up to such hopeless despair that Menelaus, 
who had been standing a little apart, approached his brother 
and reached for his hand. Agamemnon gave it to him while the 
hot tears gushed from his eyes. “There it is, brother,” he said 
mournfully. “The victory is yours 1 1 am destroyed !” 

But now Menelaus swore to desist from his earlier demand. 
He even pleaded with him not to kill his child and declared that 
by no means would he injure and lose a beloved brother for the 
mere sake of Helen. “Do not wet your face with tears I” he cried. 
“If — ^through the oracle of the gods — have a share in your 
daughter, I herewith reject it and cede it to you. Do not be 
astonished that my impulsive spirit has shifted from fury to 
brotherly love. For should not a man follow his better judgment 
when the waves of anger have ebbed from his heart?” 

Agamemnon embraced his brother, but the destiny of his 
daughter was still uppermost in his mind. “I thank you,” he said. 
“That your noble spirit would bring us together again was more 
than I could hope for. Nonetheless, my fate is sealed. Iphigenia 
must die. All of Greece demands it. Calchas and crafty Odysseus 
have come to an understanding with each other. They will have 
the people on their side, kill you and me, and then slaughter the 
girl. And believe me, even if we fled to Argos, they would come 
and drag us from within the walls and raze to the ground the 
old city of the Cyclopes. And so, dear brother, I beg you to do 
nothing except keep the truth from Clytaemnestra until our 
child has been offered up in obedience to the oracle.” 

And now the women approached. The brothers broke off their 
talk and Menelaus went away, deep in sorrowful thought. 

The greeting between husband and w'ife was brief and, on 
Agamemnon’s part, cold and constrained. But the young girl 
clasped her arms about her father and her voice was full of love 
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and joy as she exclaimed: father, how I have missed you! 

How happy I am to see you again !” Looking at him more closely 
she continued : ‘‘But why are your eyes so somber and full of 
care? You were always so glad to see me !” 

“Enough, child,” Agamemnon answered, and his heart was 
full to bursting. “A king has many burdens and much to vex 
him.” 

“But now smooth those lines from your forehead and turn 
loving eyes upon your daughter !” said Iphigenia. “Oh, why are 
they wet with tears ?” 

“Because we must part for very long,” her father replied. 

“How happy I should be if I could be your companion on this 
journey!” the girl said wistfully, 

“You too will go on a journey,” Agamemnon said gravely. 
“But before that we must sacrifice — a sacrifice at which you shall 
be present, my daughter.” As he uttered these words, he was 
almost choked by tears. Then he sent the girl, who suspected no 
harm, to the house where her handmaids were lodged. When she 
had gone, Agamemnon forced himself to spin out a tale of lies 
to his inquisitive wife, who was overflowing with questions about 
the family and the wealth of the bridegroom he had selected for 
their daughter. As soon as he had escaped the flood of her queries, 
he sought out Calchas, the soothsayer, to confer with him on the 
details of this sacrifice, which now seemed inevitable. 

In the meantime, evil chance brought Clytaemnestra face to 
face with Achilles, who was on his way to Agamemnon because 
his men, his Myrmidons, were openly rebelling at the long delay. 
Since she regarded him as her future son-in-law, she did not hesi- 
tate to greet him with cordial words and make mention of the 
coming ceremony. But AchiUes drew back in amazement. “What 
is this wedding you speak of?” he asked. I, for my part, have 
never wooed your daughter, and Agamemnon has certainly never 
encouraged me to do so.” At this Clytaemnestra reaUzed that she 
had been deceived. She stood before AchiUes doubtful and 
abashed. But he, with the ready warmth of youth, tried to com- 
fort her in her dismay. “Do not be annoyed if some one has tned 
to play a trick on you,” he said. “Let it rest lightly on your 
spirit and forgive me if I hurt you with my frank words.” He 
waa about to take leave of her reverently and go his way, when 
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a servant, the trusted slave of Agamemnon and Clytaemnestra, 
the one Menelaus had waylaid with the letter, came toward the 
two from the house of the commander-in-chief. 

^Xisten !” he whispered breathlessly. “There is something you 
must know at once ! Iphigenia’s father intends to kill her with his 
own hands !’’ And now the mother, shaken with terror and grief, 
learned from the lips of the slave the secret so carefully guarded 
from her. She threw herself at the feet of Peleus’ young son, 
clasped his knees like a suppliant, and moaned : 

“It does not shame me to lie in the dust before you, I, a mortal, 
before you, the son of gods. A mother’s love makes short work 
of pride. O son of a goddess, save me and my child from despair ! 
It is to you I brought her wreathed, thinking she was to become 
your wife. And even now, though I know it is not true, I still think 
of you as her bridegroom. By all you hold sacred, by your 
divine mother, I beseech you to help me rescue my child. There is 
no altar here at which I could take refuge ! My only altar is your 
knees. You have heard the cruel deed Agamemnon is about to 
commit. You see that I am defenseless, a woman in the midst of 
a host of violent men. But if you aid us, all will yet be well !” 

Achilles raised the queen with deep reverence and said : “Be 
of good courage, O Clytaemnestra. I was reared in the house 
of a man both devout and kind. At Chiron’s hearth I saw much 
simple goodness. I joyfully follow the sons of Atreus when they 
lead on to glory, but I obey no criminal commands ! And so I shall 
protect you, as far as is within my power. Never shall your 
daughter, whose name has been coupled with mine, be given up 
to death. If she died as a result of the ruse which brought her 
here to a betrothal, I should hold myself guilty ; I should con- 
sider myself a coward and the son of a rascal if I allowed my name 
to serve your husband as a pretext to murder his child.” 

this, indeed, what is in your heart?” cried Clytaemnestra, 
beside herself with happy relief. ‘^Shall my daughter clasp your 
knees as well as I ? It would not be maidenly, but if it pleases you, 
she will come to you chaste and proud as befits a freeborn 
princess.” 

“No !” Achilles replied quickly. “Do not bring her to me, for 
that might give rise to rumors and evil gossip. A great army 
like this, with no cares and concerns of home to fill their minds, 
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is fond of idle talk. Only have faith in me. I have never stooped 
to lies. May I myself perish if I do not save your child.” With this 
solemn assurance the son of Peleus left Clytaemnestra, who went 
straight to Agamemnon, her husband. She faced him with un- 
disguised loathing. 

He, not knowing that she had discovered his secret, greeted 
her with the ambiguous words ; “Call your daughter from the 
house, for flour and water and the victim which is to fall by the 
sword before the wedding feast is begun — all these will soon be 
in readiness.” 

‘^Indeed!” cried Clytaemnestra, and her eyes flashed omi- 
nously. “Come, Iphigenia, for you are well aware of your f ather^s 
design. And bring your little brother Orestes with you.” And 
when the girl came she continued : “See, Agamemnon, here she 
stands, obedient and at your mercy. But first let me ask you a 
question : tell me without evasion or lies whether you have plotted 
to kill your daughter and mine.^^” 

For a long time the king stood silent. At last words broke from 
him : “O Fate, why have you revealed my secret ?” 

“Now hear me to the end,” said Clytaemnestra. “I shall pour 
out to you all that is rankling in my heart. Our marriage began 
with a crime. You carried me off by force, killed my first husband, 
took the child I was suckling and slew it. My brothers Castor and 
Poly deuces had already leaped on their horses and were pursuing 
you with a host of armed men. But my old father Tyndareus 
saved you when you implored his protection, and so you became 
my husband. You will have to grant me that I was always true 
to my marriage vows, a wife you could delight in at home and be 
proud of before strangers. Three daughters I bore you, and one 
son. And now you want to rob me of my eldest, and if you were 
asked why, you would have to reply : ^So that Menelaus can re- 
cover that adultress of his.’ By all the gods, I implore you not to 
do tliis thing, lest I harden my heart against you. Do not harden 
yours against me! You want to sacrifice your daughter? What 
prayer will you utter as you slay her? What boon wiU you ask for 
yourself as she dies? A return as unlucky as the outset of your 
voyage? Or do you, perhaps, expect me to call blessing down 
upon you? I could not well invoke the gods in behalf of a ^r- 
derer ! Why must it be your own child that falls as a victim ? Why 
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do you not say to the Achaeans : ‘If you wish the fleet to go to 
Troy, cast lots to decide on whose daughter is to die.’ Why 
should I, your faithful wife, lose my child, while he in whose 
cause you are going to war, Menelaus, can freely rejoice in his 
daughter Hermione, while his faithless wife knows that her child 
is safe and well in Sparta? Tell me if I have said a single word 
that is imtrue. But if you admit that I have spoken only what is 
true, then do not kill your daughter ! Think ! Listen to the counsel 
of your heart !” 

And now Iphigenia knelt at her father’s feet, and her voice 
faltered as she spoke. “Had I the magic voice of Orpheus, which 
could move stones, my father, I should speak eloquent words to 
rouse your compassion. But alas ! I have no arts ; I can only weep 
and embrace your knees with my arms instead of the olive spray. 
Do not let me die so young ! The light of earth is sweet. Do not 
compel me to see what is hidden in darkness. Try to remember 
how you caressed me when I was still a child. I can so well recall 
everything you said : that you hoped to marry me to a man of 
noble lineage, to see me flower into womanhood and greet you 
joyfully whenever you returned from your quests. Have you for- 
gotten it all? By my mother who bore me in pain, and who now 
suffers far greater pain at the thought of losing me, I beg you 
to give up your awful purpose. What have Helen and Paris to 
do with me ? Why must I die because he came to Greece ? Oh, look 
at me ! Kiss me, that dying I may have a sign of love from you, 
since my words cannot move you. Behold your son, my brother! 
He utters no word and only pleads in silence. He is still a little 
boy. But I am nearly grown. Soften your heart and have pity on 
me. For mortals there is nothing fairer than life! To live in 
misery is better than to die the most glorious death.” 

But Agamemnon was firm in his resolve. Relentless as a rock 
he stood and said : “I feel compassion when it is lawful for me to 
do so. I love my children — only a madman would not ! It is with 
a heavy heart that I carry out this sacrifice, but carry it out I 
must. You see the vast fleet under my command. You see the host 
of heroes who surround me. They will not find the way to Troy ; 
they will not conquer the city unless I do what the oracle bids: 
unless I sacrifice my child. All those assembled here are deter- 
mined to put an end to the rape of Argive women. They are firm 
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in their resolve. If I refused to obey the order of the gods, they 
would kill me and then slay you as well. I have reached the bounds 
of my power. I am not yielding to Menelaus, my brother, but 
to all of Greece.” 

The king did not wait to hear their further pleas, but left the 
women to themselves. Suddenly, through their weeping, they 
heard the clash of weapons. “That is Achilles !” Clytaemnestra 
exclaimed joyfully. But Iphigenia was ill at ease and vainly tried 
to hide from the youth her father had falsely proclaimed as her 
bridegroom. Accompanied by a number of armed followers, the 
son of Peleus strode into the hall. 

“Unhappy daughter of Leda,” he called to the queen. “The 
camp is in open revolt. They ask the death of your child, and 
all but stoned me when I raised my voice in opposition to their 


insistent demands.” 

“And your Myrmidons?” Clytaemnestra asked, and her 
breath almost failed her. 

“They were the first to rebel,” Achilles replied. “And they 
called me a lovesick fool too ready with words. I come with these 
faithful few to protect you against Odysseus, who is on his way 
here. Let the daughter cling to her mother. I shall shield you with 
my body, and we shall see whether they dare attack the son of 
the goddess, the man on whose life the fate of Troy depends.” 
These last words, quickened by a glimmer of hope, restored at 


least a degree of composure to Clytaemnestra. 

But Iphigenia extricated herself from her mother’s embrace, 
lifted her head and confronted the queen and the son of Peleus 
with courage and decision. ‘‘Listen to what I have to say , she 
said in a clear, unfaltering voice. “You are angry with my 
father, dear mother, but it is useless, for he cannot change what 
is appointed to be. The zeal of this stranger deserves all our 
gratitude and admiration, but he wiU live to repent it, and you 
will be slandered by evil tongues. I have thought this over and I 
am prepared to die. I shall banish all baser stirrings from my 
spirit. Every eye in the beautiful land of Greece looks to me. It 
is I who am responsible for the sailing of the fleet, for the fall of 
Troy, for the honor of Argive women. My name will be covered 
with glory, for they will call me the liberator of my country. 
Shall I, a mortal, oppose Artemis, the goddess, if it pleases her 
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to ask my life for my fatherland? No, I shall give it up of my own 
free will. Sacrifice me, destroy Troy — ^this will be the monument 
in my memory, this will be my wedding feast.” 

As these proud, ecstatic words broke from Iphigenia’s lips, 
she faced her mother and the son of Peleus, radiant as a goddess. 
And Achilles, the beautiful and the brave, dropped to his knee 
before her and cried: “Daughter of Agamemnon! The gods 
would, indeed, brim my cup of happiness, if they gave you to me 
as my bride. I envy Greece, to which you belong, and I envy you 
Greece, to which you are betrothed. Now that I have seen your 
loveliness and fearless spirit, I love you, I desire you. Think well ! 
Death is a dreary thing. It is to life and to j oy that I want to lead 
you.” 

Iphigenia answered him with a smile. “Through Helen, a 
woman’s beauty has caused enough war and murder. You shall 
not die for me, nor kill for my sake. Let me come to the rescue 
of Greece if I can.” 

“Noble heart !” said the son of Peleus. “Do as you will, but I, 
with these weapons of mine, shall hasten to the altar to prevent 
your death. You shall not perish for your selflessness. Perhaps 
you will agree when the cold blade touches your throat.” And he 
went in the van of the women. But Iphigenia told her mother 
to stop crying, took the hand of her little brother Orestes in hers, 
and went to her death in the exultant certainty of saving her 
country. Clytaemnestra threw herself on the ground and could 
not bring herself to follow her daughter. 

In the meantime, the host of the Achaeans gathered outside 
the city of Aulis in a fragrant grove consecrated to Artemis. 
The altar was ready and beside it stood Calchas, priest and sooth- 
sayer. A cry of wonder and compassion surged through the ranks 
when the warriors saw Iphigenia and her faithful handmaids 
enter the grove and walk toward Agamemnon. He sighed deeply, 
turned away, and hid his tears in his robe. The girl came up to 
him and said : “Here I am, dear father. Before the altar of the 
goddess I do the bidding of the oracle and give my life for the 
Argive army and for the welfare of my country. I shall rejoice 
in your happiness, in your victory, and in your safe return. Let 
no one hold me. I will be quiet and brave and bare my throat to 
the blade.” 
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A murmur of astonishment went through the throngs as they 
saw her matchless courage. And now the herald Talthybius, 
standing in the center of the circle, called for silence and prayer. 
Calchas, the seer, drew forth a sharp and shining blade and laid 
it down before the altar in a basket wrought of gold. In the midst 
of this solemn hush came Achilles, fully armed, and brandishing 
his sword. But when he saw the girl, his resolve was shaken. He 
cast his sword on the ground, sprinkled the altar with holy water, 
took in his hand the basket and paced around the altar like a 
priest, saying: “O Artemis, great goddess, accept this sacred 
voluntary offering, accept the pure blood of a virgin, which 
Agamemnon and all of Greece consecrates to you. Give our ships 
a fair voyage, and let our spears bring destruction to Troy.” 
The Atridae and the entire host listened in silence and bowed 
their heads. Calchas gripped the blade, uttered a prayer, and 
fixed his eyes on the girl’s throat. Distinctly all heard the sound 
of his blow. But a miracle came to pass, for at that very instant 
the human victim vanished before the eyes of the host, and in her 
place was a splendid hind, writhing before the altar and drench- 
ing it with blood. Artemis had taken pity on Iphigenia. 

“Leaders of the united Argive host !” cried Calchas when he 


found his voice after his first gasp of amazement. “Here you 
behold the victim the goddess sent us, one more pleasing to her 
than the maiden whose noble blood she wished to spare. Artemis 
has restored us to her favor. She will give us a safe voyage and 
help us conquer Troy. Be of good courage, for on this very day 
you shall sail out of the bay of Aulis.” So he spoke and watched 
the sacrificial hind bum in the flames. When the last spark had 
died, the still air was filled with a rushing sound. All eyes turned 
toward the harbor, and there they saw the ships rocking on the 
sea and the waters astir with wind. Shouting with joy the war- 


riors left the sacred grove and made for the camp. 

When Agamemnon entered his house, Clytaemnestra was no 
longer there. His trusted servant had preceded him and roused 
the fainting queen with the news of Iphigenia’s rescue. A wave 
of thankfulness swept over her. She lifted her hands to heaven, 
but instead of speaking words of gratitude she cried aloud m 
bitter grief : “I aiq robbed of my child all the same ! My husband 
has killed my happiness. Let us hasten, for I do not wish to see 
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the slayer!” The servant quickly made ready the chariot and 
called her tirewomen to her. When Agamemnon returned from 
the sacrificial feast, his wife was far on her way to Mycenae. 

THE AROrVES SET OUT 
FHILOCTETES IS ABANDONED 

On that very day the Argive fleet set sail and a fair wind launched 
them swiftly on the high seas. After a brief journey they landed 
on the small island of Chryse to replenish their water supply. 
Here the son of Poeas, Philoctetes, Heracles’ friend and comrade- 
in-arms and heir to his unerring arrows, discovered a crumbling 
altar which Jason, on his voyage with the Argonauts, had once 
dedicated to Pallas Athene, the goddess of that island. The hero 
rejoiced in his find and was about to make offering to the pro- 
tectress of the Achaeans, when a poisonous adder, such as often 
guard the sanctuaries of gods, darted toward him and bit him 
in the foot. He was carried into the ship and the fleet sailed on. 
But the wound swelled and grew more and more painful. The son 
of Poeas was in torment, and his comrades could not endure the 
stench of his rotting flesh and of the poisonous discharge oozing 
from his foot. His screams of anguish and fear disturbed them 
in everything they undertook, even in the offerings made to the 
gods. Finally the sons of Atreus took counsel with crafty Odys- 
seus, for the annoyance of those around the sick hero began to 
spread through the host. They feared that wounded Philoctetes 
would bring a plague upon them when they camped at Troy and 
embitter their days with his endless lamentations. And so these 
leaders of their people cruelly decided to abandon the brave hero 
on the barren and uninhabited coast of the island of Lemnos, 
which they were just passing. But they failed to consider that in 
losing the man they were also depriving themselves of his uncon- 
querable arrows. Crafty Odysseus was chosen to execute the plan. 
He took the sleeping hero on his back, rowed him ashore in a small 
boat, and there laid him down in a cave, leaving with him enough 
food and clothing to enable him to live for a time. The ship had 
stopped near the island only long enough for the son of Poeas to 
be taken ashore. As soon as Odysseus returned, it continued on its 
course and quickly joined the rest of the fleet. 



THE ARGIVES IN MYSIA, TELEPHUS 

Safely the Argive fleet reached the coast of Asia Minor. But 
since the heroes were not familiar with this region, they let the 
fair Mrind drive them away from Troy, to Mysia, and there cast 
anchor. All along the shore they encountered armed guards, who 
in the name of their ruler forbade them to enter these domains 
before the king had been informed of their coming and told who 
they were. Now the king of Mysia was himself an Argive. It was 
Telephus, son of Heracles and Auge, who after curious adven- 
tures was reunited with his mother at the court of King Teuthras 
of Mysia. Later he married Argiope, daughter of Teuthras, and 
succeeded to the throne after her father’s death. 

Without asking who ruled the country they had come to, and 
without deigning to reply, the Achaeans took up their weapons 
and fell upon the coast guards. Only a few escaped, and these 
told King Telephus that unknown enemies had arrived by the 
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thousands, that they had invaded his country, slaughtered the 
guards, and occupied the shore. The king hurriedly assembled 
what forces he could and led them against the strangers. He 
himself was strong and glorious, a son well worthy of his illus- 
trious father, and he had trained his warriors in the manner of 
the Argives. The Danai, therefore, found themselves faced with 
resistance they had not looked for, and were soon involved in a 
long and bloody conflict, in which hero strove with hero. One of 
the bravest among the Argives was Thersander, grandson of 
King Oedipus, son of Polynices and comrade-in-arms of Prince 
Diomedes. Thersander raged through the host of Telephus and 
finally slew the king’s most cherished friend, who was fighting at 
his side. This roused Telephus to blind fury, and he began to 
fight the grandson of Oedipus in single combat. The son of 
Heracles carried off the victory ; pierced by his lance Thersander 
sank down in the dust. When his friend Diomedes saw this from 
afar, he groaned with grief, and before Telephus could throw 
himself on the dead body of his foe to strip him of his armor, 
Diomedes ran to the spot, slung the corpse over his shoulder, 
and carried it away, walking with a long, powerful stride. When 
he passed Ajax and Achilles with this burden on his back, they 
also were shaken with sorrow and anger. They rallied their men, 
divided them into two groups, and by a clever ruse turned the 
tide of the battle, so that the Argives were again at an advantage. 
Teuthrantius, the half brother of Telephus, fell, struck by a 
missile Ajax had launched. Telephus, who was just pursuing 
Odysseus, wanted to come to his aid, but stumbled over a vine, 
for the shrewd Achaeans had gradually lured the enemy into a 
vineyard where the terrain was more favorable to the Danai. 
Achilles seized the moment when Telephus was rising from his 
fall to pierce his left thigh with his spear. Nevertheless, Telephus 
rose, drew out the weapon, and, screened by some of his men, 
escaped death. The struggle, with its ups and downs for both 
sides, would have gone on indefinitely, had not night fallen and 
both armies retired from the field in sore need of rest. The 
Mysians returned to their city, the Argives to the shore where 
the ships were anchored. Brave men had died on both sides, and 
many were wounded. 

On the following day, the Mysians and the Argives sent envoys 
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to arrange for a truce, to give them time to find and bury the 
bodies of their dead. Only now did the Achaeans learn, to their 
utmost surprise, that the king who had defended his lands with 
such signal bravery was a man of their own people, a son of 
Heracles, their greatest demigod. And Telephus, in turn, realized 
that he had stained his hands with the blood of his countrymen. 
Now there were three princes in the Argive army, Tlepolemus, 
son of Heracles, and Phidippus and Antiphus, sons of King 
Thessalus and grandsons of Heracles ; this made them kinsmen 
of Telephus. These three offered to accompany the envoys of 
Mysia to their brother and cousin and explain to him who the 
men that had landed on the coast of his country were and why 
they had come to Asia. King Telephus received his kinsmen with 
warm cordiality and could not hear enough of their story. He 
learned that Paris had offended the whole of Greece with his 
crime, and that Menelaus and his brother Agr.rncmnon had set 
out with all their allies. ‘^And so, dear brother,” said Tlepolemus, 
who, being halfbrother to the king, spoke for the rest, ‘‘you who 
belong to our country, do not withdraw from your people, for 
whom our fatlier Heracles always fought, even at the ends of the 
world, so that all of Greece is full of monuments testifying to 
his love for his country. Heal the wounds which you, an Argive, 
have dealt Argives, by joining your army to ours and going 
against the false Trojans as our ally.” 

Slowly and painfully Telephus half rose from his couch, for 
he was suffering from the wound inflicted on him by Achilles, and 
replied in a friendly manner : “My countrymen, your reproaches 
are unjust ! It is your own fault that you are my enemies instead 
of friends and kinsmen in whose veins flows the same blood as 
mine. In asking you who you were and where you came from, 
the coast guards only did as I had ordered. They did not ap- 
proach you like savage barbarians, but according to the laws 
governing Argive peoples. But you, thinking that anything at 
all was permissible in dealing with barbarians, leaped ashore 
without giving them the information they courteously asked, and 
killed my subjects without even listening to their words. And I 
too”— here he pointed to his thigh— “have received a memento 
which, I fear, will remind me of yesterday’s encounter as long 
as I live. But I bear you no grudge for this and think no price 
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too dear for the pleasure of entertaining kinsmen and fellow 
Argives in my country. As to your request that I join you in your 
campaign — do not expect me to fight against Priam ! Astyoche, 
my second wife, is his daughter. Aside from this, he is a noble 
old man, and the rest of his sons are honest and steadfast and 
have no share in the escapades of frivolous Paris. See, this is my 
son Eurypylus ! How could I grieve by giving aid to destroy his 
grandfather’s realm? But though I do not wish to hurt Priam, 
neither do I want to harm my kinsmen. So accept from me the 
gifts of a host and take all the provisions you require. Then go 
and fight out your feud, which the gods must decide, for I can- 
not take the part of one or the other.” 

The three princes reported this kindly answer in the camp of 
the Argives and with great satisfaction told Agamemnon and 
the other leaders of the host that they had established bonds of 
friendship with Telephus. The war council immediately decided 
to send Ajax and AchiUes to the king to confirm this cordial re- 
lationship and express sympathy for the pain he bore from the 
wound he had received. They found Telephus in great anguish, 
and Achilles wept and threw himself across his couch, lamenting 
that he had unwittingly struck the brave son of Heracles. But 
the king forgot the smart of his wound in joy at their coming, 
and only grieved that he had not known of their arrival in time 
to prepare a royal welcome for his noble guests. Then he solemnly 
invited the Atridae into the palace, served a lavish feast, and 
showered them with magnificent gifts. At the request of Achilles, 
Menelaus and Agamemnon htul brought with them Podalirius 
and Machaon, physicians famed through all the world, to ex- 
amine and heal the wound of Telephus. This, however, they could 
not do, for the spear of the son of Thetis was endowed with pecul- 
iar powers, and the wounds he struck defied cure. But they could 
at least alleviate the worst pain with soothing poultices, and the 
king, eased for the moment, gave the Achaeans much valuable 
counsel, furnished them with provisions for the entire fleet, and 
did not permit them to leave until the stormiest part of the 
winter, which had just begun when they landed, was over. He 
described to them the exact site of Troy, gave them directions 
how to go there, and told them that the only good lan ding place 
was in the mouth of the river Scamander. 
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PAEIS EETUENS 

Although the Trojans did not know that a great fleet had already 
reached their shores, the city had been in a turmoil ever since the 
Argive envoys had departed, for everyone feared war. Paris, the 
while, had returned with his beautiful prize and the ships with 
which he had set out. King Priam was ill pleased with this un- 
welcome daughter-in-law and at once summoned liis numerous 
sons to a council of princes. But they were quickly beguiled by 
the gleam of the treasures their brother was so ready to share 
with them, and by the loveliness of the maidens Helen had 
brought in her train. These Paris was very willing to give in 
marriage to those who were still unwed. Besides, most of the 
brothers were young and all of them eager to fight, so the upshot 
of the discussion was that the stranger was to be taken into the 
palace and not handed over to the Achaeans. Matters were quite 
different among the common people ! Fearing a siege of their city, 
they had not hailed the arrival of the prince and the fair woman 
he had carried off. Many a curse had speeded him on his way, 
and here and there even a stone was cast as he conducted his stolen 
bride to his father. But reverence for the old king and reluctance 
to cross his will restrained the Trojans from opposing this new 
resident of the palace more resolutely. 

Now that the council called by Priam had decided not to drive 
Helen from the land, the king sent Hecuba to her to the women’s 
chamber, in order to convince himself that the wife of Menelaus 
had really come to Troy of her own free will. Helen declared that 
her ancestry made her just as much kin to the Trojans as to the 
Danai, for Danaus and Agenor were her own forbears as well as 
those of the Trojan royal line ; that she had, indeed, been carried 
off against her will, but that, having belonged to Paris for so 
long a time, she now loved this new husband of hers and wished 
to remain with him. Furthermore — so she said — she could hardly 
expect either her first husband or her people to pardon her, so 
that nothing but disgrace and death were in store for her should 
they yield her up to the Argives. 
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As she spoke her face was bathed in tears, and she threw herself 
at Hecuba’s feet. The queen raised her tenderly and told her that 
the king and his sons had resolved to protect her from any attack 
that might threaten. 


THE ARGIVES BEFORE TROY 

For a while Helen lived at her ease at the court of the king of 
Troy and then moved with Paris to a palace of her own. The 
people grew to admire her loveliness and beauty, and when the 
alien fleet actually was sighted off the coast of Troy, the citizens 
were less intimidated than when they had feared some vague peril 
to come. 

The leaders took stock of the inhabitants and of the allies who 
had promised to come to their aid and found that in numbers and 
equipment they equalled the Argives. And so, with the help of 
the immortals — for besides Aphrodite, several other gods, among 
them Ares, the war-god, Apollo, and even Zeus, the father of the 
gods, were on their side — they hoped to withstand the siege of 
their city and force the enemy to retreat after not too long a 
time. 

King Priam himself was too old to fight, but he had fifty 
splendid sons of all ages, of whom Hecuba had borne him nine- 
teen: some in the flower of youth, some at the peak of their 
strength — ^before all Hector, then Deiphobus, and the most dis- 
tinguished after these, Helenus, the soothsayer, Pammon, 
Polites, Antiphus, Hipponous, and handsome Troilus. Four 
lovely daughters gathered round his throne: Creusa, Laodice, 
Cassandra, and Polyxena, who even in early childhood had been 
surpassingly beautiful. Chief of the host now preparing for 
battle was Hector, tall in his crested helmet. Next in power was 
Aeneas, King Priam’s son-in-law, Creusa’s husband, a son of 
Aphrodite and Anchises, the aged hero who was still the pride 
of the Trojans. Another battalion was led by Pandarus, son of 
Lycaon, whose bow had been given him by Apollo himself. Other 
battalions, some of which were made up of the allies of Troy, 
were headed by Adrastus, Amphius, Asius, Hippothous, Pylaeus, 
Acamas, Euphemus, Pyraechmes, Pylaemenes, Hodius, and Epi- 
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strophus. Chromius and Ennomus were the leaders of auxiliaries 
from Mysia; Phorcys and Ascanius of similar forces from 
Phrygia; Mesthles and Antiphus of Maeonians; Nastes and 
Amphimachus of Carians; and Sarpedon and Glaucus of a 
Lycian army. 

In the meantime, the Argives had landed and settled along the 
shore between the two promontories of Sigeum and Rhoeteum. 
Their camp was so vast that it looked not unlike an entire city. 
They had beached their ships and placed them in rows, one behind 
the other, and, since the ground sloped up from the coast, the 
vessels stood in tiers. The sections of the fleet belonging to the 
various peoples who had joined in the expedition were ranged 
in the order in which they had landed. Each vessel was set on a 
base of stones, lest the keel rot from the moisture of the ground ; 
in this way the air could pass around and beneath them. In the 
first row, seen from the land, were the ships of Ajax and Achilles. 
Both had built their huts facing toward Troy. That of Achilles 
was more like a comfortable house. Attached to it were bams and 
stables for supplies, chariot-horses, and cattle. And beside his 
ship there was room for races, burial rites and games, and other 
festivities. Next to the ship of Ajax came that of Protesilaus, 
then those of other Thessalians, then of the Cretans, Athenians, 
Phocians, Boeotians, and the last in the first row were those of 
Achilles and his Myrmidons. In the second row were the Locrians 
among others, the Dulichians, and the Epeans ; in the third were 
the ships of less well-known peoples, but also those of Nestor 
with the Pylians, Eurypylus with the Ormenians, and finally 
Menelaus. In the fourth and last row along the coast and nearest 
to the sea were Diomedes, Odysseus, and Agamemnon : Odysseus 
in the middle, Agamemnon to the right, and Diomedes to the left. 

Before the house of Odysseus was the agora^ the open place 
where assemblies and councils were to be held and where altars 
had been reared to the gods. This open place ran through the 
third row also and divided it, so that Nestor was to the right and 
Eurypylus to the left. Toward the sea there was less space to 
begin with, and the agora took up so much room that the third 
and fourth rows numbered the least ships. The camp with its 
ships and huts was like a city cut by many streets and alleys, but 
the main thoroughfares ran lengthwise through all four rows. 
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From tile land to the sea were cross streets which separated the 
ships of the various nations. The ships, in turn, were divided off 
from the huts of their crews by narrower spaces, and every nation 
was subdivided into several parts, according to cities or leaders. 
The huts were made of wood and earth and covered with reeds. 
Every leader had his quarters in the foremost row of his men, 
and every one of these lodgings was more or less elaborate accord- 
ing to the rank of its owner. The ships served to protect the camp 
as a whole. But in front of this bulwark of the fleet the Argives 
had heaped earth, which made way for a true wall with towers 
only during the last period of the siege. In front of this barricade 
of earth was a trench, and within it, a close-set palisade. 

The king and the council of Troy had taken so long to confer 
on the best means of defense that the Argives had had ample op- 
portunity to set up their camp in so careful a fashion and to com- 
plete all their arrangements. Each of the warriors had also to 
tend the ships. Bread was apportioned to everyone at public sta- 
tions. For all other matters necessary for life, each was respon- 
sible for himself. The common soldiers had light weapons and 
fought on foot. Those of higher rank fought from chariots, and 
every one of these fighters had his own charioteer. The use of 
cavalry in wars was unknown to the peoples of that time. The 
chariots of the greatest among the heroes were intended for the 
front row, and always had to be the vanguard. 

In the region between the Argive fleet and the city of Troy, 
the rivers Scamander and Simois, which joined near the camp of 
the Danai, enclosed the flowering meadows of the Scamander and 
the plains of Troy. This space was so large that it took four 
hours to cross it on foot. It was admirably suited for a battle- 
fleld. Behind it rose the stately city of Troy with high walls and 
ramparts and towers built by the hands of gods. It was situated 
on a height and could be seen from far off. Within, the city was 
hilly and cut by many thoroughfares. It was accessible — and even 
then only half accessible — from two sides only. On one of these 
stood the Scaean Gates, on the other the Dardanian Gates, both 
with towers. The other sides were on such uneven ground, and 
the undergrowth was so thick and tangled, that to enter through 
their gates and smaller entrances could not even be considered. 
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In the upper city or acropolis were the palaces of Priam and 
Paris, the temples of Hecate, Athene, and Apollo, and on the 
loftiest point the temple of Zeus. In front of the city, near the 
river Simois and to the left of the Argives, was the hill Calli- 
colone ; to the right, the road ran by the springs of the Scamander 
and then past the hill called Batieia, which lay outside the town 
and could be circumvented. Behind Troy was the Field of Hium, 
which sloped gently upward and formed the lowest level of the 
wooded range of Ida, whose highest peak was Gargaron, and 
whose two topmost ridges to the right and left of the Argives 
constituted the promontories of Sigeum and Rhoeteum. 

Before the battle between Danai and Trojans began, the 
Danai were privileged to receive an honored guest. King Tele- 
phus of Mysia, who had given them such generous aid, had been 
suffering from the wound dealt by Achilles^ spear and the poul- 
tices prescribed by Podalirius and Machaon had long since ceased 
to be effective. In the throes of unbearable pain, he had consulted 
an oracle of Phoebus Apollo which was in his country and re- 
ceived the answer that only the spear which had given the wound 
could heal it. Though he was unable to fathom the meaning of 
these strange words, he had himself carried on a ship and fol- 
lowed the Argive fleet. \^Tien he reached the mouth of the Sca- 
mander, he ordered his men to take him to the house of Achilles. 
The moment the young hero saw the king in his suffering, his own 
pain at what he had done woke afresh. Sadly he took up his spear 
and laid it at the foot of the king’s bed, for he did not know in 
what way it could serve to heal the festering wound. A number of 
heroes surrounded the king and all were helpless in this matter, 
until Odysseus thought of again consulting the two famed physi- 
cians who traveled with the host. Podalirius and Machaon 
obeyed the summons, and the instant they heard the oracle of 
Apollo, these wise and experienced sons of Asclepius understood 
what was meant. They filed a little of the rust from the spear of 
Achilles and spread it over the wound. And then all saw a miracle : 
as soon as the filings touched the swollen and infected wound, it 
began to close before the very eyes of the heroes ; in a few hours, 
noble King Telephus was healed with the help of the spear which 
had pierced him, just as the oracle had predicted. Sound and 
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joyful he boarded his ship and left his hosts as they had but 
recently left him : with gratitude and blessings. But he hastened 
back to his own country, since he did not wish to witness the forth- 
coming struggle between the guests he had cherished and the 
Trojan kinsmen he loved. 


FIGHTINO BEGINS. PEOTESILAUS. CYCNUS 

While the Argives were taking King Telephus and his retinue 
to his ship, the gates of Troy suddenly flew open and the Trojan 
army in full battle array poured across the plain of the 
Scamander. Under the leadership of Hector, they moved toward 
the fleet of the unsuspecting Danai without meeting resistance. 
Those of the Argives who were camped farthest from the shore 
seized their weapons and advanced in scattered groups, but they 
were quickly dispatched by the foe who far outnumbered them. 
But even tliis brief struggle detained the Trojans long enough 
for the other Argives to assemble and advance on the enemy in 
ordered battle formation. Now the fighting began, but the for- 
tunes of war were very uneven ; for wherever Hector appeared 
the Trojans gained the upper hand, but those Dardanian war- 
riors who fought far from him were beaten and scattered by the 
Argives. Among the Achaean heroes slain by the sword of 
Aeneas was Protesilaus, son of Iphicles. He had left for Troy as 
a youth, as the betrothed of the fair daughter of Acastus, the 
Argonaut, and he had been first to leap ashore at the landing. 
Now he was first to die, and never would Laodamia hail the re- 
turn of the bridegroom to whom she had bidden such a sorrowful 
farewell. 

Achilles was still far from the battlefield. He had accompanied 
Telephus, the king of Mysia, first wounded and then healed by 
his spear, down to the sea, and with thoughtful eyes watched the 
ship as it sailed on and faded into the distance. Suddenly he felt 
a hand on his shoulder, and Patroclus, his friend and comrade- 
in-arms, cried: “Where have you been? The Argives need you! 
The fighting has begun ! Hector, King Priam’s eldest son, rages 
at the head of his troops like a lion whose den is surrounded by 
hunters. Aeneas, the king’s son-in-law, has slain noble Protesi- 
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laus, your equal in youth and courage though not in strength. 
If you do not come, more of our heroes will be killed!” 

Achilles started from his dream. He turned and saw his friend, 
and at the same moment he heard the distant clash of battle. 
Without answering he raced through the streets of tiie camp, 
making straight for his house. Once there, he found his tongue, 
called his Myrmidons to arms in ringing tones, and surged for- 
ward with them like stormwind and thunder. Even Hector could 
not withstand the force of his attack. The son of Peleus slew two 
sons of Priam, and from the walls the king mourned his children 
who had died at the hand of the Argive. Ajax fought close to 
Achilles. His tall form loomed above all the other Achaeans. 
From the strokes of these two heroes the Trojans fled like a herd 
of deer before a pack of hounds. They retreated to their city, and 
the gates of Troy closed behind them. But the Danai calmly re- 
turned to their ships and continued building their camp. Aga- 
memnon appointed Achilles and Ajax to guard the ships, and 
they in turn had other heroes watch the various parts of the fleet. 

Then they set about the burial of Protesilaus. They laid his 
body on a pyre, high-heaped and adorned, and under tall elms 
with far flung branches they buried his bones on the shore, where 
the land jutted out into the sea. Hardly had they flnished per- 
forming the burial rites when a second attack surprised them in 
the midst of the funeral games. 

Colonae, near Troy, was ruled by Cycnus. This king was a 
son of Poseidon, borne to the sea-god by a nymph, and reared 
by a swan on the island of Tenedos. For this reason he had been 
given the name of Cycnus, which means swan. He was an ally of 
Troy, and when he saw alien warriors landing, he considered him- 
self duty-bound to come to the help of his old friend, even though 
King Priam had not summoned him. And so he assembled a siz- 
able army, laid an ambush near the Argive camp, and had just 
settled in this hiding-place when the Danai returned as victors 
from their first encounter with the Trojans and began to pay the 
last honors to their dead. As they stood around the pyre, far 
from fully armed and intent only on the solemn rites they were 
performing, they found themselves suddenly surrounded by war 
chariots and warriors, and before they had time to wonder 
whether earth had spewed forth these fighters or where else they 
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had come from. King Cycnus and his men had begun their ruth- 
less slaughter. 

But only a part of the Argives had attended the burial of 
Protesilaus. The others, who were near the ships or in their huts, 
had their weapons close to hand and, headed by Achilles, swiftly 
came to the aid of their fellows in full-armed serried ranks. Their 
leader, the son of Feleus, stood in his chariot, striking terror into 
all who beheld him, and with his death-bringing lance pierced 
now one, now another of the Colonians until, penetrating the 
enemy host, he discerned their commander-in-chief by the mighty 
thrusts he dealt right and left, standing erect in his battle chariot. 
Toward him Achilles drove his snow-white horses, and face to 
face with Cycnus he swung his lance with sinewy arm, calling 
out : “Whoever you may be, let this comfort you in death : that it 
is Achilles, son of Thetis, who has struck you down !” His lance 
followed close on his words, but though he had aimed straight 
and sure the point only grazed the breast of Poseidon’s son with 
a faint thud. Achilles measured his opponent with wondering 
eyes, for he seemed invulnerable. 

“Do not be so amazed,” Cycnus said to him smilingly. “It is not 
my helmet, which you are regarding with such astonishment, and 
not the hollow shield in my left hand which ward the strokes from 
my body. I wear these merely for adornment, as Ares, the god 
of war, sometimes dons weapons in jest, for he does not need 
them to protect his immortal body. Even if I take off all my 
armor, your spear will not so much as scratch my skin. For from 
head to foot I am hard as iron. After all, you must realize that 
it means something to be, not the son of a mere sea-nymph, but 
the cherished son of him who rules over Nereus and all his 
daughters and all the seas. You are face to face with the son 
of Poseidon himself I” 

With these words he cast his spear at Achilles. The point 
pierced his shield and passed through the bronze and nine layers 
of oxhide, but in the tenth it stuck. Achilles shook his shield until 
the lance fell out and in return hurled his at Cycnus. But still he 
was not harmed by it, and even the third lance Achilles flung at 
him left him whole and sound. And now the son of Peleus grew 
furious as a bull who runs at a red cloth held up to tantalize him 
and thrusts his horns into empty air. Once more he aimed his 
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lance, carved of ash, at his opponent, smote his left shoulder, and 
shouted with joy to see blood on it. But he did not exult for long, 
for the blood was not that of Poseidon’s son. It came from a 
wound Menoetes, fighting beside Cycnus, had received from an- 
other hand. Gnashing his teeth with rage, Achilles leaped from 
his chariot, made for his enemy, and lunged out at him with his 
sword. But even this powerful weapon rebounded from that iron 
flesh. Then in despair Achilles raised his shield with its ten layers 
of hide and brought the buckle down on the temple of his in- 
vulnerable foe, three, four times. And now Cycnus faltered. His 
vision blurred. He retreated a few steps and stumbled over a 
stone. Achilles gripped him by the nape of the neck and threw 
him flat on the ground. Then, keeping his foe prostrate by press- 
ing his shield and his knees against his breast, he strangled him 
with the strap of his own helmet. 

When they saw their leader fall, the Colonians lost courage and 
sped from the battlefield in frantic flight. All that was left was a 
welter of bodies — ^Argives and barbarians — scattered about the 
half-finished burial mound of Protesilaus. And now the Argives 
mourned their dead and set about digging their graves. 

The aftermath of this encounter was that the Danai invaded 
the realm of King Cycnus and from its capital, the city of Men- 
tora, carried off his children as spoils. Then they attacked the 
neighboring city of Cilia, conquered it also, though it was well 
fortified, and returned to their carefully guarded camp, laden 
with vast stores of priceless booty. 
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THE DEATH OF FAEAMEDE8 

Palamedes was the wisest man in the Argive army. All knew him 
to be tireless, just, steadfast, and thoughtful. He was of deli- 
cate build and versed in the art of singing and playing the lyre. 
It was his eloquence that had swayed the greater part of the 
princes of Greece in favor of the campaign against Troy, and 
his shrewdness that had discovered the ruse of the wily son of 
Laertes. But this had gained him an implacable foe, one who 
pondered revenge day and night and who brooded the more sul- 
lenly the more wise Palamedes was honored by the other princes. 
Now an oracle of Apollo informed the Argives that in the place 
where his statue and his temple stood they were to sacrifice a 
hecatomb to Apollo Smintheus — ^the name he was known by in 
Troy — ^and that Palamedes had been chosen to take the victims 
to their destination. Chryses, the priest of Apollo, was to receive 
the stately animals and make the offering. The worship of the 
«un-god in this region was of curious origin. In earlier times, 
when King Teucer and his men had come from Crete and landed 
on this part of the coast of Asia Minor, an oracle commanded 
them to remain where their enemies would crawl out of the 
ground. Now when they arrived in Hamaxitus, a city in that 
region, mice, slipping out of holes in the earth, came at night 
and gnawed at their shields. This they regarded as the fulfill- 
ment jf the oracle and therefore they settled in that vicinity and 
erected a statue to Apollo with a mouse at his feet. In the dialect 
of Aeolia smmthos is the word for mouse. 

So it was to Apollo Smintheus whose temple stood on a height 
not far from Chryse that Chryses, the priest, offered the hun- 
dred sacred sheep brought there by Palamedes. The fact that 
Apollo himself tiad chosen Palamedes for this and thus accorded 
him special nonor only hastened his destruction. For now Odys- 
seus began to boil with envy and thought up a despicable plan to 
put an end to his rival. With his own hands he concealed a sum 
of money in the hut of the man he hated, going there in secrecy. 
Then, in the name of Priam, he wrote a letter to Palamedes, in 
which the king of Troy expressed thanks for his having betrayed 
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the secrets of the Argive host. This letter was allowed to fall into 
the hands of a captive from Phrygia, in whose possession Odys- 
seus discovered it, apparently by chance. Immediately he ordered 
the innocent bearer killed. Then the son of Laertes showed the 
letter in an assembly of Argive princes. The indignant leaders 
summoned Palamedes to a council to which Agamemnon had ap- 
pointed the foremost among the Achaeans and over which Odys- 
seus had arranged to preside. At his suggestion, men were sent 
to dig in the accused man’s hut, and, of course, they found the 
gold Odysseus himself had buried under Palamedes’ couch. The 
j udges, knowing nothing of the true state of aff airs, unanimously 
condemned him to death. Palamedes did not deign to defend him- 
self. He saw through the plot but had no hope of proving either 
his own innocence or the guilt of his enemy. When he heard that 
he was to die by stoning, he only cried out : “O Argives, you are 
about to kill a nightingale, most innocent, most wise, and rich 
in moving song.” But the dull princes only laughed at this 
singular form of defense and led Palamedes, the noblest among 
them, away to an unmerciful death, which he suffered with gentle- 
ness and courage. After the first stones had struck him down, he 
called: “Rejoice, O Truth, for you have died before me!” When 
he said these words, a stone thrown by vengeful Odysseus struck 
his temple, his head drooped and he died. But Nemesis, the 
patroness of justice, gazed down from the ramparts of heaven 
and resolved to punish the Achaeans and Odysseus, who had 
tricked them into this crime, at the very goal of their desires. 


ACHILLES AND AJAX 

Legend has little to tell of the next few years of the war against 
Troy. The Argives were not idle, but since the Trojans hus- 
banded their strength and seldom attacked, they turned their 
attentifm to the region surrounding Troy. In the course of time 
Achilles destroyed and looted twelve towns with his ships and 
conquered eleven on land. In a marauding expedition to Mysia 
he carried off Chryseis, the lovely daughter of Chryses, a priest 
of Apollo. When he invaded Lymessus he took the palace of 
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Briseus, the king and priest of the city, who hanged himself with 
a rope. Briseis, his beautiful daughter, who was also called 
Hippodamia, fell into the hands of Achilles and he took her with 
him as his favorite among the captives. The island of Lesbos and 
Thebe in Cilicia, a city founded at the foot of Mount Placus, 
were also forced to yield to him. 

The king of this city was Eetion, a son-in-law of Priam, since 
his daughter Andromache had wedded Hector, the greatest 
among the heroes of Troy. Seven sons, in the flower of youth, 
were still in their father’s palace. But Achilles stormed the high 
gates and slew the king with all seven of them. When Eetion’s 
body lay upon its bier in forbidding majesty, young Achilles 
was shaken with dread and dared not strip the dead king of his 
arms and vaunt them as his spoils. He had the corpse burned, 
clad in the full glory of armor artfully wrought of shining 
metals, and heaped for Eetion a mighty burial mound which for 
many years adorned the region. It loomed high under the shadow 
of stately elms. But he carried off Eetion’s wife as a slave. Later 
he released her for a large ransom. She returned home, where an 
arrow launched by Artemis killed her as she sat weaving at the 
loom. Out of the king’s stables Achilles took Pedasus, his slender- 
ankled horse, which, though bom and bred on earth, equalled 
his own immortal steeds in strength and speed and vied with them 
in running at the chariot. And from the armory of King Eetion 
he carried off splendid spoils, among them an iron discus so huge 
that it would have yielded enough metal to make all the field 
implements a peasant needed for five years. 

After Achilles, the tallest and bravest of the heroes was Ajax, 
son of Telamon. He too did not waste his time in idle waiting but 
took his ships toward the Thracian Chersonesus, where Polym- 
nestor had his palace. To this king, Priam of Troy had sent his 
youngest son Polydorus, whom Laothoe, a concubine, had borne 
him, for he wanted him reared in Thrace, safe from war. He had 
given gold and treasure to Polymnestor to pay for the care and 
upbringing of the child. But when Ajax invaded his country and 
besieged his citadel, the faithless barbarian used both the funds 
and the boy entrusted to him to buy peace from the Argives. He 
betrayed King Priam, heaped him with imprecations, and di- 
vided the money and grain he had received for the nurture of 
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Folydorus among the Achaean fighters. To Ajax himself he gave 
the gold and treasure of his ally and finally the boy as well. 

Ajax did not immediately return to the Argive fleet with his 
spoils but made for the coast of Phrygia. There he attacked the 
realm of Teuthras, slew the king, who met him at the head of his 
warriors, and took captive his daughter, queenly Tecmessa. Her 
great beauty and noble spirit commanded his esteem and won 
his love. He honored her as his wife and would have married her, 
had Argive custom permitted him to wed a barbarian. 

Returning from their successful marauding expeditions, the 
son of Peleus and the son of Telamon arrived at the camp be- 
fore Troy at the same time, their ships laden with spoils. The 
Danai went to the shore to meet them and broke into loud cheers. 
Heroes thronged around Ajax and Achilles who stood in the 
midst of the gathering and received the prize of victory: the 
olive wreath, set on their heads with joyful acclaim. After this 
ceremony a council was held for the distribution of the spoils 
which were considered common property among the Achaeans. 
And now the captive women were shown and all marvelled at their 
beauty. Achilles was given the daughter of Briseus and Ajax was 
confirmed in the possession of queenly Tecmessa. The son of 
Peleus was, moreover, permitted to keep Diomedea, the play- 
mate of his beloved, who had refused to be parted from the friend 
she had grown up with in the house of Briseus. When she was 
brought before the heroes, she threw herself at the feet of Achilles, 
imploring him with tears not to part her from her young mistress. 
Chryseis, the daughter of Chryses, the priest, was given to 
Agamemnon, the leader of the entire host, as a mark of honor 
to his kingship, and Achilles granted her willingly. The other 
spoils of war — captives and provisions — were divided equally 
among the warriors. At the request of Odysseus and Diomedes, 
Ajax had the treasure of King Polymnestor unloaded from his 
ships. Of this also Agamemnon was awarded on ample share of 
silver and gold. 
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POLYDOEUS 

And nov the heroes took counsel about the most precious part of 
their spoils, the boy Polydorus, son of the king of Troy. After 
a brief discussion, they decided that Odysseus and Dioraedes 
should be sent to Priam to offer him his young son in exchange for 
Helen. Menelaus, Helen’s husband, was appointed a third envoy, 
and the three set out with young Polydorus. The Trojans ad- 
mitted them to their city without demurring, for envoys were 
held sacred according to the laws which governed the intercourse 
between nations. 

Priam and his sons, remote from the city in their palace on the 
acropolis, had not even heard what was happening below, when 
the envoys arrived in the market place of Troy. Surrounded by 
throngs of Trojans, Menelaus addressed his audience, complain- 
ing bitterly of the grave breach of hospitality Paris had com- 
mitted by carrying off his most prized possession — ^Helen, his 
wife. He spoke so eloquently and with such ardor that the crowd, 
among them the elders and leaders of Troy, were moved by his 
words. They wept tears of pity for his plight and agreed that his 
claims were just. When Odysseus observed which way the wind 
was blowing, he too began to speak. “Elders and citizens of 
Troy,” he said, “I think you should know that the Argives 
are not a people to embark lightly on any enterprise, and that 
it has always been their custom to look for glory in all they 
undertake. Even after the outrage we suffered when Paris, the son 
of your king, carried off Helen, an Argive princess, we sent 
peaceful envoys to you to settle this matter in friendly fashion 
before we prepared to take to arms. It was only when our embassy 
failed that war began, and it began with an attack of your men 
against ours! Even now that you have felt our strength, now 
that cities allied or subject to you lie in ruins and you yourselves 
have suffered the hardship long siege brings with it, a happy issue 
from our quarrel is still within your power. Give up to us what 
was taken from us, and we shall instantly break camp, board our 
ships, weigh anchor, and forever leave your coast with the fleet 
that has already done you so much harm. Nor do we make this 
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offer empty-handed. We are bringing your king a treasure which 
should be far dearer to him than the stranger your city has been 
forced to shelter to his disadvantage and yours. We bring Poly- 
dorus, his youngest son, whom Ajax took from King Polym- 
nestor, and who now stands bound before you, waiting your deci- 
sion and that of the king. This very day give us Helen, and we 
shall loose the bonds of the boy and return him to his father’s 
house. If you refuse, your city wiU be destroyed, and before that 
your king will have to look on what he would give his life not to 
see.” 

When Odysseus had ended, deep silence prevailed among the 
Trojans. At last Antenor, aged and wise, answered: “You Ar- 
gives, who were once my dear guests ! All that you say we know 
ourselves and in our hearts we agree with you. But though we 
have the will to mend this matter, we lack the power. We live 
in a state in which the king is all-powerful. The laws of our 
realm, the faith we have inherited from our fathers, and the con- 
science of our people deter us from revolt against his commands. 
Only if the king summons us to council are we permitted to speak 
on public affairs, and when we have spoken, he is still free to do 
as he wishes. But that you may know what the best among our 
people think concerning your claim, our elders will assemble and 
speak their mind in your presence. This is all we can do, and 
even the king cannot deny us this right.” 

And so it was done. Antenor called a council of the elders and 
the envoys attended it with him. One by one he asked the fore- 
most among his people what they thought of high-handed Paris, 
and one by one they declared his action insolent and lawless. 
Only Antimachus, a man full of malice and eager for battle, 
defended the rape of the Argive princess. Paris had bribed him 
with many gifts so that he might take his part whenever occasion 
demanded and speak against the return of Helen to her people. 
Now too he worked toward this end and behind the backs of the 
elders he counselled the Trojans to kill the three brave and wise 
heroes whom the Achaeans had sent as envoys. When they re- 
fused he advised them to hold prisoner Odysseus, Diomedes, and 
Menelaus, at least until they had yielded up their captive, Poly- 
dorus, without ransom or any talk of exchange. This counsel was 
also rejected, and since Antimachus would not stop mocking at 
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tibe Argive heroes, even in public assembly, his fellow citizens 
drove him from their midst with sharp words, to show the envoys 
that they disapproved of his advice and his unprincipled be- 
havior. 

Angrily Antimachus hastened to the acropolis and told the 
king what had tidc^ place. And now Priam and his sons held 
council, and noble Panthous, his trusted friend, was with them. 
For a long time they argued the matter, some saying one thing, 
some another. At last Panthous turned to Hector, the bravest 
and the most just and virtuous of Priam’s sons, and begged him 
to yield to the counsel of the best among the Trojans and sur- 
render the cause of this war — ^Helen, who had brought nothing 
but disaster to her hosts. “Paris,” he said, “has now had many 
years in which to enjoy the possession he acquired so unfairly, 
and also to suffer for his delight. The cities which were our allies 
are destroyed, and their fall forewarns us of our own fate. Add to 
this that the Argives have your little brother in their power and 
that we do not know what will become of him if we refuse to give 
them Helen!” 

Hector reddened with shame and tears welled up in his eyes 
when he thought of the infamous act of Paris. Nevertheless he 
did not speak in favor of delivering up the stolen princess. “She 
is one who sought protection in our house,” he answered Pan- 
thous. “We must not forget that. As such we received her. Had 
we thought otherwise, we should not have permitted her to cross 
the threshold of the palace. Not only did we let her enter, we even 
built her and Paris a palace of their own where they have lived 
in luxury and pleasure for many years, and none of you opened 
his mouth against it, though you knew that war was inevitable. 
Why should we drive her from us now?” 

“I did speak out,” Panthous replied. “My conscience is clear. 
I told you of my father’s prophecy. I warned you. And I warn 
you again I Come what will, I shall faithfully help you defend 
the king and the city, even if you do not do as I say.” And with 
these words he left the council of the princes. 

At Hector’s suggestion they at last came to the decision that 
they would not give up Helen, but would replace with gifts of 
equal value everything which had been carried off along with 
her. In her stead they would offer Menelaus one of the daughters 
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of King Priam in wedlock — ^wise Cassandra or flower-like 
Polyxena, and with her a royal dowry. When the Argive envoys 
were brought before the king and faced with this proposal Mene- 
laus grew very angry. “Things have, indeed, come to a pretty 
pass,” he said, “if after years of doing without the woman of my 
choice I must let my enemies select a wife for me! Keep your 
barbarian daughters and return to me her whom I wedded when 
I was young.” 

Then up rose Aeneas, husband of Creusa and son-in-law of 
Priam, and harshly cried out to Prince Menelaus who had spoken 
with a scornful smile: “If it depended on me and on the word 
of all those who love Paris and hold high the honor of this ancient 
house of kings, you should have neither the one nor the other. 
The kingdom of Priam still has men who will protect it. And if 
the boy Polydorus, the son of his concubine, be lost to him, Priam 
has many other sons. Shall we encourage the Argives to carry off 
more women? But enough of talk! If you do not instantly leave 
with that fleet of yours, you shall feel the strength of the Trojans. 
We have countless young warriors thirsting to fight, and every 
day more and more great and powerful allies are joining us, 
even if those nearby weakened and were conquered.” 

These words of Aeneas were greeted with tumultuous applause 
on the part of the Trojan princes, and had it not been for Hector, 
the envoys would have suffered rough treatment at their hands. 
These, ill suppressing their rage, left with Polydorus, whom 
King Priam had seen only from afar, and returned to their ships. 
When the news spread of the reception they had met with in 
Troy, news of the malice of Antimachus and the arrogance of 
Aeneas and all the sons of Priam except Hector, the Argives 
gathered in a riotous mob and angrily called for revenge. With- 
out even consulting the princes, a disorderly and confused as- 
sembly resolved to visit the wrongs of Priam and his sons on 
luckless Polydorus, and they at once set about carrying out their 
verdict. The boy was taken within range of the walls of Troy and 
the moment King Priam and his sons appeared on the walls, 
called out by the great throngs and the loud clamor, the first 
moan of pain broke from the child’s lips. With their own eyes 
the Trojans were forced to witness the execution of the threat 
Odysseus had uttered. From all sides stones flew at the boy’s bare 
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head and unprotected body, until, struck down by countless mis- 
siles, he died a cruel and miserable death. The Argive princes 
gave permission for the shattered corpse to be returned to Priam 
for honorable burial ; soon the king’s servants, accompmiied by 
Idaeus, a hero of Troy, came and with many tears laid the boy’s 
body in the wagon which was to take him to his unhappy father. 


CHBYSES, APOLLO, AND THE WBATH OF ACHILLES 

It was early in the tenth year of the war. Ajax had returned from 
various expeditions along the coast, laden with spoils. The killing 
of Polydorus had fanned the hatred between the two nations to 
greater fury, and now the gods openly took part in the conflict. 
\Hera, Athene, Hermes, Poseidon, and Hephaestus sided with the 
' Argives, while Ares and Aphrodite helped the Trojans, so that of 
this tenth and last year of the siege of Troy ten times more has 
been told and sung than of the nine years which went before. 
For it is at this point that Homer, the prince of poets, begins 
his tale of the wrath of Achilles and the many misfortunes which 
the anger of this greatest among their heroes brought upon the 
Argives. 

The cause of Achilles’ anger was this. When their envoys re- 
turned from Troy, the Argives, mindful of the threats of the 
Trojans, set about preparing for decisive battle. While they 
were so engaged, Chryses, Apollo’s priest, whose daughter 
Achilles had carried off and given to Agamemnon,’ came into the 
camp holding the golden staff of peewie twined with the laurel 
sacred to his god, and offered rich ransom for the return of his 
child. He made this request to the Atridae and the entire host, 
saying: “Sons of Atreus, heroes and men of Greece, may the gods 
on Olympus grant you victory over Troy and a safe homeward 
journey, if you give honor to Apollo the Far-Darter, whose 
priest I am, by returning my beloved daughter to me for the 
ransom I bring you.” 

The host applauded his words and recommended that rever- 
^ce be shown the priest and that the treasure he offered be 
accepted. But Agamemnon, unwilling to lose his fair prize, ob- 
jected, saying; “Do not let me find you near the ships again, old 
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man, either now or in the days to come. Your daughter is my 
servant and shall remain so. She will sit at the loom in my palace 
in Argos as long as she lives. Beware of provoking my wrath, and 
go while you can !” 

Chryses was filled with fear and obeyed. Silently he hastened 
to the shore, but there he lifted his hands to the god he served 
and prayed to him: “Hear me, Apollo Smintheus, you who reign 
over Chryse, Cilia, and Tenedos ! If ever I have adorned your 
altar to your liking and brought you offerings carefully chosen, 
avenge me on the Achaeans and loose your darts upon them !” 

So he pleaded aloud, and Apollo heard his prayer. He slung 
across his shoulder his bow and quiver filled with clanging arrows 
and left Olympus. Sullen and threatening as night he sped 
toward the Argive ships and when he was near them, dart after 
dart whirred from his silver bow and the taut string twanged 
with an ominous sound. Whoever was struck by the invisible 
arrow died of the plague — & swift and sudden death. At first he 
shot only at the mules and dogs in the camp, but soon he aimed 
at the men as well, until one after another sank to the ground and 
the flames of many funeral pyres flared day and night unceas- 
ingly. 

For nine days the plague raged among the Argive host. On 
the tenth, Achilles, whom Hera, the patron goddess of the 
Achaeans, had so counselled, called an assembly and advised the 
people to ask a priest, a soothsayer, or one who unravels the mean- 
ing of dreams, what sacrifice would avert the wrath of Phoebus 
Apollo and turn disaster from the camp. 

Then the wisest seer in the host arose, Calchas, who prophesied 
from the flight of birds and declared that he was ready to ex- 
pound the reasons for the anger of the immortal archer, provided 
Achilles would protect him. The son of Peleus bade him be of 
good courage and Calchas spoke : “The god is not offended be- 
cause of a broken vow or neglect of sacrifice. He is angry because 
of Agamemnon’s lack of respect for his priest, nor will he stay 
his hand from dealing us evil until the girl is returned to her 
father without ransom and sent back to Chryse with hundred- 
fold offerings of atonement. This is the only way in which we 
can win back the favor of the god.” 

At these words Agamemnon’s blood beat hotly in his veins. 
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His eyes blazed and he addressed the seer with beetling brows: 
“You prophet of ill omen, you who have never yet said anything 
that prospered me, now you arouse the people against me by 
claiming the Archer has sent us the plague because I infused 
ransom for the daughter of Chryses ! It is true : I should like to 
keep her in my house, for she is dearer to me than Clytaemnestra, 
the wife of my youth, and her equal in beauty of body and loveli- 
ness of face, in wisdom and skill. But rather than see Argive 
warriors perish I shall send her back. If I do this, however, I 
demand a gift in return !” 

When the king had ended, Achilles replied: “Great son of 
Atreus,” he said, “I do not know what gift, in your greed, you 
demand of the Argives. We have no longer any great stores of 
treasure in common. The spoils we took from the cities we con- 
quered were distributed among us long ago, and surely we cannot 
take from a man what has already been given him ! Therefore, 
release the daughter of Chryses ! If Zeus, in the days to come, ac- 
cords us the conquest of Troy, we shall make up your loss to you 
three, no, four times over !” 

“Son of Peleus,” the king called to him, “do not think you 
can cheat me ! Do you fancy I shall do as you say and give up my 
prize of war while you keep yours.!* No! If the Argives deny me 
recompense, I shall fetch myself what I want from one or another 
of you, a gift belonging to Ajax, or Odysseus, or perhaps to 
you, Achilles ! It does not matter to me how angry you may be ! 
But of that we shall speak another time. Now make ready a ship 
and a hecatomb. Put the fair-skinned daughter of Chryses aboard 
and let one of the princes, the son of Peleus for all I care, com- 
mand the ship.” 

The eyes of Achilles grew dark with anger as he answered: 
“0 shameless prince, you who think only of your own ease, how 
can the Danai obey one such as you? I, to whom the Trojans did 
no wrong, followed you to help you avenge Menelaus, your 
brother. But you forget this and try to take from me the prize 
I won by my own effort, the prize the Achaeans allotted to me. 
City after city I conquered and yet I never received a share like 
yours. I always bore the brunt of the struggle, but when it came 
to dividing the spoils, you carried off the l^st part while I re- 
turned to the ships weary of battle and content with the little 



I had. But now I am going home to Phthia. No more shall I in- 
crease the toppling stores of your treasure.” 

“Very well, flee if you must,” Agamemnon replied. “I have 
brave men enough without you, and besides you are one who is 
always ready to quarrel. But first I want you to know that I am, 
indeed, returning the daughter of Chryses to her father, but in- 
stead I shall take from your house lovely Briseis, to teach you 
that I am greater than you and to warn others not to defy me 
as you have done.” 

Achilles’ heart swelled with fury and he hesitated whether to 
bare his sword on the instant and slay the son of Atreus, or to 
bridle his rage. But suddenly, invisible to all the rest, Athene stood 
behind him and revealed herself to him by catching at a lock of 
his brown hair. “Curb your anger,” she whispered. “Do not draw 
your sword. But you may fume with words to your heart’s con- 
tent. If you obey me, I pledge you a threefold gift.” 

When Achilles heard her warning, he thrust the silver hilt of 
his sword back into the scabbard. But to his words he gave free 
rein. “Unworthy son of Atreus,” he said, “never did your own 
heart teach you to lay an ambush with the noblest among the 
Argives or to fight in the foremost ranks in pitched battle ! It is, 
of course, much easier to steal a prize from one who has dared 
to oppose you. But I swear to you by this staff that just as surely 
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as it will not put forth green shoots as it did when it branched 
on a tree, so from this time on you shall not see the son of Peleus 
in battle. In vain will you look for aid when Hector, the killer of 
men, mows down the Argives row on row. In vain will bitterness 
gnaw at your soul for having denied due honors to the noblest 
among the Achaeans.” So said Achilles, and he threw his staff 
on the ground and sat down. Aged Nestor tried to reconcile the 
opponents with calm and gentle words, but to no avail. 

Finally Achilles rose from his seat in the assembly and called to 
the king: “Do what you wiU, only do not imagine that I shall 
obey you ! Never shall I lift my arm against you or another for 
the sake of this girl. You gave her to me and you may take her 
her from me. But do not attempt to touch the very least of the 
other possessions in my house or my ships, for if you do, my lance 
will drip with your blood.” 

The assembly dispersed. Agamemnon had the daughter of 
Chryses and the hecatomb put aboard ship and bade Odysseus 
take it to its destination. Then the son of Atreus summoned 
Talthybius and Eurybates, the heralds, and commanded them 
to fetch him Briseis from the house of Achilles. Unwillingly they 
went, and only for fear of their king. When they reached the camp 
they found the son of Peleus sitting in front of his house, and 
he was not happy to see them. Reverence and timidity sealed their 
lips so that they did not tell him why they had come, but he 
had already guessed their purpose. “Do not be distressed,” he 
said to them. “Approach, O heralds of Zeus and of mortals. The 
fault is not yours but Agamemnon’s. Come, Patroclus, bring the 
girl and give her over to them. But they shall bear witness to me 
before gods and men that if, in the days to come, anyone re- 
quires my help and it is not given, not I shall have the blame 
but the son of Atreus !” 

Patroclus, AchiUes’ friend, led out Briseis who followed the 
heralds reluctantly, for she had learned to love her gentle lord. 
As he sat weeping on the shore, he gazed down into the dark sea 
and begged Thetis, his mother, to help him. And from the depths 
of the waters he heard her voice. “Woe to me, my child, that ever 
I bore you. So brief is your life to be, and yet you must suffer 
such insult and sorrow! But I myself shall go to the Thunderer 
and implore him to give you aid. It cannot be at once, for only 
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yesterday he departed for Oceanus to a feast of the devout 
Ethiopians, and he will not return for twelve days. But on that 
twelfth day I shall hasten to him and clasp my hands about his 
knees. Until then, stay near your ships.” When Achilles had re- 
ceived this answer from his mother, he left the shore and seated 
himself in his house in sullen silence. 

In the meantime, Odysseus had reached Chryses and given his 
daughter back to him. Filled with joyful surprise the priest 
raised his hands to heaven in thanksgiving and begged Phoebus 
Apollo to avert the plague he had sent upon the Argives. 
Instantly the plague began to abate, and when Odysseus re- 
turned to camp he found that it had ended. 

And now the twelfth day dawned since Achilles had with- 
drawn to his house, and Thetis did not forget her promise. 
Through the mist of early morning she rose from the sea and 
went up to Olympus. Here, on the loftiest peak of the jagged 
mountain, aloof from the other gods, she found imperious Zeus. 
Clasping his knees with her left hand and touching his chin with 
her right in the manner of suppliants, she said to him: “Father, 
if ever I have served you well with words or with deeds, grant me 
my prayer. Honor my son, whom Fate has doomed to die so soon. 
Agamemnon has offended him and taken away the prize he him- 
self won as the spoils of war. And so I beg of you, father of all 
gods, let the Trojans keep winning until the Argives pay my son 
the honor that is his due.” For a long time Zeus was silent and 
made not the slightest motion. But Thetis clung closer to his 
knees and whispered : “Now grant my request or refuse it flatly, 
to show me that among all the gods you favor me least.” 

So with her wiles and coaxing ways she beset Zeus until he 
answered, but his voice betrayed displeasure. “It is not well that 
you beseech me to act counter to the wishes of Hera who is always 
against me as it is. Leave quickly before she observes your pres- 
ence and let my nod pledge you that I shall do as you have 
asked.” Even as he spoke Zeus gave a faint token of assent with 
his eyebrows only, yet the great mountain of Olympus shook at 
the sign. Thetis, well pleased, hastened back into the deep waters 
of the sea. But Hera, who had seen them talking together, went 
to Zeus and vexed him with reproaches. He, however, replied 
calmly: “Do not think that you can fathom my decisions. Be 
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still and obey my commands.” And Hera trembled at the words of 
her husband, the father of gods and men, and did not venture to 
gainsay him or further object to the resolve he had taken. 


AOAMKMKOX TEIES THE ABGIVES 

Zeus remembered the nod he had given Thetis, goddess of the 
sea. He sent the god of dreams to the Argive camp and bade him 
enter the tent of sleeping Agamemnon. And the dream god, 
assuming the form of Nestor, whom of all the elders Agamem- 
non honored most, stood at the head of the king’s couch and spoke 
to him. “Are you still asleep, son of Atreus.?” he asked. “The 
man who decides the actions of a whole people should not sleep 
so long. Hear what I have to say, for I have come to you as a 
messenger from Zeus. He commands you to muster the Argive 
hosts, for the hour to conquer Troy has come. The gods have 
made their decision and destruction hovers over the city.” 

Agamemnon awoke and swiftly rose from his couch. He bound 
his sandals to his feet, donned his tunic, slung his sword over his 
shoulder, seized his scepter, and strode toward the ships through 
the early morning mists. At his command the heralds went from 
hut to hut to call the men, but the princes of the host were sum- 
moned to council on Nestor’s ship. Agamemnon was first to speak. 
“Friends,” he said, “a heaven-sent dream, visiting me in the 
form of Nestor, revealed to me that Zeus is set on ruining Troy. 
Let us see whether we can rouse our men who have grown slack 
and discontented because of the wrath of Achilles. First I shall 
tempt them with words, counselling them to board the ships and 
leave the Trojan coast. Then it will be your turn. Disperse 
through the camp, some here, some there, and urge them to 
stay.” 

When Agamemnon had ended, Nestor rose and addressed the 
princes. “Heid another told us of such a dream,” he said, “we 
should brand him a liar and turn from him full of contempt. But 
since he who has spoken is the foremost prince among the Danai, 
we cannot but believe him. So let us follow his plan.” 

Nestor left the council and all the princes followed him to the 
market place where the men had gathered like a swarm of bees. 
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Nine heralds marshalled them into groups and seated them in a 
great circle ; gradually their talk died down to whispers until at 
last there was silence. Then Agamemnon, standing in the midst 
of the gathering, raised his scepter and began : “Brave warriors 
of the Argive people who have come together here, Zeus has de- 
ceived me with blindness of soul, for though he once so graciously 
promised that I should return to my home as the destroyer of 
Troy, now he, who has shattered so many cities and in his great 
might will shatter still more, is pleased to command me to go 
back to Argos ingloriously, so that all those who have fallen 
will have died in vain. It would, indeed, be a disgrace if future 
generations learned that the great people of the Danai continued 
losing battles against enemies who are so much weaker. For if 
we were at peace and could measure the number of the Trojans 
against our own, if we assigned one Trojan as cup-bearer to 
every table of ten Achaeans — ^then many tables, I believe, would 
have to do without the cup. To be sure, they have powerful allies 
from many cities who hinder me from burning Troy to the 
ground, as I should like to do. Be that as it may — ^nine years 
have passed. The timbers of our sliips are cracking, the ropes rot ; 
our women and children wait at home, full of yearning for us. 
And so it is, perhaps, best to submit to the bidding of Zeus, go to 
our ships, and return to the dear land of our fathers.” 

Agamemnon’s words stirred the throng to motion as a wind 
swells and chums the waves of the sea. In a moment the entire 
host was afoot in wild confusion. They rushed to the shore so 
swiftly that the dust whirled up in clouds. Each spurred on the 
other to drag the ships into the water. Here they pulled the prop 
from under a keel, there they cleared the chaimels connecting the 
camp with the sea. 

Even up on Olympus those who supported the Argives were 
alarmed to see how earnestly they were taking Agamemnon at 
his word, and Hera urged Athene to htisten down to earth and 
with sweet persuasive words halt the flight of the Danai. Pallas 
Athene consented, and down from the craggy heights of Olympus 
she flew to the Argive camp. Here she found Odysseus standing 
before his ship. He did not move or venture to lay his hand upon 
it, and grief ate at his heart. The goddess approached him, re- 
vealed herself, and said in a gentle voice : “And so you really want 
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to flee? Will you let Priam triumph? You are willing to leave 
the Trojans Helen, because of whom so many Argives have given 
their lives far from their native land? Surely you will not allow 
this! Go quickly in and out among the host! Do not hold back 
now ! Use all your shrewdness and eloquence ! Reason with than, 
stop them !” 

At Athene’s words Odysseus threw off his mantle and hastened 
toward the people. Whenever he met a prince or a noble, he 
stopped him and spoke with kindness and insistence. “Is it right, 
my good and brave friend,” he asked, “to give up the game like 
a coward? If you remained calm, you would calm the rest also. 
Remember that you do not know what the son of Atreus really 
thinks. Perhaps he was only trying the Argives !” But if he came 
upon a common man who was making a great noise and shouting, 
he struck him with his staff and threatened him in a loud voice: 
“Wretch ! Stay where you are ! Listen to what others say, you 
on whom no one can count either in battle or in the assembly ! 
We Argives cannot all be kings. When many rule, no one pros- 
pers. To one alone Zeus gave the scepter, and him the rest shall 
obey.” 

In this way Odysseus sent his imperious voice ringing through 
the camp and at last induced the people to leave the ships and 
return to the place of assembly. Slowly they quieted down and 
waited for what was to come. Only one man could be heard in 
that hush. It was Thersites, who, as usual, was making shrill com- 
plaints against the princes and leaders of the people. He was 
the ugliest man who had come from Greece to Troy : cross-eyed, 
lame in one foot, hunchbacked, narrow in the chest, his head long 
and pointed, and sparsely covered with woolly hair. 

This troublemaker was hateful to Odysseus and the son of 
Peleus even more than to the rest because he was constantly 
maligning them. But this time Thersites derided Agamemnon, 
the commander-in-chief. “What have you to complain of, son 
of Atreus?” he shrieked. “What is it that you need? Is not your 
house full of precious metals and lovely women? You are living 
in comfort and taking your ease! Why should we allow you to 
fead us into misery? We should do better to sail home in our 
ships, leave you alone before Troy, and let you gorge yourself 
with gifts.” Then Thersites turned to his comrades. “He has done 
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dishonor to mighty Achilles !” he shouted. “He has deprived him 
of his rightful prize of war. But the listless son of Peleus has no 
gall in his liver, or this tyrant would have done wrong for the 
last time!” 

While Thersites was speaking, Odysseus had gone up to him. 
He measured him with a baleful look, then lifted his staff and 
gave him a great thump over the back with it, crying: “If ever 
again I find you shouting like a madman, then let my head not 
stand on my shoulders, nor may I be called the father of Telem- 
achus if I do not tear the clothes off you, scourge you, and send 
you wailing back to the ships!” Thersites writhed under the 
blow, and a bloody weal rose up on his back. He cowered down 
and began to snivel, and a big tear rolled down his nose. But 
among the Achaeans, one man nudged the next, laughing merrily, 
and all were pleased that this noisy fellow had been given the 
punishment he so richly deserved. 

And now Odysseus faced the people and beside him was Pallas 
Athene who had assumed the shape of a herald and bade the 
gathering be silent. He himself raised his staff to gain the atten- 
tion of those about him, and said: “Son of Atreus ! Truly, things 
have come to a sorry pass when the Argives are ready to disgrace 
you and break their promise not to leave until Troy is conquered. 
They wail for home like women and children and complain to 
one another of the hardships they must endure. But think how 
shameful it would be for us to go home empty-handed after wait- 
ing here for so long a time ! O my friends, have patience a little 
longer! Remember the sign that was given us before our depar- 
ture from Aulis, when standing around the spring gushing from 
the earth we offered hecatombs on sacred altars under a spread- 
ing maple. To me it seems only yesterday ! A serpent with dark 
scaly body slipped from under the altar and wound its way up 
the maple. Swinging on one of the branches was a sparrow’s nest, 
and in it were fledglings, eight of them huddled among the leaves, 
and the ninth bird was the brooding mother. With frightened | 
twitters she hovered over her young until the serpent turned its 1 
head toward her and caught her by the wing. When it had de- j 
voured the mother and her little ones, Zeus, who had sent it, | 
wrought a miracle and turned it to stone. And you Argives stood t- 
by and quaked with wonder. But Calchas, the seer, cried: ‘Do 
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»you not see what Zeus is foretelling by way of this miracle? The 
nine sparrows are the nine years in which you Mrill battle for 
Troy. In the tenth you shall conquer that glorious city.’ So 
Calchas predicted, and now lus words are about to be fulfilled. 
The nine years of fighting are at an end. The tenth has come 
and shall bring us victory. So let us wait together a little longer, 
O Danai ! Stay until we destroy the citadel of King Priam !” 

The Argives .applauded the words of Odysseus, and wise 
Nestor made the most of the shift in the mood of the mob and 
counselled Agamonnon to let anyone who could not quell his 
longing go to his ship and set sail for home. But he advised 
that after this he should range his men according to family line 
and rank and let them fight. In this way, said Nestor, he would 
soon learn which of the warriors or leaders was brave and which 
was timid, and whether the will of the gods, or fear, or lack of 
skill in the trade of war was delaying the conquest of Troy. 

Agamemnon rejoiced at this sage advice and answered; 
“Nestor, you, who are old, surpass all others in wisdom! If 
only I had ten more like you in the council of the Argives, Troy’s 
lofty citadel would soon lie in the dust. As for me, I must admit 
that I acted foolishly when I quarrelled with Achilles for the 
sake of a girl. Zeus must have struck me with blindness of heart. 
But if we two become reconciled, the fall of Troy cannot be 
long in coming. And now let us prepare for the attack. Each man 
shall eat, make ready his shield and lance, give food and drink 
to his horses, examine the chariots, and think only of battle. But 
he who fears and remains with the ships — ^his body shall be the 
prey of dogs and vultures.” 

When Agamemnon had ended, so mighty a roar burst from the 
throats of the Argives that it sounded like the tide of the sea 
when the south wind lashes it shoreward and it breaks against 
towering cliffs. The men leaped up from their places. Each hur- 
ried to his ship, and soon the smoke rose from among the huts 
where the meal was being prepared. Agamemnon sacrificed a 
bullock to Zeus and called the noblest among the Achaeans to 
him. When all had eaten, he bade the heralds summon the Argives 
to battle, and they stormed to the meadow of the Scamander 
like flocks of cranes or swans which fly along a river. The leaders, 
foremost among them the son^of ^re asi, ordered the battalions, 
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and splendid to behold was Agamemnon, the king of kings : his 
eyes and his brow were like those of the father of gods, his broad 
breast like that of Poseidon, and his cuirass and lance and 
shield like those of Ares himself. 



FABI8 AND MENELAUS 

The host which at Nestor’s advice had been ordered according 
to family line stood ready for battle when at last they saw the 
dust whirled up by the Trojans advancing from behind their 
walls. The Argives too began to move forward. When the two 
armies were close enough for the fight to begin, out from the 
ranks of the Trojans came Paris, girt with the spotted panther’s 
skin, his bow over his shoulder, his sword at his side. Brandish- 
ing two bronze-tipped lances, he challenged the bravest among 
the Danai to single combat. When Menelaus saw him spring for- 
wardTrom the mass of soldiers, he exulted as a hungry lion who 
sees a buck or a stag crossing his path. Fully armed he leaped 
down from his chariot, eager to punish the thief who had robbed 
his house. But Paris shuddered at the sight of such an opponent. 
As if he had seen an adder, he paled and drew back, mingling 
with the throng. When Hector saw him recoil he called to him 
angrily : “Brother, you are a hero only in stature. At heart you 



362 TALES OF TROY 

are timid as a girl and nothing but a clever seducer. I wish you 
had died before wooing Helen ! Do you not see that the Argives 
are laughing at you because you are not man enough to stand up 
against him whose wife you carried off? You deserve to discover 
what sort of man you have offended, and I, for my part, should 
have no pity on you if you lay on the earth, covered with wounds, 
and soiling your fair locks in the dust.” 

Paris replied: ‘‘Hector, you are hard of heart, and your 
courage is firm as the brazen axe with which the shipbuilder cuts 
his timber, but you repro^h me unjustly. Do not mock my 
beauty, for beauty too is a gift of the immortals. If you desire 
to see me fight, bid the Trojans and Danai rest their arms. Then 
for Helen and all her treasure I will venture single combat with 
Menelaus, the hero, in the sight of all the people. The victor shall 
carry her home with him. This shall be sealed by a treaty, and 
soon you shall plough the earth of Troy in peace, and those 
others will sail for Argos.” 

At his brother’s words. Hector was filled with glad surprise. 
He advanced from the ranks and, holding up his spear, stemmed 
the onrush of the Trojan troops. When the Argives saw him, 
they vied in aiming at him with darts and arrows and stones. 
But Agamemnon called to them: “Stop! Do not cast your 
weapons at him! Hector of the crested helmet desires to 
speak.” At that the Argives paused and waited. Then Hector, 
in ringing tones, proclaimed to both hosts the resolve of his 
brother Paris. His words were followed by a long silence. At last 
Menelaus spoke. 

“Hear me!” he cried. “Hear me, on whose spirit the burden 
we bear in common weighs most heavily ! At last I dare to hope 
that you, Trojans and Argives alike, who have suffered so greatly 
in the war kindled by Paris, wiU part from one another recon- 
ciled. One of us two, whichever Fate chooses, will die. But the rest 
of you shall go in peace. Let us make offerings and take the oath, 
and then the combat shall begin.” 

All rejoiced at these words, for they yearned for the end of 
this war. On both sides the charioteers reined in their horses, the 
heroes dismounted from the chariots, took off their armor, and 
laid it on the ground. In great haste Hector sent two heralds 
to Troy to bring lambs for the offering and to sximmon King 
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Priam to the battlefield. King Agamemnon also sent a herald^ 

^ TalthybiuS ) to the fleet to fetch the victims. And Iris, the m es- 
senger of the gods, hastened to Troy in the form of JLiaodice^ 
Priam^daughter, to tell Helen what had happened. She found 
Iier seated at the loom, working a sumptuous robe with scenes 
of the battle, her eyes lowered and fixed on her weaving. “Come, 
dear and lovely one !” Iris called to her. “You shall see a curious 
thing. The Trojans and Argives who only a short time ago con- 
fronted one another with rage in their hearts are now silent and 
calm. Their spears are thrust into the ground, and they are lean- 
ing on their shields. War has ended. Only Paris and Menelaus 
are to fight, and the winner will carry you off as his wife.” 

So spoke the goddess, and Helen’s heart was filled with long- 
ing for the husband of her youth, for her home and her friends. 
Quickly she covered herself with a silver-white veil with which she 
hid the tears shining on her lashes, and hastened toward the 
Scaean Gates followed by two of her handmaids, Aethra and 
Clymene. There, on the rampart, was King Priam with the oldest 
and wisest among the Trojans: Panthous, Thymoetes, Lampus, 
Clytius, Hicetaon, Antenor, and Ucalegon. The two last were the 
sagest citizens of Troy. Their great age kept them from going 
to war, but in the council their words were the shrewdest. When 
from their high outlook they saw Helen coming, they marvelled 
at her grace, and one whispered softly to the other : “No one, in- 
deed, should blame the Trojans and Argives for their willingness 
to suffer years of misery for such a woman ! Is she not as fair 
and radiant as an immortal goddess ? Still, with all that loveliness 
of hers, let her return to her home with the Argive fleet so that 
we and our sons may have no further harm from her.” 

But Priam called Helen fondly to him. “Come, sweet daugh- 
ter,” he said. “Come, sit here beside me and I will show you your 
first husband, your friends, and your kinsmen. I do not hold you 
responsible for this wretched war. The gods have sent it on us. 
And now tell me, who is that man who shines out among the Danai 
in stature and majesty? Here and there among the ranks of his 
army are men taUer than he, but not one is like him in kingliness 
and splendor.” , 

Helen answered the king, and her voice was reverent. “My 
honored father-in-law, when I approach you I am timid and shy. 
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Par better I had died a most bitter death than left my home, my 

daughter and my friends, and followed your son here. I could 

weep rivers of tears that I did this ! But you asked me a question. 

Well then : he whose name you wish to know is Agamemnon, the 

best of kings and a vahant warrior. And he, alas ! was once my 

brother-in-law.” 

“O happy son of Atreus!” exclaimed Priam, gazing at the 
hero. “O favorite of Fortune, to whose scepter countless Argives 
bow ! I too once headed a great host. Then I was young. It was 
the time we were fending off hordes of Amazons from Phrygia. 
But my army did not equal yours in numbers.” Then he turned 
to Helen again. “And now, sweet daughter,” he asked, “tell me 
the name of that one over there. He is not as tall as the s pn of 
Atreus . but his breast is broader, his shoulders more massive. His 
arms are lying on the ground. He prowls down the rows of men 
like a ram around sheep.” 

“That is th e son of Laertes.” Helen replied. “It is crafty 
Odysseus. The rocky island of Ithaca is his home.” 

Here old Antenor joined in their conversation. “You are right, 
princess,” he said. “I know him well, him and Menelaus, for 
once they came to my house as envoys. When they stood up, 
Menelaus was taller than Odysseus,, but when they were seated, 
Odysseus seemed the more majestic. Menelaus spoke httle, but 
every word, though uttered ever so casually, was full of meaning. 
When Odysseus was about to speak, he fixed his eyes on the 
ground and held his staff motionless in his hand, so that he looked 
like one ill at ease, and it was difiScult to guess whether he was 
malicious or stupid. But when once he began, when his mighty 
voice rang out, his words crowded one another like snowflakes in 
winter, and no mortal could compare with him in eloqugjce.” 

In the meantime, Priam had been looking farther afleld. “Who 
is that giant over there?” he cried. “That tall and powerful 
who stands out among the rest?” 

“T hat is Aia x.” Helen answered. “He is a pill ar of strength 
to the Argiv es., And nearby, standing among his Cretans like 
a god, is Idomeneus. I know him well. Menelaus often was host 
to him in our palace. And now I recognize one after the other 
the lusty warriors of my country. Had we the time, I could tell 
you all their names. The only ones I miss are C^tor and Poly- 
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deuceS| my own brothers, my own flesh and blood. Have they not 
come, or are they reluctant to appear in battle because they are 
ashamed of their sister?” And as she thought about this, Helen 
fell silent. She did not know that her brothers had died long ago. 

While they were talking, the heralds carried through the city 
offerings of two lambs and, for the libation, a goatskin full of 
wine grown in that country. Idaeus, a third herald, followed with 
a gleaming bowl and a golden cup. When they passed through 
the Scaean Gates, Idaeus approached King Priam and said to 
him: ‘^Rise, O king! Both the Trojan and Argive princes sum- 
mon you to the battlefield to take an oath on a solemn agreement. 
Paris, your son, and Menelaus are resolved to fight for Helen in 
single combat. He who wins is to carry her off with all her treas- 
ure. And after that the Achaeans will return to their country.” 

The king was amazed but commanded that his horses be har- 
nessed. Then he mounted the chariot and Antenor with him. 
Priam seized the reins, and the horses flew through the gates and 
out to the field. When the king had reached the two armies, he 
and his companion dismounted and stood between them. Aga- 
memnon and Odysseus hurried toward him. The heralds led the 
victims to these four, mixed the wine in the bowl, and sprinkled 
the two kings with sacred water. The son of Atreus drew the sacri- 
ficial knife he always had with him, hanging beside the great 
scabbard of his sword, cut the hair from the foreheads of the 
lambs as the rite of sacrifice demanded, and called upon Zeus 
to witness the covenant. Then he slit the throats of the animals 
and laid them in the dust. The heralds prayed and poured the 
wine out of the golden cup, and all the people of Troy and of 
Greece made loud supplication: ‘‘O Zeus and all the deathless 
gods ! Let the brains of the first to break this solemn oath be 
poured over the earth like this wine, theirs and those of their 
children !” 

And now Priam said: ‘T shall return to my citadel in Hium, 
for I cannot bear to see my son fight with King Menelaus in 
mortal combat, of which Zeus alone knows the outcome.” So the 
old man mounted the chariot with his companion and guided the 
horses back to Troy. 

Hector and Odysseus now measured the space for the combat 
and in a brazen helmet shuffled two lots to decide who was to be 
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first to cast the lance at his opponent. Hector shook the helmet, 
and out fell the lot of Paris. Then both heroes girt on their 
armor and strode out between the Argive and TrojaU hosts, wear- 
ing breastplate and helmet, tall lance in hand. Their eyes were 
bright with angry challenge, and both peoples marvelled at them 
as they passed. When they confronted each other in the space 
which had been measured, they raised their spears defiantly. 
Since it had been so decided by lot, Paris hurled his first. It hit 
the shield of Menelaus, but the point of the lance bent as it 
struck the bronze. 

Then Menelaus lifted high his spear and prayed aloud : ‘‘Zeus, 
let me punish him who offended me first, so that on through the 
generations our descendants shall fear to wrong their hosts.” 
With this he flung his weapon. It pierced the shield of Paris, 
penetrated his breastplate, and cut his tunic at the thigh. And 
now the son of Atreus snatched his sword from the scabbard and 
aimed it at the helmet of his opponent. But the blade splintered 
with a shrill sound. “Cruel Zeus, why do you grudge me victory ?” 
cried Menelaus, and he rushed at his foe, took him by the helmet, 
and, turning, drew him toward the Argive host. He would have 
dragged Paris along the ground and strangled him in his chin 
strap, had not Aphrodite seen his agony and broken the strap, 
so that Menelaus was left holding the empty helmet. This he 
hurled toward the Argives and prepared to rush at his enemy 
afresh. 

But Aphy^dj te had v eiled Par^ in sheltering mist and taken 
him back to Troy^TleresHe^eFTum down in a fragrant chamber, 
and then, in the guise of an old Spartan woman, she went to Helen 
who was sitting up in a tower, among other Trojan women. The 
goddess caught at her robe and said: “Come, Paris is asking for 
you. He waits in the chamber robed as for a feast. To look at him 
you would think he were ready for the dance rather than having 
just come from single combat.” 

When Helen looked up, she saw the goddess vanish in all her 
divine loveliness. Unnoticed by the other women, she stole from 
the room and hastened to her palace. There she found her hus- 
band, adorned by Aphrodite. He was flung on a couch at his 
ease. She seated herself opposite him, turned her eyes from his 
carefree comfort, and upbraided him : “Back from the battle? 
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Rather would I see you dead by the hand of that mighty hero, 
my first husband ! Only a short while ago you boasted that you 
could subdue him with your arm and spear. Go then, and chal- 
lenge him once more ! No, wait — stay here ! It might go worse 
with you a second time !” 

“Do not vex me with mocking words,” Paris replied. “If Mene- 
laus vanquished me it was with Athene^s help. Another time I 
shall vanquish him, for the gods have never yet forsaken me.” 
Then Aphrodite moved the heart of Helen. She looked at her 
husband with tenderness and held up her lips for his kiss. 

On the battlefield Menelaus was still storming through the 
host in search of Paris. But neither Trojan nor Argive could 
show liim where he was, and surely they would not have concealed 
him, for they hated him more than death. At last Agamemnon 
raised his voice and said : “Listen to my words, Dardanians and 
Danai ! It is clear that Menelaus is the victor. So give us Helen 
and her treasure and pay us tribute for all time to come.” The 
Argives greeted this proposal with shouts of approval. The 
Trojans were silent. 


PANBABUS 

The gods had gathered in a great assembly on Olympus. Hebe 
went in and out among the tables, pouring nectar, and the im- 
mortals drank to one another from golden cups and looked down 
on Troy. It was then that Zeus and Hera resolved to destroy the 
city. The father of al l gods turned to his daughter Athene and 
told her to hasten to the battlefield and incite the Trojans to 
break the treaty they had agreed to, by insulting the Argives 
who were celebrating their victory. 

9i n Pallas Athene assu med the form of Laodocus , son o f An-^ 
tenor, and mingled with the Trojans. She sought out the son 
of Lycaon, h aughty Pandarus. whom she regarded as well suited 
to perform what her father had ordered. Pand anis was an ally 
of T Vo y and had come from Lyci^ bringing with him many 
warriors. 

The goddess soon found him standing among his men, and she 
touched him lightly on the shoulder and said: “Listen to me, 
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wise Pandarus! Now is the time to do a deed which will win you 
the gratitude and praise of all the Trojans, above all of Paris, 
who will doubtlessly reward you with priceless gifts. Do you see 
Menelaus over there, so arrogant, so proud of his victory? Why 
not launch an arrow at him — ^if you dare !” So said the goddess 
in her disguise, and the foolish heart of Pandarus was stirred by 
her words. Swiftly he took his bow, lifted the lid of his quiver, 
selected a feathered shaft and fitted it to the string which twanged 
as the arrow was released. But Athene guided it to Menelaus’ 
belt, so that, though it pierced the leather and the armor, it only 
scratched the skin. Even so, blood oozed from the wound, and 
a shudder shook Menelaus. 

Agamemnon and his friends surrounded him in c onsternation . 
‘‘Dear brother,” cried the king, “we have made a treaty that 
brings death to you, for our tricky foes have disregarded it! 
They shall atone for this, and I know the day will come when 
Troy and Priam with all his people will fall. But your wound 
fills me with bitter grief. If I return without you, if your bones 
moulder in Trojan earth and the work we set out to do is not 
ac5qixq>lishfid,jwhat disgrace awaits me in my native land 1 For 
without you I am not destined to vanquish Troy and carry off 
Helen. And the Trojans will trample on your grave and speak 
of you and me with contempt. If only the earth would open 
to devour me !” 

But Menelaus comforted his brother. “Calm yourself,” he said. 
“My wound is not fatal. My belt has protected me.” 

“If only it be so 1” sighed Agamemnon and quickly dispatched 
a herald to summon Machaon, versed in the art of healing. He 
came, drew out the arrow, unclasped the belt, opened the armor, 
and examined the wound. Then he sucked the blood welling from 
it with his own lips and applied a soothing salve. 

While the physician and the heroes busied themselves about 
Menelaus, the Trojan troops were already advancing. The Ar- 
gives too girt on their armor again, and Agamemnon entrusted 
his horses and chariot to Eurymedon with orders to bring them 
to him should he see him grow weary from striding through the 
ranks on foot. Then he went among the rows of his warriors and 
spurred them to battle, praising the bold and admonishing those 
who hung back. In this way he came to the Cretans, grouped 
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around their leader Idomeneus who stood among them, raging 
to fight like an angry boar. When Agamemnon saw this brave 
array, his heart grew light. ‘‘You are one of the very best, Ido- 
meneus,” he called to him. “You excel in everything, in war and 
at the banquet, when the sparkling wine is blended in great 
pitchers. While the rest drink their modest measure, your cup 
is always as full as mine. But now you shall go with me to the 
fight, as you so often swore you would.” 

“I shall, indeed, be a faithful comrade-in-arms to you!’^ 
answered Idomeneus. “Go, and drive others on ! I have no need of 
that. May death and destruction overtake those breakers of 
treaties, the Trojans !” 

And now Agamemnon had come up with the two A j aces, in 
whose wake seethed a tide of foot soldiers. The king called to 
them as he hurried by : “If only courage such as yours quickened 
the spirits of all the Argives, Priam’s fortress would soon fall!” 
Going on farther he saw Nestor engaged in drawing up his men. 
In the van he placed the warriors with horses and chariots, in the 
rear many and brave men on foot, and wedged between these two 
bulwarks, the cowards. And while he was drawing them up in this 
way, he exhorted them with wise words : “Let no one venture for- 
ward too far with his chariot, and let no one retreat. If chariot 
strikes on chariot, hold out the lance.” 

When Agamemnon heard him counselling his men thus, lie 
cried : “Old man, may your knees obey you, and may the vigor of 
your body match the courage which still beats in your breast ! 
If only another could take from you the burden of age, if only 
you were young again !” 

“How I should like to be as I once was !” Nestor replied. “But 
the gods do not give a man all things at all times. So now the 
young shall hurl the spear, while I do my part with the words of 
wise counsel age can give.” 

Agamemnon went on and found Menestheus, son of Peteus. 
Around him the Athen ia ns clust ered, and beside him were the 
Cephalonians under the command of Odysseus. Both battalions 
were waiting to let others storm on before. This vexed the king 
and he said to them grufily : “Why do you huddle together, wait- 
ing for others to bear the brunt of danger ? When we dine on roast 
meat and drink wine, you are always first, but now it would not 
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displease you to see ten other Argive troops precede yeu into 

battle!” 

Odysseus scowled at him and said: ‘‘What is this you say, 
son of Atreus? You call us loiterers? Just wait until we break 
forth and you will see with what a vengeance we press the fury 
of the fight against the Trojans, and how I shall go ahead of all. 
So do not be so qui ck with ill-considere dj^ds !” 

When Agamemnon saw the hero roused against liim, he 
answered smilingly: “Well I know, noble son of Laertes, that 
you need neither reproof nor counsel. And at heart you are as 
gentle as I, so let us not speak harsh words to one another.” And 
he left him and hastened on. 

Next he encountered the son of Tydeus, proud Diomedes, 
standing in his magnificent chariot next to Sthenelus, son of 
Capancus, his friend and charioteer. To him too he expressed 
displeasure in order to test him. “It seems,” he said, “that the 
son of Tydeus is looking about in dismay. How different your 
father was when he fought against Thebes ! He was always in 
the thick of battle 1” 

Diomedes heard the reproof of his king in silence ; his friend 
Sthenelus answered for him. “You know better, son of Atreus,” 
he said. “We can boast of greater prowess than our fathers, for 
we conquered that very Thebes before which they failed.” But 
Diomedes interrupted his friend and said sternly : “Say no more. 
I do not blame the king for urging the Danai on to battle. It is 
he who has the glory if we win ; it is he who bears loss and grief 
if we fail. So let us keep off defeat !” With that Diomedes leaped 
down from the chariot, and his bronze breastplate rang. 

Troop after troop, like waves rushing in upon the shore, the 
Argives fared forth to battle. The leaders shouted commands ; 
the men marched in silence. The Trojans, on the other hand, were 
as noisy as a flock of bleating sheep, and the tongues of many 
different peoples could be heard from their ranks. And through 
all that clamor rang the battle cry of the gods. Ares, the war- 
god, rallied the courage of the Trgjans, aadPaJd as Athe ne fir^ 
the hearts of the Argives. 
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THE BATTLE. BIOMEDES 

Soon the hosts, surging foward, met face to face. Shield clashed 
on shield ; spear crossed spear, and everywhere was the clamor 
of voices: here lament and there jubilation. As in late spring 
two swollen streams fuse and plunge down the mountain side, so 
the shouts of the armies merged to a single roar. The first hero 
to fall was Echepolus of T roy^ who ventured out too far, so that 
Ne stor^s son Antilochus pierced h is forehead, and he toppled 
over like a tower. Swiftly Elephenor, one of the princes of 
Greece, caught hold of the foot of the fallen warrior to pull him 
away from his comrades and strip him of his armor. But as he 
bent down to drag him over, his shield shifted a little, and Agenor, 
the Trojan, seeing his advantage, brandished his spear and 
pierced his side, so that the Argive sank dead in the dust. Over 
him raged the battle, and the warriors fell on one another fiercely 
as wolves. 

Simoisius, in the flower of youth, darted forward and was 
struck above his right breast by Ajax the Great. The spear came 
out through his shoulder, and he sprawled on the ground. In- 
stantly Ajax threw himself upon him and took his breastplate. 
Straightway Antiphus of Troy threw his lance, but it missed 
Ajax and hit Leucus, the friend of Odysseus, just as he was drag- 
ging off the youthful dead. This filled Odysseus with fury and 
grief; looking about him cautiously, he hurled his javelin, but 
the Trojan recoiled from it. He struck Democoon, a bastard son 
of Priam ; the pointed spear passed through each temple. He fell 
with a great thud, and the first row of Trojan fighters. Hector 
among them, retreated. At th at the Danai s houted with joy,) 
shoved aside the dead bodies, and penetrated farther into the 
ranks of the Dardanians . 

This angered Apollo, and he urged the Trojans on . ‘‘Do not 
give up the battlefield to the Argives,” he cried, and his voice 
rang out above the tumult. “They are not made of stone or iron, 
and Achilles, the best of them, is not even fighting! He remained 
behind near the fleet, where he is nursing his grudge.” On the 
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other side, Athene was spurring the Danai to battle, and many 

heroes fell in both armies. 

Then Pallas gave Diomedes> s^ of Tydeu s^ such valor and 
strength that he stood out amon^fthe Achaeans and won undying 
glory. She made brighter his shield and helmet, so that they 
glittered like stars on an autumn night, and drove him into the 
thick of the foe. Now among the Trojans was Dares, a priest of 
Hephaestus, a rich and powerful man who had sent two sons, 
Phegeus and Idaeus, both dauntless warriors, into this war. 
These guided their chariot out from the ranks of their men and 
straight toward Diomedes, who fought on foot. First Phegeus 
cast his lance ; it grazed the shoulder of the son of Tydeus but 
did not wound him. But Diomedes^ spear pierced the breast of 
Phegeus who fell from his chariot. When his brother Idaeus saw 
this, he did not dare stop to screen his brother’s body but leaped 
from his chariot and fled, while Hephaestus, his father’s pro- 
tector, spread darkness about him, for he did not want his priest 
to lose both sons. 

And now A thene took he r brother Ares, t he war-god, by the 
hand, saying to him: ‘‘Brother, shall welnoFTeave the Trojans 
and Argives to their own devices for a time, and see to whom our 
father will grant the victory.?” So Ares let his sister take him 
from the battlefield, and the mortals were left to themselves. But 
Athene knew that Diomedes, her favorite, was fighting with the 
strength she had conferred upon him. 

Now the Achaeans p ressed hard upon the foe, and a Trojan 
fell before the onslaught of every Argive com mander. Agamem- 
non thrust his spear into the shoulder^Iade of Hodius; 
Idomeneus pierced Phaestus and plunged him headlong from his 
chariot ; Scamandrius, the skillful hunter, was struck down by 
the sharp lance of Menelaus ; Meriones slew Phereclus, who had 
built Paris the ships for his marauding expedition ; and many 
other Trojans fell at the hands of the Danai. 

The son of Tydeus raged through the army of the foe like a 
mountain stream swollen with rains, and it was difficult to guess 
whether he belonged to the Argives or the Trojans, for he was 
now here and now there. While he was darting back and forth 
with the tide of battle, Pandarus, son of Lycaon, fixed him care- 
fully with his eye, aimed his bow at him, and shot him in the 
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shoulder, so that blood flowed over his armor. Pandarus, seeing 
this, exulted and called back to his comrades: ‘‘Come, Trojans, 
goad on your horses ! I have hit the bravest among the Argives ! 
Soon he will have raged his last and lie in the dust, for Apollo 
himself called me from Lycia to do battle with this man !” 

But Diomedes was not fatally wounded. He rose, stood in front 
of his chariot, and called to Sthenelus, his friend and charioteer: 



“Come down from the chariot, dear comrade, and draw the arrow 
out of my shoulder.^’ Sthenelus hurried to do as he asked, and the 
clear red blood spurted from between the links of the armor. 
Then Diomedes prayed to Athene : “Blue~eved da ughter of Zeus ! 
You were ever wont to protect my father; now be gracious to me 
as well ! Guide my spear to that man over there who has wounded 
me and who would rejoice in my death. Let him not see the light 
of the sun for long!” And Athene heard his prayer and quick- 
ened his limbs. His body grew light as that of a bird, his wound 
no longer throbbed, and he raced back into battle. 

“Go !” she said to him. “I have healed you and taken the human 
darkness from your eyes, so that now you can see who on the 
field is mortal and who is immortal. Do not lift your hand against 
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a god should you see one coming toward you. But should Aphro- 
dite approach — you may wound her with y our spear.” 

Diomedes, hearing this, rushed to the forefront, fierce as a 
mountain lion, for his courage and strength were trebled. He 
felled Astynous by a thrust at the shoulderjoint; he pierced 
Hypiron with his lance and slew the two sons of Eurydamas and 
the two late-born sons of Phaenops, who now had nothing left 
in all the world but his grief. Then he hurled from their chariot 
Chromius and Echemmon, sons of Priam, and stripped them of 
their armor while his men seized the chariot and took it to the 
camp. 

Aeneas, King Priam’s bold son-in-law, saw the ranks of the 
Trojans thinning under the strokes and thrusts of the son of 
Tydeus. He hurried through the storm of missiles until he reached 
Pandarus. ^‘Son of Lycaon,” he said to him, “where is your bow? 
Where are your arrows and that glory which, up to now, no one 
from Lycia and no one from Troy has equalled? Aim a shaft at 
that man who is making such havoc among the Trojans! — 
unless, of course, he is a deathless god in the guise of a mortal !” 

Pandarus replied : “If it is not a god, then it must be Diomedes, 
son of Tydeus, whom I thought I slew. But if it is Diomedes, then 
a god must have shielded him and is still giving him protection 
and aid. Alas for my ill luck in this war 1 1 have shot at two Argive 
princes, wounded both without killing them, and only fanned 
their anger. It was in an evil hour that I took my quiver and 
bow and strode through the gates of Troy. If ever I return home, 
then let any stranger strike off my head, if I do not break my 
useless bow and arrows with these hands and toss them into the 
fire !” 

Aeneas tried to console him. “It were better for you to mount 
my chariot,” he said, “and learn how agile Trojan horses are 
in flight and pursuit. If Zeus is bent on honoring Diomedes by 
granting him the victory, they will carry us safely back to Troy. 
But I shall dismount and fight on foot.” Pandarus, however, 
begged him to drive the horses himself, since he was not prac- 
ticed in this art. So he mounted the chariot, and the nimble horses 
bore them toward the son of Tydeus. 

Sthenelus saw them coming. “Look 1” he called to his friend. 
“Two fearless men are making straight for you, Pandarus, and 
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«^a»"ig nd. son of Aphrodite ! Against these all your 
rage and power will be of small avail. This time let us flee in the 
chariot!” 

But Diomedes frowned and said : “Talk not to me of fear ! To 
shrink from battle — ^to yield — is not my way! My strength is 
still unbroken. To stand inactive in the chariot would only vex 
me. No, just as you see me here, on foot — that is how I shall go 
to meet them. If I succeed in slaying both, then stop our horses, 
tether the reins to the edge of the car, and take the steeds of 
Aenens to our ships as our rightful booty.” While he was still 
speaking, the lance of Pandarus flew toward the son of Tydeus, 
pierced his shield, and rebounded from his breastplate. 

“Missed !” shouted Diomedes at the Trojan, exulting, and cast 
his spear. It sped through the air and straight into the face of 
his foe, under the eye, cutting through teeth and tongue; the 
point came out below the chin. Pandarus fell from his chariot 
with a clash of arms, doubled up on the ground in all his glitter- 
ing array, and quivered in the throes of death. His horses shied, 
breaking away. But Aeneas leaped down from the chariot and 
paced around the dead body like an angry lion, holding out his 
shield and spear, ready to slay anyone who dared to touch his 
friend. Now Diomedes grasped a stone lying in the field, a stone 
so large that two ordinary men could not have lifted it. With this 
he struck the son of Anchises on the hip-joint, crushing it and 
tearing the sinews, so that the hero sank to the earth and lost 
consciousness. He would have died, had not Aphrodite wound her 
white arms around her cherished son, covered him with the 
silvery folds of her robe, and carried him from the field. 

In the meantime, Sthenelus, obedient to his friend’s command, 
had taken the horses and chariot of Aeneas to the ships, and now 
returned to Diomedes in his own chariot. With the clear vision 
Athene had given him, the son of Tydeus had recognized Aphro- 
dite. He followed her through the din of battle and soon caught 
up with her as she bore away her son. The hero thrust at her with 
his lannA, and the point pierced the skin of her soft hand, so that 
it began to bleed. The wounded goddess screamed and let Aeneas 
faU to the ground. Then she hurpad4aAi«»rlMwWher, whom 
she found seated on the left of the battle, his chariot and horses 
hidden in cloud. “0 brother!” she pleaded. “Take me away ! Give 
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me your horses, that I may quickly flee to Olympus. My hand 
hurts ! Diomedes, a mortal, has wounded me. I believe he would 
fight against our father Zeus himself !” 

Ares let her ha ve his chariot, and w hen Aphrodite rea ched 
Olympus, she threw herself weeping into the arms of Dione, her 
mother, who caressed and comforted her and guid^ her to the 
father of the gods. He received her with a smile. “Now you see, 
sweet daughter,” he said, “why the business of war was not en- 
trusted to you. Let your work be to arrange weddings, and leave 
battles to Ares.” But her sister Pallas a nd Hpra lonkiyl at her 
askance and taunted her. “What is it all about?” they asked 
maliciously. “That beautiful and false woman from Greece most 
probably lured our sister to Troy. There she must have passed 
her hand over Helen’s gown and scratched herself on a clasp.” 

Down on the battlefield, meanwhile, Diomedes had thrown him- 
self upon Aen eas. Three times he lunged forward to deal him the 
deathblow, and thre e, times wrathful Apollo, who had hurried 
to the spot after Aphrodite’s departure , held his shield over the 
wounded man. When Diomedes lifted his sword a fourth time, 
the god threatened him in a terrible voice : “Mortal, do not ven- 
ture to vie with gods !” Abashed, Diomedes faltered and drew 
back. 


Apollo bore Aeneas out of the battle and carried him to his 


te mpljrhrTroy^ hereLeto. his mother, and Artemis, his sister. 
took him into their care. On the ground where the hero had lam 
the god shaped a phantom in his image, and Achaeans and 
Trojans alike began to fight for it with savage blows and thrusts. 
Then Apollo bade Ares try to remove from battle the insolent 
son of Tydeus who fought against the immortals themselves, and 
the war-god, in the shape of Thracian Acamas, mingled with the 
crowd of warriors and approached the sons of Priam to reprove 
them : “How much longer, O princes, will you permit that Argive 
to commit his murders? Will you wait until the fighting reaches 
the very gates of your city? Do you not know that Aeneas has 
fallen? Come! Let us save our comrade from the hands of our 
foe!” 


In this way Ares moved the hearts of the Trojans. And Sar- 
pedon, king of the Lycians, went up to Hector. “What has 
become of that famous courage of yours?” he asked. “Only a 



TALES OF TROT 977 

little while ago you boasted that without allies, yes, even with- 
out an anny, you with your brothers and brothers-in-law would 
be enough to defend Troy. Yet now I do not see a single one of 
them in the battle. They are all cro uched like dogs befo re a lion, 
and we allies are forced to keep up the fight alone.” In his heart 
Hector felt that he deserved reproof. He sprang down from his 
chariot, brandished his lance, strode through the ranks, inciting 
all who crossed his path, and set the conflict blazing afresh. His 
brothers and the other Trojans again turned their faces toward 
the foe. And Apollo healed Aeneas, filled him with new , strength, 
and sent him back to the field where he appeared among his men 
quite suddenly and wholly sound. They all rejoiced; no one 
took the time to ask questions but all rushed forward to battle. 

The Argives with Diomedes, the two A j aces, and Odysseus in 
their van awaited the impact, calm and motionless as a bank of 
clouds, and Agamemnon hurried through the ranks calling: 
“Now, my friends, be men, and have faith in your own powers. 
When a people has faith in itself, more men stand than fall, but 
for him who flees there is neither help nor glory.” So he spoke 
smd was the first to fling his spear at the Trojans. It struck the 
friend of Aeneas, Deicoon, who always fought in the forefront. 
But the mighty hand of Aeneas slew two of the bravest Achaeans : 
Crethon and Orsilochus, sons of Diocles, who in Pherae, in the 
Peloponnesus, had grown up together, sturdy as mountain lions. 
And Menelaus grieved for them as he raised his spear and flung 
himself into the fight. Ares spurred him onward, for he hoped 
Aeneas would fell him to the ground, but Antilochus, son of 
Nestor, fearing for the life of the king, sprang to his side at the 
very moment the two were preparing to rush at each other with 
their lances. When Aeneas saw two heroes confronting him, he 
drew back. Menelaus and Antilochus saved the two bodies from 
the hands of thei^ Foes and put tfienTffiTliecare of fnends. Then 
they returned to the onslaught. Menelaus stabbed Pylaemenes 
and Antilochus drove his sword into the temple of Mydon, his 
charioteer, so that he fell from the chariot and stood head first 
in the deep dust until his own horses, which Antilochus was driv- 
ing toward the Argives, knocked him over and trampled him 
underfoot. 

Hector stormed forward with the bravest of the Trojan war- 
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riors, and the war-god accompanied him, going now before and 
now behind him. When Diomedes saw Ares coming he paused in 
wonder, as a traveller stops to marvel at a thundering waterfall, 
and called to the people : ‘‘Do not be amazed at Hector’s fearless- 
ness, my friends. For a god is at his side, shielding him from 
harm. And so, if we are forced to retreat, we shall be retreating 
from the gods !” While he was speaking, the Trojans came nearer 
and nearer, and Hector slew two bold Achaeans, Anchialus and 
Menesthes, both in one chariot. Ajax^ so n of Telamoni> wan ted\ 
to avenge them. With his lance he struck Amphius, an ally of the 
Trojans, under the belt, and he crashed to the ground. Then he 
pressed his foot against the body and drew out his lance, but a 
hail of spears prevented him from stripping his victim of his 
armor. 

In another part of the field, evil chance drove Tlepolemus, a 
descendant of Heracles, toward Sarpedon, to whom he called 
from afar: “Why are you still here, shaking with terror, you 
weakling from Asia, who lyingly boast that you are a son of Zeus, 
like Heracles, my father? You are a coward, but even if you had 
courage, you should not escape Hades !” 

“Had I won no glory before this,” Sarpedon replied, “I should 
now gain it by your death.” As the last word left his lips, the 
two heroes raised their lances, and Sarpedon pierced his over- 
bearing foe right through the throat. The weapon’s point came 
out at the nape of his neck, and he rank dead upon the earth. 
But the spear of Tlepolemus pierced Sarpedon’s left thigh to 
the bone ; he would have died had it not been for Zeus, his father, 
who wanted his son to live. His friends led him from the battle- 
field. He was trembling with pain, but they went so swiftly that 
no one noticed he was still dragging with him the lance stuck in 
his leg. The Argives, in the meantime, carried off the body of 
Tlepolemus. 

While Odysseus raged through the leaderless troops of the 
Lycians and came close to Sarpedon as he withdrew from the 
fight, the son of Zeus caught sight of Hector and called to him in 
a weak voice: “Son of Priam ! Do not leave me here as the prey 
of the Argives ! Defend me, so that if I cannot return to the land 
of my fathers, to my wife and my little son, I may at least breathe 
my last undisturbed in your city.” Hector did not take time to 
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answer. He drove back the Argives around Sarpedon with such 
vigor that even Odysseus did not venture to advance. The Trojan 
warriors laid Sarpedon down near the Scaean Gates, under a tall 
beech tree sacred to Zeus, and Pelagon, the friend of his youth, 
drew the spear from his thigh. For a moment the wounded man 
lost consciousness, but soon he revived, and a cool wind blowing 
from the north freshened his languid spirit. 

And now Ares and Hector pressed upon the Argives until they 
were forced to retreat to their ships. Hector unaided slew six 
I splendid heroes. Stricken w;ith.horror^ Hera gaz ed down from 
I Olympus and saw the slaughter the T roians were-agcomplishing 
with the hplp nf Arpg Th^^ the mother of all the 
her chariot made ready, the chariotwith its bronze ^eels rimmed 
with gold, the silver shaft, and the golden yoke to which Hera 
harnessed her fleet-footed horses. Ajthepe meanwhile girt on her 
father’s armor, set the gold helmet on her head, took the shield 
blazoned with the Gorgon’s head, grasped the spear, and mounted 
the silver car bound to the axle with chains of gold. Hera stood 
beside her and used her goad, so that the horses moved witli?ven 
greater speed. The gates of heaven, guarded by the Hours, opened 
of themselves, and the great goddesses passed the jagged slopes 
of Olympus. On the highest peak sat Zeus. Reigning in her team 
for an instant, Hera, his wife, called to him : “Are you not angry 
that Ares, your son, i s harassing the Achaeans contra ry to the 
win of Fate? Aphro dite and ApoUo e x ult b emuse they have suc- 
ceeded in rousing the war-g^ tcTdoas they wish. Now surely 
you will permit me to strike that impudent wretch a blow that will 
send him flying from the field!” 

“You may try,” Zeus answered her from his peak, “gfindjny 
daughter Athene agai nst him, for she is vehement and strong 
and ifTi nwH Knw to fight.” And now the chariot sped on between 
starry heaven and earth, until it descended where the Simois and 
the Scamander join their waters; there the horses touched 
ground. 

The goddesses at once hastened into the midst of battle where 
warriors bold as lions and boars were fighting around ihe son 
of Tydeus. Hera, in the shape of Stentor, mingled with them and 
called aloud mTEetraeorthe hero^hbse form she had assumed, 
and her voice rang like bronze : “Shame on you, Argives ! Are you 
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a terror to your foes only when Achilles lights at your side? Now 
that he stays with the ships, you cannot succeed !” Her taunts 
rallied the courage of the Argives. And Athene fought her way 
to Diomedes himself. She found him standing beside his chariot, 
tr3ring to bind up the wound he had received from the shaft of 
Pandarus. His broad shield weighed on him, the sweat streamed 
from his body, and his hands were powerless. It was an effort for 
him even to loosen the strap and wipe away the blood. 

Athene leaned on the horses* yoke and said to him : “The son of 
Tydeus is most unlike his father ! He was small of stature and yet 
the bravest of fighters. Before the walls of Thebes he fought 
against my will, but such was his pluck and daring that I could 
not deny him my aid. You too could claim my protection and 
help, were it not for — but I cannot say just what is the matter 
with you ! Are you stiff with striking blows, or has fear clouded 
your mind and numbed your limbs? Whatever the cause may be, 
to me you do not seem the son of fiery Tydeus.” 

At her wor ds D ^ iomedes r aised his eyes to her face and looked 
at it wonderinglylis he^aid : “I recognize you, daughter of Zeus, 
and I shall tell you the plain truth. Neither fear nor slackness 
hold me back, but one of the mightiest among the gods. You your- 
self opened my eyes that I might know him. It is Ares, the god 
of war, whom I have seen directing the attack of the Trojans. 
That is why I fell back and commanded the other Achaeans to 
gather here about me.” 

Then Athene replied: “Diomedes! My chosen friend! From 
now on you shall fear neither Ares nor any other immortal, for 
I shall be at your side. Guide your horses straight toward the 
raging god himself.” Thus she spoke and lightly touched 
Sthenelus, his charioteer, who willingly dismounted so that she 
herself could ride beside Diomedes. The axle groaned under the 
weight of the goddess and the boldest among the Argive heroes. 

She at once took reins and goad and drove the horses at Ares. 
He was just stripping off the armor of Periphas, the hardiest of 
the Aetolians. When he saw Diomedes coming toward him in his 
chariot — the goddess had veiled herself in impenetrable mists — 
he let Periphas lie and hastened toward the son of Tydeus, lean- 
ing forward over the yoke and the reins of his horses and aiming 
his lance. But Athe^ unseen by anyone, laid her hand on it 
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and gave it a different course, so that it slanted off into the emp'ty 
air. And now Diomedes aimed, and Athene herself directed his 
spear so that it pierced Ares in the groin. The god of war roared 
as loudly as ten thousand mortals put together, and Trojans and 
Argives alike trembled, for they thought that though the sky was 
blue and serene they were hearing the thunder of 2^us. Only 
Diomedes saw Ares sheathed in cloud and riding up to heaven 
as if carried on a great gust of wind. There the war-god seated 
himself beside Zeus, his father, and showed him the blood running 
from his wound. But the Thunderer looked at him sternly and 
said: 

“My son, do not whine complaints to me. Of all the Olym- 
pians you displease me most. You have always been fond of fight- 
ing and quarrels, and more than any other you resemble your 
mother in your stubborn, rebellious ways. It must be she who is 
responsible for this trouble of yours. All the same, I cannot bear 
to see you suffer. The healer a mong the gods i^all t«id vou .** 
And he called Paeeon. who examined the wound and treated it 
so that it closed, and soon he was whole and well again. 

In the meantime, the other gods had also returned to Olympus 
and left the Trojans and Danai to themselves. First Ajax, son 
of Telamon, broke the ranks of the Trojans and cleared a way 
for his men by piercing between the eyes Acamas, greatest among 
the Thracians. Then Diomedes slew Axylus and his charioteer. 
Three other Trojans fell by the hand of Euryalus, Pidytes by 
that of Odysseus. Teucer slew Aretaon, Antilochus killed 
Ablerus, and Agamemnon Elatus. Menelaus caught hold of 
Adrastus just as his horses stumbled and threw him to the ground, 
running off toward the city with other leaderless horses and 
dragging the chariot with them. The foe, lying in the dust, 
clasped the king’s knees and implored him : “Take me prisoner, 
son of Atreus ! You shall have a ransom of bronze and gold from 
the stores of my father who will gladly give it to you if only he 
can clasp me alive in his arms again.” 

The heart of Menelaus was moved, but just then Agamemnon 
came toward him and said reproachfully: “Have you pity on 
your foes, Menelaus? Not one shall escape our revenge, not even 
the child at the mother’s breast. All whom Troy has reared must 
die without mercy.” Wh«i Menelaus heard these words he thrust 
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pleading Adrestus from him, and Agamemnon pierced his body 
with his lance. 

Incessantly Nestor’s call rang out among the Argives: 
‘‘Friends, do not stay behind to strip or loot ! Now all that counts 
is to kill. Later on we can take the weapons of the dead at our 
leisure!” 

The Trojans would have been vanquished and forced to flee 
back to their city, had nnt Hfijenusi , Priam’s son^ who could pre- 
the future from the flight of birds, turned to Hector and 
Aeneas and said to them : “All now depends on you. If you can 
stop the men before they enter the gates, we shall still be able 
to resume the battle with the Argives. Aeneas, the gods have 
chosen you for this task. And you, Hector, shall go to Troy and 
give a message to our mother. Tell her to assemble the noblest 
women on the acropolis, in the temple of Athene, to place her 
most precious robe on the knees of the goddess, and vow to sacri- 
fice to her twelve unblemished heifers if only she will take pity 
on the Trojan women, their children, and their city, and ward off 
the terrible son of Tydeus.” Willingly Hector sprang from his 
chariot, strode through his battalions, spurring their courage, 
and then hastened toward the city. 


GLAUCUS AND DIOMEDES 

On the battlefield, Glaucus of Lycia, a g^ ndson^ of B^llerophon« 
and Diomedes, son of Tydeus, had stormed forward from the 
ranks and were facing each other, eager for the struggle. When 
Diomedes saw his opponent at close quarters, he measured him 
with his eyes and said: “Who are you? I have not encountered 
you before, yet now I see you standing out from the rest. I must 
warn you that those who cross my path in war are destined to 
disaster. But should you be a god who has taken mortal shape, I 
renounce combat, for I do not wish to raise my hand against an 
immortal. If you are mortal, come ! You shall not escape death !” 

The son of Hippolochus r eplied : “Diomedes, why ask my 
lineage? We menare like leaves in the forest which fall and are 
scattered in the wind, and in the spring the branches bud afresh. 
But if you wish to know, then hear. My fo rbear w as Aeolus, ^on 
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ofJHeUen, and he begot crafty Sisyphus. Sisyphus begot Glau- 
cus^ Glaucus Bellerophon , B ^llerophon Hippolochus, and I am 
his son. It is he who sent me against Troy that I might excel in 
battle and not disgrace my ancestors.” 

When his opponent had ended, Diomedes thrust the shaft of 
his lance into the ground and spoke in a friendly voice. “Noble 
prince,” he said, “we are bound by ties of hospitality from the 
days of our fathers ! For twenty days Oeneus, my grandfather, 
had your grandfather Bellerophon as a guest under his roof, and 
they honored each other with splendid gifts. My grandfather 
gave yours a crimson belt, and yours gave mine a golden cup 
with handles which I still have in my house. And so I must be 
your host in Argos and you mine in Lycia, should I ever journey 
there. Let us avoid each other in the turmoil of battle. There 
are enough Trojans left for me to kill, and Argives enough for 
you to slay. Let us exchange weapons so that the others may see 
we are proud to be bound by these ties of old.” And lightly they 
dropped from their chariots, took each other by the hand, and 
vowed friendship. But Zeus who turned all that chanced in favor 
of t he Achaeans> b linded the spirit of Glaucus, so that he ex-| 
changed his golden armor for the brazen cuirass of Diomedes. It 
was as if a man had given a hundred bullocks for only nine. 


HECTOB IN TROY 

Hector, meanwhile, had reached the beech tree of Zeus and the 
Scaean Gates. Here the wives and daughters of the Trojans 
crowded around him and anxiously asked about their husbands, 
their sons, brothers, and kinsmen. He could not tell everyone 
what she wished to know, but counselled all to pray to the gods. 
Even so, what he had said filled many with gloom and anguish. 
And now he had come to his father’s palace. It was a beautiful 
structure flanked by spacious colonnades. Within were fifty 
chambers with walls of polished marble, one built close to the 
next. Here lived the sons of the king with their wives. On the 
other side of the inner court were twelve adjoining marble halls 
which housed the king’s daughters and their husbands. The 
whole was circled by a high rampart and was in itself a stately 
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citadd. Here Hector met Hecuba, his mother, who was on her 
way to Laodice, the fairest of her daughters and the one she 
loved most dearly. 

The aged queen hastened toward Hector, took him by the 
hand, and said, full of love and concern: “Son, how is it that 
you come to us in the midst of battle? It must be that the Argives 



are besetting us sorely and that you have come to raise your 
hands to Zeus in supplication. Wait until I bring you wine, fra- 
grant and rich, that you may pour a libation and then refresh 
your own spirit with a sparkling draught. For nothing revives 
a weary fighter hke wine.” 

But Hector answered her: “Have no wine brought, dear 
mother, lest my mind blur and my limbs grow unsteady. Nor 
would I bring Zeus a libation with unclean hands. But you and 
the noblest women in Troy shall go to the temple of Athene, 
bearing incense, lay on the knees of the goddess your most 
beautiful robe, and vow to sacrifice to her twelve heifers without 
blemish, if she will take pity on us. I, meanwhile, will go to 
summon my brother Paris to battle. I wish the earth would 
swallow him where he stands, for he was bom to our destraction !” 

The mother did as her son had asked. She entered the perfumed 
chamber where she kept the fair silken robes Paris himself had 
brought her from Sidon when he was journeying home with 
Helen by slow and devious ways. One of these, the most beautiful, 
worked in an intricate pattern, she took from the very bottom of 
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the chest and went to the acropolis, to the temple of Athene, ac- 
companied by the noblest of the Trojan women. Theano, wife 
of Antenor, the Trojan priestess of Pallas, opened the house of 
the goddess. The women encircle d the statue of Athene, lifted 
their hands to her, and made lament. Then Theano took the robe 
from the queen’s hands, laid it on the knees of the image, and 
implored the daughter of Zeus : “ Pallas Athene ! Protectre ss of 
cities, great and powerful goddess, shatter the spear of Dio- 
medes ! Let him fall headlong and writhe on his face in the dust 
before the gates of Troy. Have pity on this city, on the women 
and young children. In the hope that you will do all this, we 
dedicate to you tw dve unblemished heifers.” 

But in her heart Pallas Athene refused their request. By this 
time Hector had arrived in the palace of Paris which stood high 
on the acropolis, near the king’s palace and Hector’s own. For 
both princes had their houses separate from that of Priam. In 
his hand Hector carried his spear. It was eleven cubits long and 
the shaft, where it joined the brazen point, was bound with a ring 
of gold. 

He found his brother examining weapons and smoothing the 
curve of a bow. Helen sat among her women directing them, 
and all were busily occupied with their day’s work. When Hector 
saw his brother he reproved him, saying; “It is wrong for you 
to loiter here at your ease. It is because of you that men are fight- 
ing before our walls. You yourself would blame anyone you saw 
idle at a moment such as this. Come and help us defend our city 
before it bursts into flame from the firebrands of the foe.” 

Paris replied : “You are wrong to chide me, brother. I am sit- 
ting here idly because I am grieved. But now that Helen has 
warmly urged me to return to battle, I shall go. Wait until I 
gird on my armor. Or if you want to go, I shall soon follow you.” 

Hector answered nothing to this, but Helen said to him 
humbly : “O brother-in-law ! I am, indeed, a woman who brings 
calamity in her wake. I wish the sea had closed over me before 
ever I set foot on this coast with Paris ! But now that things are 
as they are, would I were the wife of a better man, of one who 
felt the disgrace and the contempt he has brought upon himself. 
He has no heart, and the fruit of his cowardice will not be long 
in coming. But enter. Hector. Come in and rest from those labors 
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which, because of me and that idle husband of mine, now weigh 

heavily on your shoulders.” 

‘‘No, Helen,” said Hector. “Do not bid me be seated, for in- 
deed I must not. My heart yearns to help the men of Troy. Your 
task shall be to fire Paris to action. Let him hasten, so that he 
may join me before I am beyond the city walls. But first I must 
go to my own house to see my wife, my little son, and my serv- 
ants.” So said Hector and hurried away. But he did not find 
his wife at home. “When she heard that the Trojans were hard 
pressed and the Argives were winning,” the woman who watched 
the doors told him, “she left the palace beside herself with 
anxiety, to climb one of the towers, and the nurse had to carry the 
child after her.” 

Quickly Hector turned and again traversed the streets of 
Troy. When he reached the Scaean Gates, A ndromache^ his 
wife, the lovely d aughter of Eetion. ki ng of^ Th ebe in Cilici a, 
came swiftly toward him. A serving-woman followed her, clasp- 
ing to her breast the boy Astyanax, radiant as a star. The father 
looked at his son with a quiet smile, but Andromache went up 
to him with tears in her eyes, took his hand tenderly, and said: 
^‘Surely your courage will be the death of you ! Have you no pity 
on your child or on your unhappy wife whom you will soon leave 
widowed.^ If I am deprived of you, it were best I sank into the 
earth. Achilles sle w my father, my mother fell by the arrow of 
Artemis, and my seven brothers were also done tcTdeath by the 
son of PeleusTYou are all I have, Hector. You are father, mother, 
and brothers to me. And so, take pity on me and stay here in the 
tower. Do not make an orphan of your child ! Place your bat- 
talions over there, on that hill overgrown with fig trees. For there 
the wall is open to attack and easiest to scale. Three times al- 
ready the bravest of the Argives — ^the two A j aces, Idomeneus, 
the sons of Atreus, and Diomedes^ — ^have turned their steps in that 
direction, guided perhaps by the words of a soothsayer or by 
their own intuition.” 

Tenderly Hector replied : “All this weighs heavily on me too, 
beloved. But I should disgrace myself before the men and women 
of Troy if I stayed here, like a coward, and watched the battle 
from afar. Nor does my own courage permit me such a course; 
it has always driven me on to the front. My heart tells me the 
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day will come when sacred Troy shall lie in ruins and Priam and 
all his people be destroyed. But neither the sufferings of the 
Trojans nor those of my own parents and brothers, falling under 
the sword strokes of the Argives, will give me the pain I shall feel 
for you. An Achaean will carry you off into captivity. You will 
weep and lament. In Argos you will sit at the loom or fetch water, 
and someone seeing your tears may say: ‘That was Hector’s 
wife !’ Let the burial mound cover me rather than that I should 
hear your moans when they take you away.” 

So he spoke and held out his arms to the child. But the child 
screamed and hid his head in his nurse’s 'breast, for he was fright- 
ened by his father’s warlike appearance and by his brazen helmet 
with its terrifying crest of fluttering horsehair. Hector smiled 
at the child, took off the gleaming helmet, laid it on the ground, 
and kissed his little son and rocked him in his arms. Then he 
prayed to heaven : “Zeus, and all the gods ! Let this boy become 
like his father, a leader of the people. Let him grow mighty and 
govern the city, and when he returns from battle laden with 
spoils, let them say: ‘He is even braver than his father was.’ ” 
With these words he laid his son in his wife’s arms, and she 
pressed him to her, smiling through her tears. 

Hector sorrowfully stroked her hand and said: “Do not be 
sad ! No one will kill me if it is not my fate to die. But no mortal 
can escape his destiny. Go to your distaff and loom and see to 
your women. The men of Troy must bear the brunt of this war — 
and most of all myself.” And Hector set his helmet on his head 
and left her. 

Andro mache went t oward her palace, looking back many times, 
and weeping tears of sorrow. When her women saw her, they too 
were overcome with sadness, and in his own palace Hector was 
mourned as though he were already dead. 

Paris did not delay. Armed with shining weapons of bronze he 
strode through the city like a stately stallion which breaks loose 
from the halter when it has eaten its fill and races toward the 
river. He reached his brother just as he turned from Andro- 
mache. ‘T have kept you waiting, haven’t I ?” he called to Hector 
from afar. “I have made ray elder brother wait because I did 
not come promptly enough.” 

But Hector answered him kindly: “My good brother, in fair- 
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ness I must say that you are a brave lighter, only that you often 
hang back and idle away the hours. And then it cuts me to the 
heart when I must listen while the Trojans, who have suffered so 
much for you, speak of you with derision. But we shall talk of 
all this another time, when we have chased the Achaeans from 
our coast, sit at ease in the palace, and drain the cup of freedom.” 


HECTOR AND AJAX IN SINGLE COMBAT 

When Athene, looking do^ from Olympus, saw the two brothers 
striding to battle, she herself impetuously hastened to the city of 
Troy. Under the beech tree of Zeus she met Apollo who had left 
the ramparts of the citadel and was directing the fighting of the 
Trojans. ‘^What fiery zeal has driven you here from Olympus?” 
he asked his sister. ‘‘Are you still ruthlessly bent on the fall of 
Troy? If only you would listen to me and allow this day to pass 
without decisive warfare ! Let them fight another time, for I know 
that Her a and you will not rest until lofty Troy lies in ruins.” 

Athene replied: “ Far-Darter, le t it be as you say. It was 
with this very thought in mind that I came down from Olympus. 
But tell me how you expect to stop all these men from fighting?” 

“What we must do,” said Apollo, “is to swell the courage of 
mighty Hector until he challenges one of the Danai to single 
combat. Then let us watch and see how they acquit themselves.” 
Pallas Athene agreed. 

The s pirit of Helenus , thgjQ Qth s ayer, had he ard ti ns conversa- 
tion of the immortals. Swiftly he went to Hector and said : “Wise 
son of Priam, obey my counsel this once, for I am your brother 
who loves you! Bid all the others, Trojans and Argives alike, 
call a truce. But you yourself shall challenge the bravest among 
the Argives to single combat which will decide the war. You may 
do this without danger. Believe me, for I am a seer and know that 
your time to die is not yet come.’^ 

Hector rejoiced at these words. He halted the Trojan army 
and, holding his spear in the middle, stepped forth between the 
two hosts. They marked this sign, and now the fighting stopped 
on both sides, for Agamemnon too ordered his men to refrain. 
Athene and Apollo meanwhile perched in the beech tree of Zeus 
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in the shape of t wo vultures and deli/^hted in t he turmoil. At last 
all were seated with shields, helmets, and lances bristling about 
them, moving no more than the sea when the least breath of the 
west wind just ruffles its waters. And now Hector, standing in the 
center, began to speak. 

‘‘Trojans and Danai, hear what my heart bids me undertake. 

I Zeus has not approved the treaty we recently made. Rather has 
he incited both your men and mine not to rest until either Troy 
is vanquished or you are driven back to your ships. The bravest 
heroes of all Greece have come with your host. Whichever of 
these dares to fight me in single combat, let him now come for- 
ward. This is what I propose, and may Zeus be my witness : if 
my opponent slays me with his spear, he shall have my armor and 
carry it to his ship as the spoils of war, but let him send my body 
to Troy, so that it may be honored in death and may burn on 
a pyre heaped on native soil. But should Apollo grant me the 
victory, should I slay my opponent, I shall hang his armor up 
in the temple of Phoebus in Troy, and you may bury your dead 
with all splendor and pile his burial mound at the Hellespont^ 
pile it so high that in times to come sailors will say : ‘See ! Here 
is the burial mound of a man who died long since, one who was 
killed in combat with glorious Hector.’ ” 

So he spoke, but the Argives were silent, for it was shameful 
to refuse this challenge and dangerous to accept it. Finally 
Menelaus rose and chided his people. “Alas !” he said. “What 
cowards you are ! Women rather than men ! It would be a dis- 
grace we could never live down if no Argive dared confront 
Hector. You who sit there with cringing hearts that do not thirst 
for glory, I wish you were all turned back to water and mud ! I 
myself shall prepare for combat and commend the outcome to the 
gods.” With this he girt on his armor, and his death would have 
been sealed, had not the Argive princes started up and held him 
back. 

Agamemnon seized his right hand and said: “Brother, wait! 
What are you thinking of? You are mad to fight one stronger 
than yourself, one of whom those mightier than you are afraid, 
for even Achilles hesitated to measure his strength against Hec- 
tor’s. We all beg you to think better of it !” 

In this way Agamemnon persuaded Menelaus to alter his re- 



S90 TALES OF TROY 

solve. And now Nestor addressed the people and told them the 
tale of a combat he had fought with Ereuthalion of Arcadia. 
^‘If I were young, he said in conclusion, ‘^if my strength were 
still as unbroken as in those days. Hector would not have long 
to wait for an opponent.’^ After these words, intended as censure, 
nine princes arose and offered to do single combat with Hector. 
First among these was Agamemnon, then came Diomedes, and 
after him the two A j aces ; then Idomeneus, Meriones, his friend, 
Eurypylus, Thoas, and Odysseus. ^^The lot shall decide,” said 
Nestor. ^‘And no matter on which of you it falls, the Argives will 
rejoice and so will he himself when he issues victorious from this 
conflict.” 

Each marked his own lot, and they were tossed into Agamem- 
non’s helmet. Nestor shook it, and out leaped the lot of Aja x, son 
of Telamon. A herald took it in his hand and passed it to each 
of the eight heroes before Ajax, but no one recognized it until it 
reached him who had marked it himself. Joyfully Ajax threw 
down the lot and cried: ‘Tt is mine! And I am glad, for I hope 
to vanquish Hector. Do you all pray silently or aloud while I 
make myself ready !” 

The people obeyed. Ajax girded on his shining armor and 
stormed into battle like the war-god himself. A smile lit his grave 
face as he strode forward, brandishing his heavy lance. All the 
Argives rejoiced at sight of him, and a shudder of fear rippled 
through the Trojan battalions. Even the heart of great Hector 
hammered against his ribs, but now he could not draw back, for 
he himself had given the challenge to combat. 

Ajax approached him, covering his body with the shield of 
bronze and seven oxhides, which Tychius, a peerless craftsman, 
had once made for him. When he was quite close to Hector, he 
said threateningly : 

‘‘Hector, now you can well see that the Danai have other 
heroes besides the lion-hearted son of Peleus, other and many ! 
So let us begin !” 

And Hector answered: “Godlike son of Telamon, do not try 
to frighten me as though I were a weak child or a woman faint 
of spirit. For I am experienced in fighting with men. I know how 
to shift the shield left and right, I know how to foot the dance 
of the terrible war-god and guide the horses through the tumult. 
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Come then ! Not with hidden ruse but openly will I launch my 
spear at you.” 

With these words he cast his lance, and it flew in a bold curve 
straight into the shield of Ajax through six layers of hide and 
stopped only at the seventh. Now the son of Telamon flung his 
lance, and it shattered Hector’s shield, cut his cuirass, and would 
have entered his groin had not Hector swerved to one side. Both 
drew their spears and ran at each other again and again like tire- 
less boars. Hector aimed at the middle of Ajax’s shield, but the 
point of his lance bent and did not penetrate the bronze. Ajax 
pierced his opponent’s shield and grazed his neck, so that the 
dark blood spurted out. Now Hector drew back a few steps ; his 
sinewy right hand gripped a stone lying in the field and with it 
he hit the buckle of his enemy’s shield so that the bronze rang. 
Then Ajax picked up a bigger stone and hurled it at Hector 
with such force that the shield caved in and Hector was wounded 
in the knee and fell on his back. But he did not let go his shield ; 
Apollo, who stood bes ide him in visible to all, quickly raised him 
from the earth. And now these two would have rushed at each 
other with their swords to decide the combat once and for all, 
had not the heralds of both peoples — Idaeus for the T rojans | 
and Talthybius for the Argives — run forward and held their * 
staves between the combatants. “Do not fight any more,” called 
Idaeus. “You are both courageous and both favored by Zeus. 
All of us have seen this. But night is coming! Obey the bidding 
of night!” 

“Speak to him who belongs to your own people,” Ajax an- 
swered the herald. “It is he who challenged the bravest among the 
Argives to single combat. Let him stop if he wants to!” 

And now Hector addressed his opponent: “Ajax, a god gave 
you your strong limbs, your power, and your skill in casting the 
spear. Today let us rest from the combat. We will renew it an- 
other time and fight until Zeus confers victory and fame on one 
or the other of our two peoples. But now let us honor each other 
with gifts, so that the Trojans and the Argives one day may 
say: ‘They fought with each other as foes but they parted as 
friends.’ ” 

So said Hector and gave his opponent his sword with the silver 
hilt, together with the scabbard and the sword strap. And Ajax 
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undid his crimson belt and offered it to Hector. Then they parted. 
Ajax returned to the Argive battalions, and Hector went back 
to the Trojans who were happy^^ see their hero emerge alive 
from the hands of terrible Ajax. . 



The Argive princes assembled in the house of Agamemnon, their 
commander-in-chief, and to them came Ajax, exulting at his 
prowess and heralded by loud acclaim. A fat bull five years old 
was sacrificed to Zeus, and the victor was given the best pieces, 
cut from the back. When they had eaten and drunk their fill, 
Nestor opened the assembly of princes with the proposal not to 
fight on the following day but call a truce, fetch the bodies of 
fallen Argive heroes with wagons drawn by oxen and mules, and 
bum them near the ships, so that when they returned to their own 
country each could bring the children of his kinsmen the bones 
of those who had belonged to them. His words were greeted vrith 
a burst of applause. 

The Trojans, on their part, assembled in front of the king’s 
palace on the acropolis. They were bewildered and dismayed at 
the outcome of the combat. Wise Antenor was the first to speak. 
“Mark my words, Trojans and allies !” he said. “We have broken 
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faith! As long as we persist in fighting contrary to our splemn 
oath, t he oath which Pandarus violat ed, no good can come to 
our people. I, for one, shall not hide what I think, and herewith 
counsel you to hand over to the Argives Helen with all her 
treasure.” 

When he had spoken, Paris rose and replied : ‘‘If you have pro- 
posed this in aU seriousness, Antenor, then the gods must, indeed, 
have robbed you of your senses. As for me, I shall say straight 
out that I do not intend ever to give up Helen. Let them have the 
treasure we took from Argos, for all I care. And I shall gladly 
add to it from my own stores as much as they demand in recom- 
pense.” 

After his son, Priam, the aged king, spoke in calm tones : “Do 
not let us undertake anything further this day, my friends. 
Distribute their evening fare to the men, place your guards, and 
give yourselves up to sleep. Tomorrow Idaeus, our herald, shall 
go to the Argive fieet, convey the peaceable words of my son 
Paris, and at the same time discover whether they are willing 
to call a truce until we have burned our dead. If we cannot come 
to an agreement, let war be resumed when the burial mounds 
are heaped.” 

And so it was done. The next morning Idaeus, the herald, ap- 
peared before the Achaeans and reported the offer of Paris and 
the king’s proposal. The Argive heroes listened to what he had 
to say and remained silent for a long time. At last Diomedes 
spoke. “Fellow Argives,” he said, “do not so much as dream of 
taking the treasure; not even if they give you Helen along with 
it. The most credulous among you can easily see from this pro- 
posal that the Trojans know they are doomed.” 

All the princes shouted approval, and now Agamemnon turned 
to the herald. “You have heard what the Danai have resolved 
in regard to your offer. But we shall not deny you the burning 
of your dead. The Thunderer himself shall bear witness to our 
consent.” And saying this, he raised his scepter toward heaven. 

Idaeus returned to Troy and found the Trojans gathered in 
assembly. When he had reported the reply, the city was quickly 
astir. Some fetched the bodies of the dead, others felled trees on 
the mountain slopes. And the same was happening in the Argive 
camp. Peacefully foe met foe in the beams of the morning sun ; 
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each looked for his dead on the other’s side of the field. As for 
the fallen warriors, lying on the ground stripped of their armor 
and covered with blood, it was difficult to distinguish friend from 
enemy. Their lids red with tears, the Trojans washed the blood 
from the limbs of the corpses — ^and there were more slain Tro- 
jans than Argives. But Priam had forbidden loud lament, so they 
lifted them silently into the wagons, heaped the pyres, and locked 
their sorrow in their hearts. The Achaeans did the same. They 
too were sad, and when the blaze had died down they returned 
to their ships. The work had taken up the whole day ; it was 
time for the evening meaL From Lemnos, Euneus, son of Jason 
and Hypsipyle, had sent cargo ships laden with fragrant wines, 
many thousand jars, for the Argives to whom he was boimd by 
ties of hospitality. These arrived at a very opportune moment. 
A great banquet was spread, and when the Argives had seen to 
their dead they sat down at the festal board. 

The Trojans too wanted to refresh themselves from the toils 
of battle, but Zeus left them no peace. All through the night he 
startled them with crashes of thunder, repeated at intervals, and 
each seemed to forebode new disaster. Terror gripped their 
hearts, and they did not dare touch their lips to the cup without 
first pouring a libation to the angry father of gods. 


A TEOJAIT VICTOBY 

But for the moment Zeus withheld decision. “Mark my words 
well!” he said to the assembled gods and goddesses on the fol- 
lowing morning. “If, on this day, one of you dares to help either 
the Danai or the Trojans, I shall seize the rebel and hurl him 
into the chasm of Tartarus, as far below earth as earth lies be- 
neath heaven. Then I shall bolt the iron gate which guards the 
brazen threshold of the underworld, and never again shall the 
evildoer see the light of Olympus. If you doubt my power to carry 
out this threat, fasten a golden chain to heaven, hold fast to it, 
every one of you, and see if you can pull me down to earth ! But 
more likely I shall draw you upward, and the land and sea with 
you, and knot the chain to the peak of Olympus, so that the whole 
earth will fioat in air.” 
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The gods grew humble at these imperious words. But Zeus 
himself mounted his thunder chariot and drov e to Mount IdaT 
where a gro ve and an altar were sa ri^ to him. There he seated 
himself on the summit and surveyed the city of Troy and the 
Achaean camp with exultant pride. Everywhere men were gird- 
ing on their armor. The Trojans were fewer in number, but they 
too were impatient for battle, for they were fighting in defense 
of their women and children. Presently their gates fiew open, and 
the host thronged out swiftly in chariots and on foot, with clatter 
and cries. That morning both sides shared the fortunes of war 
equally, and both Argive and Trojan blood dyed the earth. But 
when the sun was steep in the sky at noon, Zeus placed two lots 
of death in his golden scales, held them in the middle, and weighed 
them in air. And the part which held doom for the Argives 
dropped earthward, while the part holding the Trojan lot rose 
to heaven. 

With thunder and lightning he warned the Danai of the 
change in their fate. When they saw this they shook with fore- 
boding, and even the strongest quailed. Idomeneus, Agamem- 
non, and the two Ajaces faltered where they stood. Aged Nestor 
alone still fought in the van, but only because he could not re- 
treat; for Paris had hit one of his horses between the forelocks, 
and the animal reared high in terror and then writhed on the 
ground with the pain of the wound. While Nestor attempted to 
cut loose the reins of the second horse with his sword. Hector, 
who was pursuing the Greeks, rode up to him in his chariot. 

And now the life of noble Nestor would have been forfeit, had 
not Diomedes hastened to his aid. The son of Tydeus shouted re- 
proach to Odysseus who had turned his back on the foe and was 
fleeing to the ships, and tried in vain to urge him back. Then he 
placed himself in front of Nestor’s horses, entrusted them to 
Sthenelus and Eurymedon, and took the old man in his own 
chariot which he drove straight at Hector. He cast his spear and, 
though he missed Hector himself, shot his charioteer Eniopeus 
through the breast, so that he fell to the ground. Deeply as 
Hector mourned the death of his friend, he let him lie and called 
another to drive the horses. Then he rushed at Diomedes. Now 
had Hector measured swords with the son of Tydeus he would 
have been doomed, and the father of gods knew very well that 
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with his fall the tide of battle was bound to turn and that the 
Argives would take Troy that very day. Zeus did not wish this 
to happen, so he tossed a bolt of lightning to earth, close to the 
chariot of Diomedes. In terror Nestor dropped the reins and 
feried : ‘Tlee, Diomedes ! Did you not see that Zeus does not want 
you to conquer today?” 

‘‘You are right,” answered the son of Tydeus. “But my heart 
would burst if, in time to come, Hector could say in an assembly 
of Trojans : ‘The son of Tydeus was afraid and retreated to the 
ships !’ ” 

But Nestor said : “And do you think that the Trojan men and 
women whose friends and husbands you killed will believe Hector 
when he calls you a coward?” With these words he guided the 
horses away from the battlefield, and Hector, racing after them 
with his Trojans, cried : “Son of Tydeus, up to now the Argives 
have honored you at their banquets and in assembly. From this 
moment on they will scorn you. It is not you who will vanquish 
Troy d.nd take our women away on your ships!” Diomedes 
wavered. Three times he turned over in his mind whether or not 
he should head for the field again and drive straight at derisive 
Hector. But three times Zeus thundered up on Ida with an echo- 
ing crash, and so Diomedes continued to flee and Hector to 
pursue. 

Hera wa tched and was dismayed. In vain she tried to move 
Poseidon^ the spec ial patron of the Danai, to help his people, 
but he did not venture to act contrary to the command of his 
powerful brother. By this time the fugitives had reached the 
trench and wall in front of the fleet, and Hector would surely 
have invaded their camp and tossed a firebrand on the ships, had 
not Agamemnon, heartened by Hera, gathered the frightened 
Danai about him. He boarded the great ship of Odysseus which 
towered far above the rest. Here he stood erect on the deck, flung 
his mantle of shimmering crimson across his shoulder, and called 
down to the one side where the house of Ajax, the son of Telemon, 
stood, and to the other where the son of Peleus was encamped. 
“Shame on you ! Where is that great courage you vaunted when 
you emptied your cups? We have yielded to a single man, to 
Hector alone ! Soon he will set our ships afire. O Zeus, what curse 
have you laid upon me ! If ever I have honored you with prayers 
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and offerings, do not let the Trojans vanquish me here by our 
own ships.” So he spoke with tears, and the father of gods had 
compassion on him and sent the Argives a happy omen : an eagle ] 
which gripped in its claws a fawn and dropped it before the altar ■ 
the Achaeans had reared to Zeus. 

The hearts of the Argives beat high at this sign, and again 
they bounded forward to confront the invading foe. Ahead of all 
the rest was Diomedes who leapt the trench with his horses and 
drove his spear into the back of Agelaus of Troy who had wheeled 
his chariot about for flight. After him came Agamemnon and 
Menelaus, and then the two A j aces; after them Idomeneus and 
Meriones ; then Eurypylus. Teucer was the ninth. Protected by 
the shield of Ajax, his half brother, he shot one Trojan after 
another into the dust. He had just mowed down the eighth when 
Agamemnon looked at him with flashing eyes and exclaimed: 
“That is the way, my friend ! Go on like this and be a beacon 
among the Argives. If Zeus and Athene gr ant us the conquest of 
Troy, you shall be the first to receive a ^ft of honor from me.” 

“I need no promises, my king,” Teucer replied. “I shall not 
spare myself. I am putting forth all my strength, but as yet I 
have not succeeded in shooting down that mad dog.” And he 
launched his arrow at Hector. It missed and struck a bastard son 
of King Priam, Gorgythion, whose head, weighed by the helmet, 
sank to one side, just as the poppy bends under a spring shower. 
Teucer sent a second arrow after the first. But Apollo diverted 
it from its mark, and it pierced the breast of Archeptolemus who' 
was driving Hector’s horses. This friend too Hector let lie, though 
he was filled with bitter sorrow for him, and called a third to 
his chariot. Then with burning zest he dashed forward, and just 
as Teucer was again bending his bow. Hector hit his collarbone 
with a long jagged stone ; the bowstring snapped, his wrist grew 
numb, and he sank to his knees. But A j ax took care of his brother. 
He circled him, keeping him covered with his shield until two 
friends lifted him from the ground and carried him moaning to 
the ships. 

And now Zeus again kindled the courage of the Trojans. Eyes 
glowing with rage. Hector stormed after the Argives as a hound 
pursues a boar over the wooded hills and slew everyone who came 
within hurling distance. Again the Argives were crowded back 
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to their ships and prayed to their gods in anguish of soul. Hera 
heard them and was moved to pity. She turned to Athene. ‘^The 
Danai are dying,” she said. ‘^Has not the time come for us to 
save them? See how Hector is harassing them — what carnage 
he has wrought !” 

‘‘Yes, my father is cruel,” Athene replied. “He has forgotten 
how faithfully I helped his son Heracles in all his quests. Now 
Thetis has bribed him with her flattery and her caresses, and I 
am hateful in his eyes. Yet I think the time will soon come when 
he shall again call me his dear blue-eyed daughter. Help me 
harness the horses, Hera. I myself will go to Mount Ida to speak 
to my father.” 

When Zeus became aware of her intentions, he scowled and 
bade his messenger Iris, fleet as the wind, halt the chariot with 
the two goddesses as it was passing through the foremost gate 
of Olympus. When they heard his command they turned back; 
soon after, Zeus himself appeared in his thunder chariot, and 
the mountain of the gods quaked at his coming. He did not relent 
to his wife and his daughter though both pleaded with him. “The 
Trojans shall win a far greater victory tomorrow,” he said to 
^ Hera. “Great Hector shall not rest from battle until the Argives 
fight at the very rudders of their ships and Achilles rises in his 
|| house at their clamor. This is the will of Fate.” Hera fell silent 
iand her face was sad. 

It was dusk and the fight around the ships died down. Hector 
summoned his warriors to one side of the battlefield ; they sat in 
council near the waters of the Scamander. “Had night not come,” 
he said, “the enemy would be destroyed by now. But even though 
darkness has overtaken us, let us not return to the city. Some 
shall go and bring from it homed cattle and sheep, wine and 
bread. Watchfires will protect us from sudden attack while we 
eat or tend our wounds. And at break of day we will renew the 
onslaught against the ships. Then we shall see whether Diomedes 
thrusts me from the wall or whether I strip his dead body of its 
armor !” A wave of applause ran through the ranks of the Tro- 
jans. They did as he had counselled. All night they rested, and 
many fires were lit. Fifty at a time they regaled themselves with 
food and wine. Their horses stood near the harness and fed on 
spelt and barley. 
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THE AEGIVES SEND A MESSAGE TO ACHILLES 

The terror and confusion of flight had not yet subsided in the 
Argive camp when Agamemnon had the princes summoned to a 
council, each one by name, but without noisy ado. Weighed with 
care and grief they came together, and the son of Atreus ad- 
dressed them, sighing between his words. “Friends and guardians 
of our people, Zeus has been harsh with me. He who gave me so 
gracious an omen that I should conquer Troy and return home 
a victor has deceived me and now bids me return to Argos in- 
glorious and leave behind on the field of battle many brave war- 
riors. It is useless for us to resist the will of him who has shattered 
so many cities and will shatter many more. We are not destined 
to conquer Troy. So let us board our swift ships and sail to the 
land of our fathers.” 

Long after they had heard these mournful words, the heroes 
of Greece sat in silence. Then Diomedes spoke. “Only a short 
while ago,” he said, “you mocked me before the Achaeans. You 
jeered at my lack of courage, O king. Yet now it seems to me 
that when Zeus conferred the scepter on you, he did not give 
you the valor that should go with it. Do you believe in all serious- 
ness that the men of Greece are as unwarlike as would appear 
from your words? If your heart yearns for home, go! The way 
lies open, your ship is ready. But the rest of us, we other Argives, 
will remain until the palace of Priam lies in ruins. And even if 
everyone chose to leave, I and my friend Sthenelus would stay, 

I in the faith that a god has guided us here !” 

When he had ended, the heroes shouted acclaim, and Nestor 
said : “Y ou are as young as my youngest son, yet every word you 
. spoke was right and weighty. Come, Agamemnon, give a feast for 
these leaders of men. There is wine enough in your house. Those 
who keep the watch shall have their fare by the wall which skirts 
the trench, but we shall pass the cup here and listen to the 
counsel of the wisest among us.” 

And so it was done. The princes feasted with Agaunemnon and 
were comforted, and after the banquet Nestor again rose and 
addrPBapd the gathering. “Agamemnon, you know all that has 
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happened since the day when against our judgment you carried 
the lovely daughter of Briseus from the house of Achilles. I, for 
one, warned you against this with great earnestness. Now we 
must think how we may persuade the offended son of Peleus to 
give up his grudge and anger.” 

‘^You are right,” Agamemnon replied. ‘‘I am at fault, and I 
do not deny it. But I am willing to make good my mistake and 
offer ample recompense as well : ten talents of gold, seven tripods, 
twenty cauldrons, twelve horses, seven fair women from Lesbos 
whom I myself carried from their homes as spoils, and lovely 
Briseis herself. Though I took her from Achilles, I have not 
touched her, and I will swear to this with a solemn oath. When 
Troy is vanquished and the time to divide the spoils of victory is 
come, I myself will fill his ship with gold and bronze, and he may 
choose for himself those twenty women of Troy who, after Helen, 
are fairest. When we return to Argos, he shall take one of my 
daughters to wife. I will cherish him as my son-in-law, and 
Orestes, my only son, shall not be honored more or held more 
dear. Seven cities will I give him as dower with the bride. All this 
I promise to do as soon as he gives up his grudge.” 

‘‘Truly,” said Nestor, “these are no mean gifts you are willing 
to offer Achilles. Let us at once send chosen men to the house of 
the hero: Phoenix in the lead, then Ajax the Great, Odysseus, 
and with them the heralds Hodius and Eurybates.” 

After making solemn libation, the princes Nestor had named 
left the gathering and set out for the ships of the Myrmidons. 
They found Achilles plucking the strings of a lyre delicately 
curved and fitted with a silver crossbar. He had taken it as spoils 
from Eetion’s city and was easing his heart by singing of the 
glorious exploits of heroes. His fr iend Patroc lus sat opposite, 
silently waiting until he had ended his song. When the son of 
Peleus saw the men coming with Odysseus in the lead, he rose in 
surprise, keeping his lyre in hand. Patroclus too got up. Both 
went forward to meet the emissaries, and Achilles took Phoenix 
and Odysseus by the hands, saying: “Greetings, my friends! I 
suppose you have come because you are in need of something or 
other, but so great is my love for you, so much greater than for 
any among the Argives, that you are welcome to me even when 
I am in an angry mood.” 



Swiftly Patroclus fetched out a bowl of wine. Acliilles him- 
self fastened on a spit the back of a goat and a sheep and the 
shoulder of a fatted pig, and roasted these with the help of Auto- 
medon. Grouped about the board they ate their meal. When they 
had refreshed themselves with meat and wine, Ajax signed to 
Phoenix, but Odysseus anticipated him. He filled his cup and 
drank to Achilles, then clasped his hand and said : ‘‘Hail to you, 
son of Peleus ! This feast was, indeed, abundant. But it is not your 
rich fare we have come for; overwhelming misfortune has driven 
us to you ! For now it is a question of our rescue or our fall, 
according to whether you do or do not support us. The Trojans 
are threatening the wall and the ships. Hector’s eyes flash with 
the lust to murder, and he rages at will, putting his trust in Zeus. 
Rescue the Argives at this late hour when their fortunes are at 
an ebb ! Curb your pride ! Believe me that a friendly spirit avails 
more than destructive feud. Your own father Peleus gave you 
such counsel when you set out against Troy.” And then Odys- 
seus counted up all the magnificent gifts Agamemnon offered 
to placate him. 

But Achilles replied : “Noble son of Laertes, to your fair words 
I must answer ‘no,’ without an instant’s hesitation. Agamemnon 
is as hateful to me as the gates of Hades, and neither he nor the 
Danai will ever induce me to fight in their ranks again. For have 
I had thanks for my labors and toils.?* Like a mother bird who 
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brings her fledgling the moiisels she finds, even if she herself goes 
hungry, I spent many troubled nights and days when the blood 
ran in rivers to conquer a woman for that ungrateful prince, and 
whatever I gained I brought the son of Atreus. He took every- 
thing and kept most of it for himself. Only a small part of his 
treasure did he distribute among the rest of us ! And my own 
spoils, my beautiful prize, he tore from me. That is why tomorrow 
at dawn, after I have made sacrifice to Zeus and the other gods,, 
my ships will be moving along the waters of the Hellespont. In 
three days I hope to be home in Phthia. Agamemnon has cheated 
me once. He shall not trick me again ! Let him be satisfied with 
what he has. Go and give him my message, but if Phoenix likes 
he may stay and sail home with me to the land of our fathers.’^ 
In vain Phoenix, his old teacher, tried to shake the resolve 
of the young hero. Achilles only signed to Patroclus to prepare a 
bed for his friend. Then Ajax rose and said : ^‘Odysseus, let us go. 
The cold heart of this man knows no kindness. Friendship does 
not move him. He is harsh and implacable.’’ Odysseus too rose 
from the board, and after pouring a libation to the gods, they 
left the house of Achilles together with the heralds. Only Phoenix 
remained behind. 


DOLON AND RHESUS 

When Odysseus returned with Achilles’ reply, Agamemnon and 
the princes fell silent. All night long sleep did not touch the lids 
of the sons of Atreus. Long before daybreak they rose with 
troubled heart and divided the work between them. Menelaus 
strode from hut to hut to wake the men and strengthen their 
courage. But Agamemnon went to the house of Nestor. He found 
the old man resting on his couch, his armor, shield, helmet, belt, 
and two lances at his side. He started from sleep, supported his 
head on his elbow, and called to the son of Atreus : ‘Who are you, 
walking alone through the ships at dead of night when others 
sleep, as though you were looking for a friend, or a mule gone 
astray Speak, silent one ! What is it you want.?” 

“Don’t you know me, Nestor.?” the son of Atreus said softly. 
“I am Agamemnon, whom Zeus has plunged into unfathomable 
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grief. I cannot sleep. My heart throbs, and my limbs tremble with 
fear for the Achaeans. Let us go down to the guards to see if they 
are awake. For no one can tell if our enemies will not attack this 
very night.” 

Nestor quickly put on his woolen tunic, cast his crimson mantle 
about him, and accompanied the king on his way through the 
ships. First they wakened Odysseus who instantly slung his shield 
over his shoulder and followed them. Then Nestor approached 
the house of the son of Tydeus, touched his foot with his heel, 
and woke him with harsh words. ‘‘Tireless old man,” the hero 
answered, still half asleep, “can you never rest? Are there not 
enough younger men to go through the camp by night and rouse 
the host? But you are never content to let be.” 

“What you say is true and right,” answered Nestor. “I have 
enough people of my own, not to speak of my sons, who could 
perform this work for me. But the plight of the Argives is so 
grave that I myself must do as my heart bids me. Now death and 
life are balanced on the point of the sword. So rise, and help us 
waken Ajax and Meges, son of Phyleus.” Instantly Diomedes 
rose, cast his lion’s skin about his shoulders, and called the heroes 
Nestor had named. Together they went to look after the guards, 
but not one was asleep ; all were wide-awake, armed, and ready. 

Little by little all the princes gathered, and soon the council 
met. Nestor was first to speak. “How would it be,” he said, “if 
someone ventured to go to the Trojans and should try to capture 
one of their men lying asleep at the very edge of the camp, or 
to eavesdrop at their council to find out whether they intend to 
remain on the battlefield or return to their city as victors? The 
man who proves hardy enough to do this should be rewarded with 
precious gifts.” 

When Nestor had ended Diomedes rose and offered to under- 
take this daring enterprise, provided someone accompanied him. 
And many were willing: both A j aces, Meriones, Antilochus, 
Menelaus, and Odysseus. Then Diomedes said : “If you leave the 
choice of my companion to me, how can I fail to choose Odysseus, 
whose heart is steadfast in danger and who is beloved by Pallas 
Athene? If he goes with me, I think we could escape from fire or 
flood, for he always finds a way out sooner and better than any- 
one else.” 
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“Do not blame or praise me too much,” said Odysseus. “Re- 
member that you are speaking before experienced men. But let 
us go. The stars have travelled far, and only a third of the night 
is left.” 

Then both girt on their strong armor and disguised themselves. 
Diomedes left his own sword and shield on the ship and borrowed 
the two-edged sword of Thrasymedes, his oxhide shield, and his 
helmet which had neither a crest of feathers nor plumes of horse- 
hair. And Meriones gave Odysseus his bow, his quiver, a sword, 
and a helmet of leather topped with the tusks of a boar. Thus 
equipped, they left the Argive camp and went out into the night. 
From the right, they heard a heron cry as it flew past, and they 
rejoiced in the happy omen Pallas Athene had sent them and im- 
plored her to favor their undertaking. On they strode through 
the darkness, over weapons and corpses, through pools of blood, 
and their courage was like that of two lions. 

While the Achaeans were planning to spy on the Trojans, 
Hector had made thje very same proposal in the Trojan council 
and promised a chariot and two of the best horses from his share 
of prospective Argive spoils to the man who would undertake 
to report conditions in the enemy camp. Now among the Trojans 
was a man named Dolon, son of the herald Eumedes, who was 
well-known and respected. Dolon had stores of gold and bronze. 
He was ungainly and slight of build, but a swift runner. His 
heart leaped at Hector’s words, and at the promise of the finest 
Argive chariot and horses — ^those of Achilles — ^he offered to enter 
the enemy camp and go to Agamemnon’s ship, there to spy on 
the council of the Achaeans. Quickly he slung his bow over his 
shoulder, set on his head his helmet of otterhide, gripped his 
lance, and jauntily set out on his way. But the path he had chosen 
took him close to the two Argive heroes who were bound on a 
similar expedition. 

Odysseus heard steps approaching and whispered to his com- 
panion: “Diomedes, someone is coming from the Trojan camp! 
Either he is a spy or he is out to strip the corpses of their armor. 
Wait until he passes, and then let us pursue and capture him or 
chase him toward our ships.” 

Both cowered down among the dead on one side of the path, 
and Dolon sped by unsuspectingly. When he was a bowshot past 
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them, he heard the sound of their pursuit and stopped, for he 
thought that Hector was perhaps recalling him through a 
friendly messenger. But when the heroes were within a spear’s 
throw of him, he saw that they were foes. Then he bent his supple 
knees and ran like a hare before the hound. ‘‘Stand, or I cast 
my lance at you !” Diomedes thundered and hurled his spear. But 
he missed the target on purpose, and the brazen point flew over 
the runner’s shoulder and buried itself in the ^ound. Dolon 
halted, pale with terror. His chin shook and his teeth chattered. 

“Take me alive,” he pleaded tearfully as the heroes panted up 
to him and seized him. “I am rich and will ransom myself with 
as much bronze and gold as you may want !” 

“Be of good courage,” Odysseus said to him. “Do not think of 
death. But tell us truthfully what was taking you this way.” And 
when Dolon had confessed all with fear and trembling, Odysseus 
said smilingly : “If your soul yearns for the horses of the son of 
Peleus, you have, indeed, good taste ! But now tell me without 
delay: Where did you leave Hector.? Where are his horses? His 
armor? And the rest of the Trojans and their allies?” 

Dolon replied : “Hector and the princes sit in council near the 
gravemound of Ilus ; the warriors are sleeping around fires and 
have no more guards than usual; and the allies from far away, 
who have no wives and children to care for, sleep apart from 
the rest of the host without any guards. When you enter the 
Trojan camp, the first people you will find are the Thracians, 
but lately arrived. They are grouped aroundR hesus, their king, 
the son ofJSioneuaJHis horses are dazzling white, thelargestland 
swiftest I have ever seen. His chariot is decorated with silver 
and gold, and he himself wears armor of glittering gold, armor 
like that of an immortal rather than of a mere man. Now that 
you know all there is to know, either take me to your ships, or 
leave me here bound and prove to yourselves that I have spoken 
the truth.” 

But Diomedes scowled at his captive and said : “Liar, I know 
you are planning to flee, but I shall see to it that you will never 
again be a menace to the Argives!” Tremblingly Dolon started 
to raise his right hand to touch Diomedes’ chin in supplication, 
but the sword of the son of Tydeus cut his throat, and his head 
rolled i*. the dust. Then the heroes took his helmet of otterhide, 
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drew the wolf’s skin from his body, loosed the bow, took the 
spear from his dead hands, and laid the armor on a tamarisk bush 
as a sign to show them the way home. After that they went for- 
ward until they came upon the Thracians, sleeping peacefully. 
Beside each stood his team of restless-hooved horses. Their 
weapons lay on the ground well-ordered, in three gleaming rows. 
In the center slept Rhesus, and his horses stood behind his chariot, 
tied to it with the reins. 

*^These are the men we are looking for,” Odysseus whispered 
to Diomedes. ‘‘Now let us be swift to act. You untie the horses — 
or rather, you kill the men and leave the horses to me.” 

Diomedes did not stop to reply. As a lion rages among goats 
»^nd sheep so he lunged wildly about him, and wherever his 

/ ^word flashed, a death rattle sounded and the earth grew red 
with blood. Soon he had slain twelve Thracians. But wise Odys- 
seus took each body by the foot and dragged it to one side to 
make way for the horses. And now Diomedes slew the thirteenth. 
King Rhesus, who was just moaning in the midst of a bad dream 
the gods had sent him. In the meantime, Odysseus had loosed the 
horses from the chariot ; holding them by the reins and using his 
bow for a goad, he drove them out of the camp. Then he whistled 
softly as a sign to his companion. Diomedes was hesitating 
whether to draw the beautiful chariot away by the pole or carry 
it on his shoulders, when Pallas Athene approached him warn- 
ingly and bade him hasten. Quickly Diomedes mounted the one 
horse. Odysseus, running beside, urged both horses on with his 
bow, and thus they sped back to the ships. 

Apollo , the patron god o f the T rojans, had seen Athene join 
Diomedes. I’his vexed I'hoeBus. He^[e§?:5fended into the very midst 
of the Trojan host and wakened Hippocoon, the friend of 
Rhesus. When he noticed that the place where the king’s horses 
had been standing was empty and that men were writhing on the 
earth in the throes of death, he called loudly on his friend in 
a grief stricken voice. The Trojans stormed to the aid of their 
allies and halted, numbed with fear, before the dreadful sight. 

In the meantime, the two Greek heroes had reached the place 
where they had killed Dolon. Diomedes jumped down from his 
horse, but mounted again as soon as he had put the armor in the 
hands of his friend. Odysseus leaped on the other horse, and they 
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flew over the ground toward the ships. Nestor was the first to 
catch the sound of fleet hooves and to tell the princes, but before 
they could stop to listen the heroes arrived, dismounted, clasped 
the hands of their friends, and related their adventures, a tale 
which the warriors heard with shouts of joy. Odysseus drove the 
horses through the trench, and the other Argives followed him 
to the house of the son of Tydeus. There they tied up the team 
by a manger filled with grain. The bloodstained armor, how- 
ever, Odysseus laid down behind his ship until such a time as he 
could bring it, clean and bright, as a thank offering to Athene. 
And now the two heroes washed the sweat and blood from their 
limbs in the sea, sat in tubs filled with warm water, rubbed their 
bodies with oil, and enjoyed the morning meal, at which full cups 
abounded; and they did not forget to pour a libation to Pallas 
Athene. 


ANOTHER ARGIVE DEFEAT 

Day had dawned. Agamemnon bade his men don their armor, 
and he himself girt on his splendid cuirass, on which ten rows of 
bluish metal alternated with twelve of shining gold and twenty 
of white tin. The part shielding the neck was worked in the shape 
of serpents gleaming like rainbows. It was a gift from Cinyras, 
king of Cyprus. Then he fastened his sword to his shoulder by 
a strap buckled with gold. The scabbard was of silver and the 
hilt adorned with golden studs. He took his curved shield round 
which ran ten circles of bronze, and on it sparkled twenty bosses 
of white tin. In the center, blazoned on the dark azure field, was 
the head of the terrible Medusa, and the strap was in the shape 
of a purple dragon with three heads interlaced. On his head he 
set a helmet with four horns. Plumes of horsehair fluttered about 
it, and the crest nodded menacingly. Last he gripped two great 
lances with points of luminous bronze, and thus he strode into 
battle. From heaven Hera and Athene greeted the king with 
joyful thunder. And now the host sped forward. First the foot 
soldiers crossed the trench. After them came the chariots, and 
all moved forward with deafening clamor. 

On the other side of the battlefield the TrojaBaJiad occupied 
a hillock. Their leaders were HegtoTKPolydaj^^ 
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Next in importance were Polybus, Agenor, and Acamas, the three 
sons of Antenor. Like a star shining out between the clouds on a 
dark night, Hector appeared now in the van, now in the rear of 
the host and ordered the battalions. His brazen armor shone 
like a flash of lightning flung by Zeus. As reapers cut swathes 1 
in a field upright with grain, so Trojans and Achaeans, storm- j 
ing against one another, hewed their way through the mass of 
warriors. The Achaeans were first to break through the ranks 
of the foe, and Agam emnon, plunging forward, struck down 
Prince Bienor andhis charioteer. TEen he threw himself on the 
two sons of King Priam, Antiphus and h is charioteer Isus. An- 
tiphus he pierced with his sword, Isusne pushed from the chariot 
with his lance. Quickly he stripped them of their armor. And 
now he encountered the two sons of Antimachu s, the Tiu jan 
prince who, beguiled by Paris’ gold, had dissuaded the others 
from surrendering Helen. 

The youths let the reins slip from their hands, crouched in 
the depths of the chariot, and pleaded for mercy. But Agamem- 
non, thinking of their father, slew one with his spear and cut off 
the hands and head of the other. And the Argives, on foot and 
in chariots, penetrated deeper and deeper into the ranks of the 
enemy, even as a fire lashed by the wind spreads through the 
dense forest. ^ 

Out of the turmoil and rivers of blood Zeus himself guided 
Hector, shielding him from missiles, and the prince fled past the 
slope covered with fig trees to the grave of old King Hus and on 
(toward the city. But Agamemnon, his hands spattered with 
(Trojan blood, pursued him with loud shouts. Near the beech 
tree of Zeus, not far from the Scaean Gates, Hector and all 
those fleeing with him finally came to a stand. And Zeus sent 
Iris to command him to keep back as long as Agamemnon raged 
in the van and to leave the fighting to others until the son of 
Atreus was wounded. Then the father of all gods would lead him 
to victory. Hector obeyed. He spurred his warriors forward to 
fresh onslaught, and the battle opened anew. 

Agamemnon rushed forward and again entered the lines of the 
Trojans and their allies. The first he came upon was Iphidamas, 
son of Antenor, a great and valiant hero who had grown up in 
Thrace, reared by his grandfather, and had just wed when he 
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left to battle in the land of his birth. Agamemnon’s lance missed 
him, and the spear of Iphidamas bent against the silver belt of 
his assailant. Swiftly Agamemnon gripped the shaft, wrenched 
it from his opponent’s hand, and cut his throat with his sword. 
Thus Iphidamas died fighting for his people, far from his young 
wife, and there was no one to look with pity on his body, stark in 
the sleep of death. Agamemnon took his armor and flourished his 
splendid spoils as he strode through the rows of Argives. When 
Antenor’s elder son Coon, one of the best of the Trojan warriors, 
saw him, he was filled with intolerable grief for his slain brother. 
But his sorrow did not lessen his caution. Coming from the side, 
unobserved by the son of Atreus, he suddenly thrust his spear 
deep into his arm, close to the elbow. Agamemnon felt a shudder 
course through him but would not stop fighting. As Coon tried 
to drag his brother from the field by the foot, Agamemnon’s lance 
struck him under the shield, and he sankiflead over the corpse. 

Although the warm blood was still flowing from his open 
wound, Agamemnon went on making havoc among the Trojans 
with lance, sword, and stones. But when the blood began to clot, 
a sharp pain warned him to leave the field. Quickly he mounted 
his chariot and bade the charioteer take him back to the ships. 
Soon the chariot, in a swirl of dust, was speeding toward the 
Argive camp. 

When Hector saw the son of Atreus leave, be remembered the 
message of Zeus and hurried to the front ranks of Trojans and 
Lycians, where he cried aloud: “Now take heart, my friends, 
and hold the Argives at bay. The bravest of the Danai has left 
the battlefield, and Zeus will give us victory. Forward! Rush 
among the Argives with your horses, that our glory may be the 
greater.” So cried Hector, and he was the first to sweep on like 
a tempest. Not long after, nine Achaean princes and many of the 
common soldiers had fallen beneath his strokes. He had almost 
succeeded in driving the enemy back to their ships when Odys- 
seus roused the son of Tydeus. 

“Is it possible,” he cried, “that we have forgotten how to fend 
off the foe? Come closer, friend, and stand beside me. Let us not 
live through the disgrace of seeing Hector capture our camp !” 
Diomedes nodded and hurled his dart at Thymbraeus of Troy; 
it shattered his left breast, and he rolled from his chariot and 
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lay in the dust, while Odysseus slew Molion, his charioteer. On 
they dashed against the Trojans, and the other Achaeans began 
to breathe more freely. Zeus, who was still watching from the peak 
of Ida, held the fortunes of Argives and Dardanians in balance. 
But now Hector had recognized the two heroes and stormed 
straight at them with his battalion. Diomedes only just saved 
himself and cast his lance at the crest of Hector’s helmet. It did, 
indeed, glance off, but Hector recoiled and fell on one knee. He 
broke his fall with his right hand, but the world went black be- 
fore his eyes. By the time the son of Tydeus had run after his 
spear, the Trojan had swung himself back on his chariot and 
escaped death in the throng of his warriors. 

Sulkily Diomedes turned to another of the Trojans, felled him 
to earth, and prepared to strip him of his armor. Paris took ad- 
vantage of this opportunity. He hid behind the mound of Ilus 
and, pressed close to the stone, shot the kneeling hero in the right 
heel; the arrow went through the sole and stuck fast. Then with 
a laugh he leaped from ambush and scoffed at his victim. Dio- 
medes looked around, and when he saw who the archer was he 
called to him : “So it is you, the favorite of women ! Out in the 
open you could not prevail against me, and now you boast because 
you have scratched my foot from behind ! But it irks me as little 
as if a girl or a mere boy had struck me.” Odysseus, meanwhile, 
had hastened to the spot and shielded his wounded friend with his 
body, so that Diomedes could draw the arrow from his sole. It 
was painful, but his fingers were deft and sure. Then he mounted 
the chariot beside his friend Sthenelus and allowed him to take 
him back to the ships. 

Now Odysseus was alone in the midst of his foes, and no Argive 
ventured to come to his aid. The hero considered whether to flee or 
remain steadfast where he was, but it quickly became clear to him 
that he who would win fame in battle must stay to slay or be slain. 
While he was pondering this, the Trojans surrounded him, even 
as hunters and their hounds circle the boar as he rages and whets 
his tusks. But Odysseus stood firm, and before long five Trojans 
measured their length in the dust. Then came a sixth, Socus, 
whose brother had just been slain, and cried: “Odysseus, today 
you will either go from here with the glory of having killed both 
the sons of Hippasus and taken their arms as spoils, or die from 
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the thrust of my lance !” And with that he shattered the shield of 
the son of Laertes with his spear and flayed the skin from his 
ribs. But Athene did not let the point go deeper. Odysseus, who 
knew very well that the thrust had not been fatal, drew back a 
few steps and then lunged at his adversary who turned to flee ; he 
pierced him in the back between the shoulders, so that the spear 
came out through his breast and he crashed to the ground. Not 
until then did Odysseus draw the lance out of his own wound. 
When the Trojans saw his blood spurt forth they thronged closer, 
and he retreated and called for help three times. 

Menelaus was the first to hear and said to Ajax beside him: 
‘‘Let us force our way through the thick of the battle. I heard the 
cry of Odysseus.” Soon the two reached the unflinching fighter 
just as he was brandishing his lance against countless foes. But 
when Ajax held his shield like a towering wall in front of the hero 
the Trojans trembled with fear. Menelaus seized this moment to 
take the son of Laertes by the hand and help him mount his own 
chariot. Ajax, meanwhile, sprang into the very midst of the 
Trojans and swept corpses before him, just as a mountain stream 
swollen in winter uproots the dry oaks and pines. Hector did not 
see him. He was fighting on the left side of the field, on the shore 
of the Scamander, and sowing destruction among the youths 
who pressed about Idomeneus. The warriors would not have 
yielded to him, had not a three-barbed arrow launched by Paris 
wounded the right shoulder of Machaon, the great physician of 
the Argive host. At that Idomeneus called out in alarm : “Nestor ! 
Come and help our friend into your chariot. A man who can cut 
out arrows and apply soothing salves is worth a hundred others ! 
Swiftly Nestor leaped to his chariot, lifted wounded Machaon 
beside him, and hurried toward the ships. 

Hector’s charioteer now drew his attention to the confusion 
in that wing of the Trojan army where Ajax was forcing his 
way through the foe. In an instant they were there with the 
chariot, and Hector began to attack the Argives ; but he avoided 
Ajax, for Zeus had warned him not to measure his strength 
against a man of even greater daring than his own. Zeus also 
put terror into the soul of Ajax, so that when he saw Hector, he 
slung his shield over his shoulder and, fearing for the ships, left 
the Trojan battalions. Seeing him run, his enemies hurled their 
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lances at the shield hanging down over his back. But whenever 
Ajax turned his face toward them, they shrank back. When he 
came to the path that led to the ships, he stopped and fended off 
his attackers. Their spears either clung in his shield covered 
with seven oxhides, or buried themselves in the earth without 
touching his body. When brave Eurypylus saw him so hard 
pressed, he hastened to his aid and pierced the breast of Trojan 
Apisaon. While Eurypylus was taking the armor from his dead 
foe, Paris shot him in the right thigh, and he retreated to his 
friends who protected him with raised lances and shields. 

In the meantime, Nestor’s mares bore him and wounded 
Machaon out of battle and past glowering Achilles who sat 
in the stem of his ship and calmly watched the Trojans pursue 
his countrymen. Not dreaming that his words would bode ill to 
his friend, he called to Patroclus : “Go and ask Nestor whom he 
is bringing in from the field, for suddenly — do not know why 
— ^my spirit is moved with pity for the Argives.” 

Patroclus did as he was bidden and ran to the ships. He 
reached Nestor just as he had dismounted from the chariot and 
was handing the horses over to Eurymedon, his servant, and en- 
tering his house to refresh himself and Machaon with food which 
Hecamede served them. When the old man saw Patroclus stand- 
ing in the door, he rose from his chair, took him by the hand, 
and urged him to sit with him. But Patroclus refused. “There 
is no time,” he said. “Achilles sent me to see who it is you brought 
back from the field with you. Now that I myself have recognized 
Machaon, versed in the skill of healing, I must hurry back to 
tell him. You know my friend and how impetuously he is apt to 
accuse even those who are guiltless.” 

Nestor replied, and his tone betrayed a shaken spirit. “Why 
is the heart of Achilles now troubled in behalf of the Argives who 
are wounded and almost dead.!* All the bravest men lie hurt on 
the ships : Diomedes strack by an arrow, Odysseus and Agamem- 
non by spears, and this man I have just brought here, matchless 
Machaon, by a dart from the bowstring. But Achilles is merci- 
less. Is he going to wait until our ships go up in fiame and we 
bleed to death, one after another? Oh, that I had the strength 
of my youth or my prime, when I came to the house of Peleus as 
a victor! That was the time I saw your father M^oetius and 
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you and the child Achilles. His father, a hero turned gray, urged 
him always to be first and foremost, to strive ahead of all the 
rest, while yours told you to be friend and guide to the son of 
Feleus, because, though he was the stronger, you were the older. 
Tell this to Achilles. Perhaps now he will listen to your words.” 
So said the old man, calling up fair memories from the time of 
his own brave youth, until the heart of Fatroclus beat fast in his 
breast. 

When, on his way back, he passed the ships of Odysseus, he 
met Eurypylus, wounded in the thigh by an arrow and painfully 
limping home from battle. He called on the son of Menoetius to 
soothe his pangs with the arts of Chiron, the centaur, which 
Achilles had taught him. Fatroclus took pity on him and led him 
into the house, supporting him under the arm. There he laid him 
down on an oxhide and with a sharp knife cut the arrowhead 
from his thigh. Then he washed the dark blood away with warm 
water, ground a bitter herb between his palms, and held it to 
the wound until the blood began to clot. Thus he tended the 
wounded hero. 
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THE EIGHT AT THE WALL 

The Argives had erected the trench and the wall around their 
ships without making offerings to the gods, and so it was that 
these fortifications were not destined to protect them. Now, in 
the tenth year of the siege, P oseidon and Apollo fi nally resolved 
to destroy the whole structurel^ loosing the mountain streams 
on it and by churning up the sea. They decided to do this imme- 
diately after the fall of Troy. 

The din of battle swelled around the camp, and the Argives, 
dreading Hector’s fury, crowded against their ships. Hector 
raged among his men like a lion, bidding them cross the trench. 
But the horses were afraid. When they reached the edge they 
reared and snorted, for it was too wide to leap, too steeply sloped 
to cross, and set with pointed stakes besides. Only foot soldiers 
could venture the crossing. When Polydamas saw this he took 
counsel with Hector, saying : “If we forced our horses, we should 
all be lost and perish ingloriously at the bottom of the trench. 
So let the charioteers halt at the brink, but we ourselves with 
our brazen armor will cross on foot under your leadership and 
break through the wall.” 

Hector approved this plan. At his command aU the heroes 
except the charioteers alighted from the chariots and ranged 
themselves in five groups : the first under Hector and Polydamas ; 
the second under Paris; Helenus and Deiphobus led the third; 
Aeneas was in charge of the fourth; Sarpedon and Glaucus 
headed the fifth, the group of the allies. Of all the warriors only 
one, Asius, refused to leave his chariot. He turned it to the left 
where the Argives had reserved a passageway for their own 
horses and chariots. Here he found the gate wide open, for the 
Danai were waiting to see if perhaps one of their number would 
come belatedly to seek refuge in the camp. Asius drove straight 
for this peissage, and other Trojans followed him on foot. But in 
the entrance were two formidable guards: Polypoetes, son of 
Pirithous, and Leonteus. They stood at the gate like tall 
mountain oaks which grip the earth so firmly with roots long 
and broad that neither winds nor scourging rains can shake 
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them from their place. And suddenly these two hurled themselves 
at the advancing Trojans, while at the same time a shower of 
stones rattled from the squat towera of the wall. 

While Asius and his comrades were engaged in this unexpected 
combat and lost many men, others pressed through the trench on 
foot and battled for other gates of the camp. Now the Achaeans 
were concentrating all their strength on defending their ships, 
and those of the gods who favored them gazed sadly down from 
Olympus. Only one of the Trojan battalions, that most numerous 
and with the bravest men, led by Hector and Polydamas, de- 
layed undecided in front of the trench, for they had seen an 
evil omen : an eagle flying on the left above their host. In his 
talons he clutched a red snake which squirmed and, curving back- 
ward, bit the bird in the neck. Stung with pain, he dropped it and 
flew away, and the snake fell in the very midst of the Trojans. 
With horror they watched it writhing in the dust, and they ac- 
cepted the whole occurrence as a sign from Zeus. 

‘‘Let us stop!” Polydamas, son of Panthous, called to his 
friend Hector in alarm. “The fate of the eagle who did not suc- 
ceed in carrying home his prey may be in store for us, too.” 

But Hector said scornfully: “How do birds concern me? Let 
them fly right or left 1 1 r^y on the pledge of Zeus. For me, all 
that counts is to rescue our country. Why shudder at the thought 
of the fight? Even if all of us lose our lives at the ships, you still 
need have no fear of death, for you have not the courage to face 
the foe. But let me tell you that should you really flee, my own 
lance will slay you.’^ So said Hector and strode forward, and all 
the rest followed him and shouted the savage war cry. Down 
from the mountains of Ida Zeus sent a great wind that whipped 
up the dust and swept it on the ships, so that the confidence of 
the Argives ebbed, while the Trojans, trusting the sign of the 
Thunderer and their own strength, prepared to destroy 
of the Danai by tearing down the battlements and digging up 
the stakes of the palisade. 

But the Argives never faltered. Firm on the ramparts they 
stood with their shields and greeted the attackers with stones and 
missiles. The two Ajaces made the rounds on the wall. They 
spoke to the fighters in the towers, kindly to the brave and 
menacingly to the slackers. And all the while the stones flew 
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here and there as thick as snowflakes. But Hector could not have 
broken the massive bolts of the gate had not Zeus incited his son 
Sarpedon, the Lycian with his gold-rimmed shield, to spring on 
his enemies like a hungry mountain lion and swiftly say to 
^ Glaucus, his friend; “Why should we Lycians have seats of 
honor at the banquet or why should the brimming cups be 
offered flrst to us, as if we were gods, if we do not distinguish 
ourselves when the fight goes hardest? Come, let us heighten our 
own glory, or by our death, the glory of others !” 

Glaucus heard and kindled at his comrade’s words, and both 
stormed straight ahead with their Lycian warriors. Menestheus, 
looking down from his tower, started when he saw them rage 
forward, a terror to his countrymen. Timidly he looked about 
for support. In the distance he could see the two Ajaces, and 
close at hand Teucer returning from the huts. But his call for 
help could not reach him. It was thrown back by the clash of 
helmets and shields and drowned in the roar of battle. So he sent * 
Thootes, the herald, to the two Ajaces with a message for the 
son of Telamon and his brother Teucer to come to his aid. Ajax 
the Great did not delay an instant. With Teucer and Pandion 
who carried his bow he hastened toward the tower along the 
inside of the wall. They reached Menestheus just as the Lycians 
were beginning to scale the ramparts. Ajax at once pried loose a 
jagged piece of rock and with it crushed the helmet and head of 
Epicles, a friend of Sarpedon’s, so that he plunged from the 
wall like a diver. And Teucer wounded the bare arm of Glaucus 
while he was climbing the wall. At that Glaucus secretly left, 
lest the Achaeans see him and jeer at his wound. 

Stricken with grief, Sarpedon saw his friend steal out of 
battle, but he himself climbed the wall, pierced Alcmaon, son of 
Thestor, with his lance, and then shook the rampart so mightily 
that it gave way, and a path lay open to the Trojans. Ajax and 
Teucer met the onslaught. Teucer shot an arrow into Sarpedon’s 
shield strap, while Ajax pierced the shield itself, and the thrust 
of his lance was so forceful that for a moment the Lycian re- 
coiled. But he regained his position almost at once and turning 
to his men, cried aloud: “Have you forgotten to join in the 
attack? I cannot break through alone, not if I were the bravest 
man in the world. Only by keeping together can we open a path 
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to the ships.” And the Lycians rallied around their kinif and 
came up faster. From within, the Argives doubled their resist- 
ance, and so the foes stood, separated by nothing but the rampart, 
lunging savagely at one another, like farmers who, at the border 
of their fields, fight over their boundaries. Right and left, from 
towers and ramparts, blood flowed in rivers. 

For a long time the battle was undecided, but at last Zeus 
gave Hector the upper hand. He reached the gate in the wall, 
and his men followed him or climbed past on either side. At the 
gate whose portals were locked by two bolts that met on the 
inside was a thick stone, pointed at the top. This Hector wrenched 
from the earth with superhuman strength and beat it against the 
hinges and planks until the bolts gave way. The gate crashed 
open, and the heavy stone fell inside. Terrible to behold in the 
glitter of his brazen armor, like a night of thunder and light- 
ning, Hector leaped through the gate with flashing eyes, brand- 
ishing two shining lances. His warriors swarmed after him. 
Others had scaled the wall by the hundreds. The entrance to the 
camp was in an uproar, and the Danai fled to their ships. 


THE STRUGGLE FOR THE SHIPS 

When Zeus had furthered the fortunes of the Trojans to this 
point, he left the Achaeans to their misery and, seated on Mount 
Ida, turned his eyes from the ships and allowed his gaze to rove 
over the land of Thrace. Poseidon, meanwhile, was far from 
idle. He sat on one of the highest peaks of wooded Samothrace. 
Below him lay the summits of Ida, Troy, and the ships of the 
Danai. Sorrowfully he watched the Argives yield to the Trojans. 
He left the jagged cliffs, and with four steps — a god’s steps 
that made the hills and forests quake — ^he was down on the shore 
of the sea, near Aegae, where, under the restless waters, stood 
his palace of gold, bright and imperishable. Here he girt on his 
golden armor, harnessed his light-maned horses, grasped his 
glittering goad, swung himself into his chariot, and drove 
through the tide. The sea monsters recognized their king and, 
slipping from rifts in the rock, glided about him. Willingly the 
waves parted to let him pass, and not a drop touched the brazen 
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axle. Quickly he reached the Argive ships. He arrived in a grotto 
between Tenedos and Imbros. There he unyoked his horses, 
hobbled them with golden thongs, and fed them on ambrosia. 
Then he sped into the fury of the fight, where the Trojans were 
clustered around Hector like storm-clouds and preparing to 
master the ships. 

Poseidon mingled with the Argives in the shape of Calchas, 
the soothsayer. First he called to the two Ajaces who needed no 
urging, for the joy of battle burned fiercely within them. “You 
two,” he said, “could save your people if only you took stock of 
your strength. Though the Trojans are crossing the walls in 
other places too, I have no misgivings, for there our combined 
forces will be able to fend them off. I fear for us only here, where 
Hector is raging like a firebrand. O that a god would put into 
jour heads the thought of centering your resistance in this place 
and inciting others to do likewise!” With these words the Earth- 
Shaker struck them lightly with his staff. Their courage rose 
and their limbs grew light, while the god went from them swift 
as a hawk. 

Ajax, son of Oileus, was the first to know who he was. “Ajax,” 
he cried to his namesake, “that was not Calchas ! It was Posei- 
don ! I know him by his stature and his gait, for the gods are easy 
io discern. Now my heart longs for the fight that will decide the 
issue. My feet and hands are tingling.” 

And the son of Telamon replied : “My hands too grasp the 
spear now firmer. My spirit soars and my feet yearn to fly. I am 
wild with desire to do single combat with Hector!” 

While they were talking, Poseidon went among the heroes 
who stood listless and weary by the ships. He stirred their 
courage until they roused themselves, joined the two Ajaces, 
and awaited Hector and his Trojans, composed and steadfast. 
So close they stood that lance crowded on lance, shield on shield, 
and helmet brushed helmet. The fluttering plumes touched, and 
the spears quivered in their hands. But the Trojans too were 
coming in full force. Hector in the van, rushing headlong like 
a rock pried loose from the peak of a mountain and tearing up 
trees as it crashes down with unrestrained force. 

“Hold firm, Trojans and Lycians !” he called back over his 
shoulder. “That well-ordered army over there will scatter before 
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my spear, as surely as the Thunderer is my aid!” So he cried 
out, spurring the courage of his men. Among than was Dei- 
phobus, Priam’s valiant son, covering himself with his shield and 
striding defiantly forward, though with muffled tread. Meriones 
chose him as a target for his lance, but Deiphobus held his great 
shield well away from his body, and the point broke against it. 
Vexed at his failure, Meriones turned toward the ships to fetch 
a sturdier spear from his hut. 

Meanwhile the fight went on and battle cries rose from many 
throats. Teucer smote Imbrius, son of Mentor, under the ear, 
and he fell like a towering ash on a mountain top, struck by the 
axe of a woodsman. Hector strove with Teucer for the body, but 
instead of him he felled Amphimachus, and as he bent to strip 
off his helmet the lance of Ajax the Great struck the boss of his 
shield so that he recoiled ; Menestheus and Stichius together bore 
the body of Amphimachus from the field, while the A j aces, like 
two lions snatching a goat from the hounds, carried that of 
Imbrius back to the Argive ranks. 

Amphimachus was a grandson of Poseidon, and the sea-god 
was Eingered by his death. Hastily he went to the huts to fan the 
flame of Achaean valor. There he found Idomeneus who had 
taken a wounded friend to the physicians and was just fetching 
another spear from his house. In the shape of Thoas, son of 
Andraemon, the god approached him and spoke in ringing tones. 
“King of the Cretans,” he said, “what of all your threats ? Let 
no one who of his own free will withdraws from battle on this 
day ever return home from Troy ! Sooner shall dogs rend his 
flesh.” 

“So let it be, Thoas !” Idomeneus called after the vanishing 
god, and he armed himself with stronger weapons and dashed 
out of his hut, magnificent as the lightning which Zeus flashes 
through the sky. At that moment he met Meriones whose spear 
had broken against the shield of Deiphobus and who was about 
to get himself a fresh lance. “Valiant hero, I know what you 
need,” Idomeneus said to him. “You will find at least twenty 
spears I have won in battle leaning against the wall of my house. 
Take the best for yourself.” And when Meriones had selected 
a tall lance, the two returned to battle together and joined those 
of their friends who were fending off Hector’s onslaught. 
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Although Idomeneus was turning gray, he rallied the Argives 
with youthful lire. The first foe his spear wounded under the 
helt was Othryoneus, who fought on the side of the Trojans be- 
cause he was courting Cassandra, the daughter of King Priam. 
While he was dragging his victim off by the foot, Idomeneus 
shouted jubilantly: “Now go and wed the daughter of Priam, 
happy bridegroom ! Had you been our ally we would have given 
you the fairest daughter of the son of Atreus. Come with me to* 
the ships. There we can discuss the marriage ; you shall have a 
fine dowry !” While he was taunting him thus, Asius flew toward 
him in his chariot to avenge the dead man. Already his arm was 
raised to smite, when the spear of Idomeneus pierced his throat 
just under the chin ; the point came out through the nape of his 
neck, and he fell from his chariot and measured his length on 
the ground. When his charioteer saw this, he was numbed with 
fear. His hands refused to drive the horses away from the scene, 
and the lance of Antilochus, son of Nestor, tumbled him from 
the chariot as well. 

Now Deiphobus advanced toward Idomeneus, determined to 
avenge the death of Asius, his friend. He cast his spear at the 
Cretan, but he shifted his shield so deftly that the weapon flew 
over, grazing the rim with a metallic clang, and on into the liver 
of Prince Hypsenor, who fell to his knees. “Asius, you are 
avenged !” sang out the Trojan. “For I have sent you an escort 
on your way !” Hypsenor, groaning aloud, was carried from the 
field by two of his companions. 

And still Idomeneus did not lose courage ! He slew Alcathous, 
the son-in-law of Anchises, shouting: “Have we evened our 
accounts, Deiphobus? I give you three for one! Come and see 
for yourself whether or not I am sprung from the line of Zeus I” 
Idomeneus said this because he was the grandson of King Minos 
and thus the great-grandson of Zeus. For an instant Deiphobus 
turned over in his mind whether to dare single combat or to call 
some other brave Trojan to help him. This latter course seemed 
best, and soon he and Aeneas, his sister’s husband, rushed at 
Idomeneus. Seeing those warriors coming against him, he did 
not falter with fear, but awaited tlw*m as a boar awaits the 
hounds. But he too called to friends fighting nearby. “Come and 
help me who stand alone!” he cried. “For I dread Aeneas, who 
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is great in battle and in the heyday of youth besides.^’ At his call 
came Aphareus, Ascalaphus, and Deipyrus, supporting their 
shields on their shoulders. 

Meanwhile Aeneas too called to his friends Paris and Agenor, 
and the Trojans followed him as sheep follow the bellwether. 
Bronze clashed on bronze, and instead of single combat a fight 
of many men ensued. Aeneas cast his spear at Idomeneus, but it 
missed and went into the ground. Idomeneus smote Oenomaus in 
the belly, so that he toppled and, dying, clawed the earth with 
his hand. The victor only just had time to draw out his spear^ 
for missiles came so hard and fast that he was forced to retreat. 
But his old feet moved slowly, and Deiphobus, glowering with 
rage, hurled a lance after him which, missing its mark, felled 
Ascalaphus, son of Ares. The war-god, who by decree of Zeus 
was held captive in the golden clouds of Olympus along with 
the other immortals, did not know that a son of his had fallen. 
As Deiphobus reached for the gleaming helmet of Ascalaphus^ 
Meriones wounded him in the arm, and the helmet rolled to the 
ground. Meriones sprang forward, snatched his spear from the 
arm of the wounded man, and darted back into the throng of his 
comrades. Polites put his arm about the waist of his brother 
Deiphobus and carried him out of battle, through the trench, and 
to the waiting chariot which took him, bleeding and weak with 
pain, to the city. 

The others fought on and on. Aeneas smote Aphareus, and 
Antilochus, Thoon. Adamas, the Trojan, rushed at Antilochus, 
but bled to death from the spear thrust of Meriones. Of the 
Argives, Deipyrus was struck in the temple by the sword of 
Helenus and rolled along the ranks of the Danai. Full of grief, 
Menelaus brandished his spear at Helenus who at this moment 
launched an arrow at the son of Atreus. Menelaus smote the son 
of Priam, but the spear rebounded from his cuirass. The arrow 
of Helenus also went astray, and now Menelaus buried his lance 
in the hand which still held the bow, and Helenus, fleeing toward 
his friends, dragged the weapon with him. Agenor, his comrade- 
in-arms, drew the point from his palm and took the woolen sling 
of olie of his companions to bind up the seer^s wound. 

Now evil chance guided Pisander, the Trojan, toward daunt- 
less Menelaus. The son of Atreus missed with his lance; his 
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adversary aimed his spear at Menelaus’ shield, but the shaft 
broke near the point. Then Menelaus lunged forward with his 
sword. Pisander drew his long battle-axe from under his shield, 
and they ran at each other. But the Trojan only grazed the crest 
of his assailant’s helmet, while the other split liis forehead above 
the nose. His eyes dropped out of their bleeding sockets, and he 
died racked with anguish. Menelaus set his heel on his breast and 
said with bitterness and rejoicing: “Dogs! You carried off my 
young wife with all her treasure, after she had received you with 
due hospitahty. And now you want to throw firebrands among 
our ships and murder the Argive host I Will you never leave off, 
insatiable fighters that you are?” Thus he spoke, and he stripped 
the bloodstained armor from the corpse and gave it to his friends 
for safekeeping. Then he forged to the front again and with 
his shield caught the lance which Harpalion hurled at him. 
Meriones smote him who had cast it in the thigh, and the dying 
Harpalion was lifted into the chariot by his father Pylaemenes. 
This roused Paris, and furiously he shot at Euchenor of Corinth, 
who happened to cross his path, and the arrow pierced his ear 
and cheek. 

So they fought, but Hector was unaware that on the left of 
the ships the Danai were close to victory. At the very place where 
he had first leaped through the gate, where the wall was lowest, 
he penetrated farther and farther into the ranks of the Achaeans. 
In vain they tried to check him. Boeotians, Thessalians, Locrians, 
Athenians — none could force him back. Like oxen teamed at the 
plough, the two A j aces strode breast to breast, and the warriors 
of the son of Telamon were steadfast and stayed close. But the 
Locrians who could not endure this form of fighting did not 
follow on the heels of Ajax, son of Oileus. For they had gone 
against Troy full of confidence, without helmets or shields or 
lances, armed only with bows and woolen slings. Earlier in the 
war they had scattered many a Trojan battalion with their mis- 
siles. Now too they harried the Trojans, standing in ambush 
and shooting from a distance, and in this way they threw con- 
fusion among them. 

The Trojans would surely have been driven from the huts 
and ships and ingloriously forced back to their city, had not 
Polydamas addressed stubborn Hector. “Do you spurn counsel. 



TALES OF TROY J^S 

friend, just because you are boldest in battle? Do you not see 
that the flames of war are closing over your head, that the Tro- 
jans are either retreating with the spoils they have won, or 
fighting in isolated groups near the ships? Go from here and 
summon the noblest of your people to an assembly to decide 
whether we should rush into the labyrinth of the ships or retreat 
unharmed. I myself fear the Argives will pay back their yester- 
day’s debt, while their most indomitable warrior still waits on 
his ship.” 

Hector agreed and asked his friend to call an assembly. He 
himself hastened back into battle, and wherever he met a com- 
mander, he bade him go to Polydamas. He looked for his brothers 
Deiphobus and Helenus, Asius, son of Hyrtacus, and Adamas 
in the foremost ranks and found the first two wounded, the others 
dead. When his eyes fell on Paris, he shouted at him angrily : 
‘^Where are our heroes, you seducer of women? Soon it will be 
all up with our city, and then you yourself will not escape awful 
Fate. But now come and fight while the others are gathering for 
the council.” 

‘T will follow you with a glad heart,” said Paris soothingly. 
‘‘You shall not complain of lack of courage on my part.” To- 
gether they stormed into the heart of the fight, where the bravest 
of the Trojans were surging ahead like gusts of wind in sullen 
weather. Soon Hector was in the van. But the Argives did not 
recoil from him in terror as before, and mighty Ajax challenged 
him to combat. The Trojan, however, ignored his taunts and 
rushed toward the ships. 


POSEIDON STRENGTHENS THE ACHAEANS 

While arms were clashing outside, old Nestor sat quietly in his 
hut, sipping his wine and playing the host to wounded Machaon, 
the physician. But when the battle cry drew close and sounded 
louder and louder in their ears, he gave the care of his guest over 
to Hecamede and bade her prepare a warm bath for him. Then he 
took shield and lance and left the hut. He saw the ominous turn 
the encounter had taken, and while he was still hesitating whether 
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to fight or seek out Agamemnon and confer with him, the king 
himself with Odysseus and Diomedes came toward him from the 
ships. All three were wounded and leaned on their lances. They 
had only come to watch the further course of the battle without 
hope of sharing in it themselves. With deep concern they dis- 
cussed the fate of their army with Nestor. 

“We have nothing more to hope for,” said Agamemnon. “Since 
the trench we dug with such labor and the wall we thought could 
resist any attack have not served to protect the ships, since our 
enemies are in our very midst, I must believe that unless we 
Argives leave of our own accord, Zeus will let us perish here, 
far from Argos, and that we shall die an inglorious death. So 
let us drag down the ships which are nearest the shore, launch 
them, and wait for night. Then, if the people of Troy turn back 
to their city, we can return and push the rest of the ships down 
to the water and escape all danger when protecting darkness 
falls.” 

Odysseus listened to this proposal with a scowl. “Son of 
Atreus,” he answered, “you should be at the head of warriors less 
valiant than ours ! At the peak of battle you bid us launch the 
ships? The poor Danai would be stricken with dismay, the lust 
for fight would ebb from their hearts, and they would withdraw 
themselves from battle !” 

“Far be it from me,” said Agamemnon, “to do this against the 
will of the Argives and without hearing what they have to say. 
And I shall gladly withdraw my proposal if anyone knows a 
better way out.” 

“The best way of all,” cried the son of Tydeus, “is to return 
to battle at once and — ^though we are wounded and cannot fight 
ourselves — stir the hearts of those who can, as true leaders 
should !” 

Poseidon, protector of the Argives, who had been listening 
to the heroes, heard these words with approval. In the shape of 
an old warrior he came up to them, clasped Agamemnon’s right 
hand, and said: “Shame to Achilles who is rejoicing in the flight 
of the Argives ! But take courage ! The gods do not hate you, 
and soon you wiU see the dust swirl under the heels of fleeing 
Trojans.” So said the god and stormed from them straight for 
the field. As he ran he shouted his battle cry to the Argive host 
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so loudly that it sounded like the voices of ten thousand mortals, 
and the heart of every hero grew staunch and daring. 

When Hera, surveying the struggle from the heights of 
Olympus, saw Poseidon, her brother, take a hand in the fight in 
favor of her friends, she too could no longer bear to watch 
inactively. In the depths of her soul she burned with resentment 
for Zeus, sitting hostile on the peak of Ida, and pondered how 
she might trick him and divert his thoughts from the battle. At 
last she devised a scheme. She hastened to a hidden chamber 
which her son Hephaestus had built for her in the palace of the 
immortals. He had fitted the doors with bolts no other god could 
open. Hera entered this chamber and locked herself in. Then 
she bathed and anointed her lovely body with perfumed oils, 
smoothed her shining locks, put on a rich and delicate robe which 
Athene had made for her, and fastened it over her breast with 
a brooch of gold. About it she wound her shimmering girdle, 
clasped in her ears a pair of precious earrings set with jewels, 
cast a soft, sheer veil about her, and bound slender sandals to 
her shining feet. Radiantly beautiful she left her chamber and 
visited Aphrodite, the goddess of love. 

‘‘Do not bear me a grudge, my sweet,” she said caressingly, 
“just because I am helping the Argives and you the Trojans. 
And do not deny me what I beg of you with all my heart. Lend 
me your magic girdle of love which beguiles both men and gods. 
For I am bound for the utmost ends of the earth to see my foster 
parents, Oceanus and Tethys. They live in constant feud with 
each other. I want to see whether I cannot reconcile them with 
gentle words, and for this I shall need your girdle.” 

Aphrodite, who did not see through Hera’s ruse, readily com- 
plied. “Very well,” she said. “You are the wife of the king of 
gods. It would not be fitting to refuse your request.” And with 
that she loosed her embroidered girdle wherein were seduction 
and enchantments. “Hide it in your bosom,” she counselled, “and 
you will not return without having accomplished what you 
desire.” 

And now the queen of gods went to far-off Thrace and from 
there to Lemnos, the dwelling of Sleep, brother of Death, and 
implored him to lull to sleep the bright eyes of Zeus. But Sleep 
was afraid. Once before, at Hera’s command, he had numbed 
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the thought of the Thunderer. It was when Herades was on his 
way home from ravaged Troy, and Hera, his enemy, wanted to 
drive him from his course and to the island of Cos. When Zeus 
Awoke and saw that he had been tricked, he hurled the gods about 
in his palace and would have destroyed Sleep, had he not fled 
into the arms of Night, who restrains both men and immortals. 
The god of sleep reminded Hera of this, but she calmed him. 
^‘What are you thinking of !” she exclaimed. “You cannot really 
believe that Zeus’ zeal in behalf of the Trojans is as great as his 
love for Heracles, his son ! Be wise and obey my wish. If you do 
as I say, the youngest and loveliest of the Graces shall be your 
wife.” The god of sleep had her seal this promise with an oath 
on the Styx and then gave her his word to do as she asked. 

Hera left him and soared to Mount Ida in all her shimmering 
beauty. When 2leus beheld her, his heart was overcome with 
fervent love, and he instantly forgot the Trojan War. “How 
did you come here from Olympus?” he asked her. “Where are 
your horses and chariot, my love?” 

Craftily Hera replied: “I am going to the ends of the earth 
to reconcile Oceanus and Tethys, my foster parents.” 

“Must you always differ with me?” exclaimed Zeus. “You can 
take this journey another time. Stay with me, and let us delight 
in each other while we watch this battle of two great peoples.” 

When Hera heard this she was dismayed, for she saw that 
even her beauty and the magic girdle of Aphrodite could not 
make her husband forget the struggle on the plaid; below and his 
resentment for the Achaeans. But she concealed her alarm and 
twined her white arms around him. “I shall do as you say,” she 
said docilely, but secretly she beckoned Sleep who had followed 
her, invisible to all, and was standing behind the king of gods, 
awaiting her command. And Sleep silently weighed the lids of 
Zeus. The king of gods did not even answer, but laid his drowsy 
head in Hera’s lap and was soon slumbering deeply. Now Hera 
'quickly dispatched Sleep as her messenger to Poseidon and held 
him tell her brother : “This is the time to carry out your purpose 
and give glory to the Argives, for thanks to my ruse Zeus lies 
asleep on the summit of Ida.” 

Swiftly Poseidon stormed to the front and assuming the shape 
of an Argive hero called aloud : “Shall we give Hector such easy 
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victory? Shall we let him conquer our ships and win undying 
fame? I know he is relying on the anger of Achilles, hut what a 
disgrace if we were vanquished just because the son of Peleus is 
not with us! Take your tallest shields, set on your heads your 
most flashing helmets, brandish your mightiest lances! Let us 
go, I myself in the lead ! We shall see if Hector can stand against 
us !” Obedient to the ringing, rousing voice, the warriors rallied. 
The wounded princes ordered the battalions and distributed the 
weapons, the best to the strong, the less good to the weaker. Then 
all pressed forward. First went the Earth-Shaker, and in his 
right hand was a terrible sword that flashed like lightning. He 
cleared the way, for all dispersed before him, since no one dared 
face him in flght. And as he advanced the sea rose and the waves 
towered behind the ships of the Argives. 

But Hector did not allow this to intimidate him. As a forest 
Are roars through a valley winding between mountains, he tore 
ahead, and the two hosts clashed in new encounter. First Hector 
aimed at Ajax the Great, and his lance sped to its mark. But the 
shield and the sword straps which crossed over the breast pro- 
tected the son of Telamon, and Hector, vexed by the loss of his 
weapon, drew back into the ranks of the Trojans. Ajax hurled 
an enormous stone after him, and he fell in the dust ; lance, shield, 
and helmet flew in all directions, and his hronze armor clanged. 
The Danai shouted with joy, loosed a hail of spears, and hoped to 
drag Hector away. But the foremost heroes among the Trojans 
came to his aid: Aeneas, Polydamas, noble Agenor, Sarpedon of 
Lycia, and Glaucus, his comrade-in-arms. They held up their 
shields to fend the missiles from him and lifted him and placed 
him in a chariot which took him safely back to the city. 

When the Achaeans saw Hector fleeing, they drove against 
the foe with increased force. Ajax was the center of great tumult, 
for his spear and his lance struck and smote on all sides. Even 
so Argive heroes fell, and in their fall saddened their friends. 
Ajax avenged the death of Prothoenor, whom Polydamas had 
slain, by killing Archelochus, son of Antenor. Promachus of 
Boeotia, felled by Acamas, the brother of Archelochus, was 
avenged by Peneleus, who slew Ilioneus. Ajax pierced Hyrtius, 
Antilochus took the weapons of Mermerus and Phalces, and 
Meriones did to death Hippotion and Morys. Teucer’s arrow 
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pierced Prothoon and Periphetes. Agamemnon wounded Hy- 
perenor in the groin. But Ajax the Less, the agile fighter from 
Locris whose great moment had come, made the most havoc 
among the Trojans who had already retreated from the walls 
and were beginning to fiee through the pointed palisade of the 
trench. 



APOLLO KEVrVES HECTOE 

The Trojans did not stop until they had reached their chariots. 
They were bewildered and pale with fear. And now Zeus awoke 
on the peak of Ida and lifted his head from Hera’s lap. Abruptly 
he sprang up and at a glance took in the scene below: Trojans 
fleeing, Argives in hot pursuit. In their ranks he saw his brother 
Poseidon. He saw Hector on his way to the city, and now the 
chariot halted; he was taken from it and laid on the ground, 
and his friends surrounded him. The wounded son of Priam was 
unconscious. His breath came in gasps and he spat blood, for 
it was no mean hero who had struck him ! 

Full of pity the eyes of the father of gods and men rested 
upon him. Then he turned to Hera, and his face darkened. “De- 
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ceiver!’^ he said to her threateningly. ^^What have you done? 
Are you not afraid that you will be the first to suffer for your 
crime? Have you forgotten how you once hung in mid-air, your 
feet bound to two anvils, your hands tied with a golden chain, 
and no dweller on Olympus could draw near to you without being 
hurled down to earth by me? That was your punishment for 
inciting the god of the north wind against my son Heracles. Are 
you so anxious to endure such a penalty a second time?” 

For a time Hera said nothing. Then she spoke. ‘^Heaven and 
earth and the waters of the Styx be my witnesses,” she said, “that 
it was not I who roused the Earth-Shaker against the Trojans. 
It must have been his own heart that prodded him to this. As for 
me, I should rather try to induce him to obey the command of 
Zeus who rules all heaven.” 

The face of Zeus cleared, for Aphrodite’s girdle which Hera 
had with her was still doing its work. After a pause he spoke, 
and his voice was gentler. “If you were in agreement with me in 
the council of immortals,” he said, “Poseidon would be compelled 
to alter his plans in accordance with our wishes. But now, if you 
are, indeed, serious in trying to please me, call Iris who shall 
summon my brother home from battle, and Apollo who shall heal 
Hector and breathe fresh courage into his soul.” 

Hera obeyed. She sped to the halls of Olympus where the im- 
mortals were gathered about the board. When she entered, they 
rose up from their places, and each offered her his cup. She took 
that of Themis, sipped of the nectar, and told them the bidding 
of Zeus. Fleet as the wind Iris floated down to the field of battle. 
Hearing his brother’s command from her lips, Poseidon was ill 
pleased. “Those are not brotherly words,” he said sulkily. “Nor 
should he try to break my will, for I am as good as he. It is true 
that when we cast lots for sovereignty, I was apportioned only 
the gray sea, Pluto the underworld, and Zeus heaven. But earth 
and Olympus are common to us all.” 

“Shall I repeat your defiant words to the father of gods, 
just as you have said them?” Iris asked hesitantly. 

But the god thought better of it, and leaving the ranks of the 
Danai, he grumbled: “Very well, then. I shall come with you. 
But one thing is certain, and Zeus shall hear of it: if he opposes 
me and the other gods who favor the Argives and refuses to 
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decree the fall of Troy, implacable enmity will flare up between 
us.” So he said and dipped down into the sea, and immediately 
the Achaeans missed his presence among them. 

To Hector Zeus dispatched Phoebus Apollo. The sun-god 
found the son of Priam no longer lying on the ground but sitting 
up, for Zeus had revived him. The sweat of anguish had ceased ; 
his breath came more easily ; life had returned to his limbs. When 
Apollo approached him full of pity, he looked up mournfully and 
said: ‘‘Who are you, best of the immortals, who are come to in- 
quire after me.^^ Have you not heard that Ajax the Great cast 
a stone at me near the ships and struck me in the breast and 
stopped me just as I was about to conquer.? I thought that this 
very day I should have to behold black Hades.” 

“Be of good courage,” Apollo replied. “Zeus has sent me, 
his own son Phoebus, to you. I shall shield you at his command, 
as I did before of my own accord, and brandish in your behalf 
the golden sword you see in my hands. Mount your chariot again. 
I myself will go on ahead, clear the way for your horses, and 
help you put the Argives to flight.” 

Scarcely had Hector heard the voice of the god when he leaped 
up like a horse who has eaten' his fill at the manger and breaks 
his tether impetuously. He swung himself on his chariot, and 
when the Achaeans saw him flying toward them, they stood still 
and ceased pursuing, like hunters and dogs who have followed 
a stag into the thick of the forest and suddenly halt at the sight 
of a shaggy lion which crosses their path. The first to see Hector 
was Thoas of Aetolia, a man of ready words, who at once told 
the Argive princes among whom he was fighting what he had 
beheld. “Woe is me !” he cried out. “What miracle is this ! Hector, 
whom all of us saw struck down by the stone of the son of Tela- 
mon, is there, upright in his chariot, hastening into battle joyful 
and eager. Zeus, the Thunderer, must be giving him aid ! If you 
take my advice, you will order the bulk of our warriors to retreat 
to the ships, while we, the bravest, fend him off. For though he is 
raging forward with the lust to kill, he will hesitate to break 
through our ranks.” 

The heroes obeyed his wise counsel. They called on the noblest 
of their number, and these swiftly gathered about the two A j aces, 
Idomeneus, Meriones, and Teucer, but all those behind them 
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withdrew to the ships. The Trojans, meanwhile, advanced in 
serried ranks. Hector, high in his chariot, was leading them, and 
he himself, in turn, was led by Apollo sheathed in cloud, holding 
in his hand the aegis. Standing shoulder to shoulder, the Argives 
awaited the enemy, and loud shouts sounded from both hosts. 
And now arrows whirred from the string and spears cut the air. 
But it was the Trojans who always hit the mark. Their missiles 
quivered in the flesh of their foes because Phoebus Apollo was 
with them, and every time he shook his aegis in the faces of the 
Danai and sent forth a terrible shout from his dark cloud, the 
hearts of the Argives quaked, and they forgot to defend them- 
selves. 

First Hector slew Stichius, the leader of the Boeotians, then 
Arcesilaus, friend of Menestheus. Aeneas killed and stripped 
of their armor lasus of Athens and Medon, half brother of 
Ajax of Locris. Mecisteus fell by the hand of Polydamas. Polites 
slew Echius and Agenor Clonius. Paris shot Deiochus through 
the back as he was fleeing from the field, and the point of the 
lance came through his breast. 

While the Trojans were seizing the weapons of their victims, 
the Argives fled in utter confusion, dashing toward the trench 
and the palisade, swerving hither and thither. Some, goaded by 
terror, were already crossing the wall. Then Hector called to 
his men, and his voice rang across the field : “Let the bodies lie 
in their bloodstained armor and make straight for the ships. If 
I come on anyone bound elsewhere, I shall do him to death !” Thus 
he cried out, lashing on his horses, and drove toward the trench, 
while all the heroes of Troy followed him in their chariots. With 
his feet full of godly strength, ApoUo stamped down the steep 
banks of the trench and made a bridge for them as long as a 
spearcast. On this path the god himself crossed first, and with 
one thrust of his aegis he demolished the wall of the Argives, 
just as a child playing on the shore of the sea scatters the forts 
of sand he has only just built. The Achaeans were again crowded 
into the passageways between their ships and lifted their hands 
to the gods in supplication. And when Nestor made his prayer, 
Zeus answered with thunder that boded mercy. 

The Trojans interpreted the sign from heaven to their own 
advantage. They raged across the wall with horses, chariots and 
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men, and fought from the chariots, but the Danai fled to the ships 
and defended themselves from the decks. 

While Argives and Trojans were still fighting for the wall, 
Patroclus sat in the splendid house of Eurypylus, whose wound 
he was tending, anointing it with the balm of soothing herbs. 
But when he heard the Trojans crashing the wall and the 
Achaeans fleeing with loud cries of distress, he struck his thigh 
with the flat of his hand, and his voice was troubled. “Eury- 
pylus,” he said, “much as I want to help you back to health, I 
cannot stay here any longer, for the din outside is coming too 
close. Your comrade-in-arms will have to help you now. I myself 
will go to the son of Peleus and with the aid of the gods try to 
induce him to take part in battle again at long last.” Hardly had 
he ended before his swift feet bore him away. 

All the while the struggle for the ships went on, and the for- 
tunes of war were equally divided. Hector and Ajax were fight- 
ing for one of the ships, and the son of Priam could not force 
him from his stronghold nor throw a firebrand into the vessel. 
And the son of Telamon could not drive Hector back. Ajax’s 
spear felled Caletor, a kinsman of Hector who had been fighting 
at his side, and Hector slew Lycophron, comrade of Ajax, with 
his lance. As he fell, Teucer sprang to his brother’s aid and sped 
a shaft into the neck of Clitus, charioteer of Polydamas. Poly- 
damas, fighting on foot, caught at the reins of the horses as they 
plunged away. A second arrow of Teucer’s flew toward Hector, 
but Zeus broke the bowstring, and the missile swerved to one 
side. Sorrowfully the archer recognized the interference of a 
hostile god. Ajax counselled his brother to lay aside his bow and 
arrows and fight with shield and spear. This he did and set on 
his head a stately helmet. Hector, on the other hand, called to his 
men : “Take courage ! I just saw the Thunderer break the shaft 
of the bravest of the Argives. So on to the ships, for the gods 
are with us !” 

On the other side Ajax exhorted his warriors. “Shame on you, 
Achaeans !” he cried. “We must save the ships or die ! There is 
no other course. If mighty Hector bums them to their keels, 
do you intend to walk home across the ocean? Or perhaps you 
think Hector is bidding you to a dance rather than to battle? 
Better to hasten the choice between life and death than loiter in 
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shameful uncertainty, downed by men less worthy than ourselves, 
men who fight shielded by gods!” So spoke Ajax and felled a 
Trojan hero, but for every man he laid low Hector slew one of 
his own comrades. After a little, the struggle centered about 
the body and armor of Dolops whom Menelaus had killed. Hector 
called on all his brothers and kinsmen, but Ajax and his friends 
guarded the ships with a veritable wall of shields and lances. 

Then Menelaus urged forward Antilochus, Nestor’s son, say- 
ing : ‘‘There is no one younger and swifter than you in the entire 
host, and no one braver ! It would be a praiseworthy deed if you 
leaped from the ranks and slew one of the Trojans!” Thus he 
incited Antilochus, and the youth instantly sprang forward from 
the throng, looked threateningly about him, and hurled his 
gleaming spear. As he aimed, the Trojans flew apart, but he 
struck Melanippus, son of Hicetaon, under the nipple. He fell, 
and his weapons clattered around him. Antilochus raced to him 
like a hound to the fawn the hunter has shot from ambush, but 
when Hector advanced on him, he fled like a beast of prey which 
has mangled the herdsman or the dog and, well aware of what 
he has done, runs away when he sees men coming toward him. 
Trojan missiles sped in his wake, and Antilochus did not turn 
until he was safely on his own side again. 

And now the Trojans rushed on the ships like bloodthirsty 
lions. Zeus seemed resolved to grant the merciless wish of Thetis, 
whose anger was long and unrelenting like that of her son 
Achilles. Nevertheless, as soon as the first ship burst into flame, 
he visited flight and pursuit on the Trojans and again rewarded 
the Argives with triumph and glory. Hector fought with bitter 
rage. He foamed at the mouth, his eyes glittered under his bee- 
tling brows, and the fierce crest of his helmet streamed in the air. 
Because he was destined to live only a few more days, Zeus gave 
him strength and splendor beyond all other men for one last 
time. Already Pallas Athene was preparing grim death for him. 
But now he tried to break through the ranks of his foes wherever 
he saw the densest throngs and the finest armor. For a long 
time he fought without success. The Danai stood man beside man 
in a solid mass, like a cliff in the sea against which the tide 
pounds in vain, while the spray of the surf spatters its sides. 
But he threw himself on the warriors as, in a storm, a wave 
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rushes on a ship, and the Argives were stricken with terror and 
fled. One — ^it was Periphetes of Mycenae, son of Copreus, and 
a better man than his ugly father — stumbled against the lower 
rim of his shield and fell backwards, and Hector’s lance stabbed 
him in the breast. 

The Achaeans were retreating from the foremost ships, but 
they did not scatter through the streets of the camp. Shame and 
dread kept them together. They crowded around the huts and 
exhorted one another, above all old Nestor who quickened their 
hearts with his battle cry. Ajax, son of Telamon, strode over 
the ships, and in his right hand he wielded a pole twenty-two 
cubits long and bound with iron rings. As an agile rider leaps 
from horse to horse while the spectators stare in amazement, so 
he sprang from ship to ship and called down to the Argives in a 
terrible voice. But Hector too was not content to rest in the 
safe haven of the ranks. As an eagle flashes through the sky and 
swoops on flocks of cranes or swans resting on the margin of a 
stream, he rushed on one of the ships, and Zeus himself pushed 
him on from behind so that he flew forward and all his men after 
him. 

Then the battle for the ships broke out afresh. The Argives 
were ready to die rather than flee, and there was not a Trojan 
who was not in high hopes of being the first to fling a firebrand 
into the ships. And now Hector laid hold of the stem of the fair 
ship which had brought Protesilaus to Troy but was not destined 
to take him back, since he had fallen in the battle which took 
place shortly after the landing. The struggle focused around 
this ship. It was not a matter of shooting the bow or casting the 
spear. Fighting at close quarters, the men used sharp hatchets, 
battle-axes and swords against one another, and thrust with 
their lances, keeping them in their hands. Many a good sword 
slipped from lifeless fingers or fell from the shoulder of a fighter, 
and the earth ran with blood. But Hector, once having seized 
the stem, held fast to it and cried: “Now bring the brands and 
raise the battle cry ! For Zeus has given us a day which shall make 
return to us for all that has gone before. On, and take the ships 
which have caused us so much suffering! Not one of our elders 
would restrain us from using this moment to the full. Zeus him- 
self bids us go!” 
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Even Ajax could no longer withstand Hector’s attack. The 
Inissiles came too hard and fast. He drew back a little and swung 
himself to the bench at the rudder. But never did he cease watch- 
ing where he might fend off the foe, and he brandished his lance 
against the Trojans drawing closer with the brands. At the same 
time he spoke to his friends in a thundering voice. ‘‘Be men !” he 
called to them. “Or do you think there are others beyond the 
ships, others who will help you, or a stronger wall to shelter you? 
You have no city to flee to like the Trojans. We are on enemy 
soil, crowded to the edge of the sea, far from the land of our 
fathers. Our safety depends on the strength of our arms.” Thus 
he spoke and thrust with his lance at every Trojan advancing 
with a brand, so that soon twelve bodies lay on the ground before 
him. 


THE DEATH OF PATROCLUS 

While the ship on which Ajax stood had become the center of 
a struggle to the death, Patroclus, leaving wounded Eurypylus, 
had hastened to Achilles. When he entered his house the tears 
gushed from his eyes like a torrent which pours its dark waters 
over a steep cliff. Compassionately the son of Peleus gazed at him 
and said: “You are crying like a child, Patroclus, a girl child 
who runs after her mother and screams ‘take me, take me!’ and 
clings to her gown until the mother lifts her into her arms. Have 
you bad news from Phthia? And do they concern my Myrmidons, 
or me, or yourself? I know that your father Menoetius and my 
father Peleus are alive. Or is your sorrow for the people of Argos, 
who are perishing miserably as a result of their own presump- 
tuousness? Tell me what is in your heart and let me know all.” 

First Patroclus only sighed, but then he spoke : “Do not be 
angered with me, noblest of heroes. It is true that the fate of the 
Argives weighs heavily on my soul. All the bravest lie among 
the ships, laid low by missiles launched or thrust. Diomedes is 
wounded ; Odysseus and Agamemnon gashed with lances ; Eury- 
pylus struck in the thigh by an arrow! None of these fight in 
our ranks now; they have been given over to the physicians. But 
you are implacable ! Your parents are not Peleus and Thetis, the 
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mortal and the goddess ! The dark sea or the stony mountain 
must have borne you, for your heart is relentless. Well then, if 
you are held back by your mother^s words or by some message 
from the gods, let me at least go with your warriors and bring 
comfort to the Achaeans. Let me gird on your own armor. Per- 
haps the Trojans, seeing me and thinking it is you, will stop 
fighting and give us time to rally our strength.” 

But Achilles scowled and said sulkily : ‘Tt is not my mother 
nor the voice of gods that keeps me here. It is the bitter pain 
gnawing at my soul, pain that an Argive has dared to rob me, his 
peer, of what was mine by right. But I never intended to cherish 
my grudge forever, and from the outset resolved to give it up 
when the battle came close to my ships. Now, while I cannot make 
up my mind to take part in the fight myself, you may take my 
armor and lead our fighters. Rush on the Trojans with all your 
might and drive them from the ships. There is only one you shall 
not attack, and that is Hector. And be careful not to fall into the 
hands of a god, for Apollo loves our foes. As soon as you have 
saved the ships, turn back. Let the rest slaughter one another in 
the open field. For I should be willing to let all the Argives perish, 
so that we two might be the only ones left to tear down the walls 
of Troy.” 

While they were talking, Ajax was more and more sorely 
pressed near the ships, and his breath grew labored. Spears and 
arrows rattled against his helmet. His shoulder, burdened by 
his shield, began to stiffen. The sweat of anguish poured from 
his limbs, but he could not rest. When Hector’s sword struck off 
the top of his lance so that only the broken shaft was left in his 
hand and the brazen point clattered to the ground, Ajax knew 
that the Argives were confronted with the powers of a god, and 
he drew back in dismay. Then Hector and his men tossed a huge 
brand into the ship, and the flames leaped up and closed over 
the stem. 

When Achilles saw the flare of fire, his stubborn heart winced 
with pain. ‘‘O Patroclus !” he cried. ‘‘Keep them from taking the 
ships and barring our men from escape. I myself shall go to as- 
semble my warriors.” Patroclus rejoiced and swiftly girt on the 
greaves of Achilles. About his breast he bound his spangled 
cuirass, slung his sword over his shoulder, set on his head the 
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helmet with its streaming horsehair crest, seized the shield with 
his left hand and with his right two mighty lances. He would 
have liked to take the enormous spear of his friend Achilles. 
Chiron, the Centaur, had once given it to Peleus. It was carved 
from an ash of Mount Pelion in Thessaly, and it was so large and 
so heavy that no one except the son of Peleus could handle it. 
And now Patroclus bade Automedon, his friend and charioteer, 
harness the horses Xanthus and Balius, the immortal offspring 
the harpy Podarge had borne the god of the west wind, and be- 
sides these the horse Pedasus, which the son of Peleus had once 
taken as spoils from Thebe in Cilicia. Achilles, meanwhile, called 
together his Myrmidons, and they came like hungry wolves, 
fifty men from each of the fifty ships. And their five leaders were 
Menesthius, son of the river-god Spercheus and Polydora, the 
fair daughter of Peleus; Eudoras, son of Hermes and Poly- 
mele; Pisander, son of Maemalus and, after Patroclus, the best 
fighter of them all; and last Phoenix, gray about the temples, 
and Alcimedon, son of Laerces. 

As they were leaving, the son of Peleus called to them : **Let 
my Myrmidons not forget how often they threatened the Tro- 
jans and reproached me for my wrath which compelled them 
to refrain from battle. The hour you have yearned for has come. 
Now fight to your hearts’ content!” When he had spoken, he 
withdrew to his house and from a chest filled with tunics, mantles, 
coverlets, and other precious possessions his mother Thetis had 
given him to take on the journey, he fetched a cup, artfully 
wrought, from which no one but himself had ever drunk the 
sparkling wine and from which no god but the Thunderer had 
received libation. Now he stepped outside, poured a libation to 
Zeus, and prayed that the Argives might win and Patroclus, his 
comrade-in-arms, return to the ships in safety. The first request 
Zeus heard with a nod; at the second he shook his head, but all 
this was unseen by Achilles. He returned to his house to put away 
the cup. Then he went out to watch the battle between Achaeans 
and Trojans. 

Like a swarm of wasps the Myrmidons sped in the wake of 
Patroclus, their leader. When the Trojans saw him coming, their 
hearts hammered with terror and their companies faltered in 
confusion, for they thought it was Achifies. They looked des- 
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peratdy about for a way to escape destruction. Patroclus took 
advantage of their fear and cast his shining lance into their midst 
where the press was thickest about the ship of Protesilaus. It 
struck Pyraechmes of Paeonia and pierced his right shoulder. 
Moaning he tumbled on his back, and the Paeonians around him 
were bewildered with dread and fled before Patroclus. He 
quenched the fire, and the ship was only half-burned. Now all 
the Trojans took to flight, and the Danai pursued them through 
the passageways between the ships. But soon the Dardanians 
rallied, and the Argives were forced to fight on foot, man for 
man. Patroclus shot Areilycus in the thigh ; Menelaus thrust his 
lance into the breast of Thoas ; Meges, son of Phyleus, stabbed 
Amphiclus in the calf; Antilochus, son of Nestor, pierced the 
groin of Atymnius. Then Maris, enraged by the fall of his 
brother, rushed at Antilochus, placed himself in front of slain 
Atymnius, and brandished his lance. But Thrasymedes, Nestor’s 
other son, gored his shoulder and upper arm with his spear, so 
that he sank dying to the ground. When brothers had thus killed 
brothers, Ajax the Less leaped nimbly forward and smote Cleo- 
bulus in the neck with his sword. Peneleus and Lycon ran at each 
other with their lances but lunged past, each missing his mark ; 
when they took to their swords, however, the Achaean triumphed. 
Meriones hit Acamas as he was mounting his chariot and pierced 
his right shoulder. Down from the chariot he toppled, and dark- 
ness veiled his eyes. 

Ajax the Great was intent on one thing alone : to strike Hector 
with his spear. But the son of Priam was a skillful and experi- 
enced warrior and covered himself so deftly and well with his 
shield that arrows and lances bounded off the oxhide. He was, 
of course, aware that victory was turning from him and his 
men, but he remained steadfast, thinking at least to protect and 
save his dear companions. Not until the onslaught swelled to 
resistless fury did he turn his chariot and goad his splendid 
steeds back across the trench. The other Trojans were not so 
fortunate. Many of the horses broke the poles and left the 
chariots shattered between the stakes of the palisade. But who- 
ever cleared the trench sped toward the city, swirling up the 
dust, and Patroclus, sounding the battle cry, pursued them. 
Many plunged headlong, falling under the wheels, and the 
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chariots overturned. At last the immortal horses o£ the son of 
Peleus leaped the trench, and Patroclus lashed them on, for he 
wanted to overtake Hector’s speeding chariot. On the way he 
killed whomever he found in the field between the wall and the 
river. As he stormed ahead, Pronous, Thestor, Eryalus and nine 
other Trojans fell by his spear, the thrust of his lance, or the 
stones he hurled. Sarpedon of Lycia saw this with grief and 
bitterness, reproved and incited his men, and sprang from his 
chariot in full armor. Patroclus did the same, and now they 
rushed at each other with loud cries like eagles with sharp talons 
and curved beaks. 

Seated on Olympus, Zeus looked pityingly on Sarpedon, his 
son. But Hera reproached him. ^What are you thinking of?” she 
said. “Would you spare a mortal who is long since forfeit to 
death? If all the gods removed their sons from battle, what would 
become of the destinies you yourself are resolved to fulfill? Be- 
lieve me, it is better to let him perish in the field, to give him 
over to Sleep and Death, and let his people bear him away, bury 
him, and heap him a mound.” Zeus let the importunate goddess 
have her way, but from his heavenly eyes there dropped a tear 
for his son. 

The two heroes were now within casting distance. But first 
Patroclus struck at Thrasydemus, Sarpedon’s brave comrade- 
in-arms. Sarpedon’s spear missed Patroclus but went into the 
right flank of Pedasus, the mortal horse, who, as he fell, the 
breath rattling in his throat, startled the two deathless horses. 
The harness creaked, the reins tangled and would have tom, had 
not Automedon, the charioteer, quickly drawn his sword from 
his hip and cut the thong of the dead horse. 

Sarpedon cast a second time and again missed his adversary. 
But this time Patroclus’ spear struck the Lycian in the belly, 
and he fell like a mountain pine under the axe, ground his teeth, 
and clawed at the bloodstained dust with his hand. With the last 
remnant of his strength he called to Glaucus, his friend, telling 
him to protect his body with his Lycians. Then he died. Glaucus 
begged Phoebus Apollo to heal his arm which Teucer had 
wounded with an arrow at the storming of the walls and which 
still hurt and disabled him. And the god took pity on him and 
instantly eased his pain. He strode through the ranks of the 
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Trojans and called on Polydamas, Agenor, and Aeneas to guard 
the body of Sarpedon. The princes mourned when they learned 
of his death, for though he was of an alien line, he had been a 
pillar of strength to their city. But their sorrow did not make 
them idle. Savagely they stormed against the Danai, Hector in 
the lead. 

Patroclus, meanwhile, roused the courage of the Argives, and 
they ran at the Trojans, uttering battle cries and fighting for 
the body of Sarpedon. Then Hector hurled a stone which struck 
Epeigeus, son of Agacles, and for the first time the Myrmidons 
recoiled. But Patroclus, grieving bitterly at the death of his 
friend, dashed to the van, broke the back of Sthenelaus of Troy, 
and drove the Trojans to retreat. Glaucus was first among them 
to forge ahead again, and he pierced the breast of Bathycles, the 
Myrmidon, with his lance. Meriones then struck Laogonus, 
whose father Onetor was a priest of Idaean Zeus. But when 
Aeneas cast his spear at Meriones, he missed. While these two 
were scofilng at each other, Patroclus called to them : “Why waste 
time with words! War is decided by arms!” And with that he 
led his men toward the corpse of Sarpedon, but the Trojans 
fended them off fiercely, so that the body was covered with blood 
and dust from the head to the soles of the feet. 

Zeus, who had been watching the conflict attentively, pon- 
dered a little on whether or not Patroclus should die, but for the 
time being he thought it better to grant him victory. And so the 
friend of the son of Peleus succeeded in driving Trojans and 
Lycians alike back toward the city. The Danai stripped Sarpe- 
don of his armor, and Patroclus was just about to hand it over 
to the Myrmidons when, at the bidding of Zeus, Apollo descended 
from the mountains, took the body on his shoulders, and bore it 
away to the shores of the Scamander. Here he washed it in the 
clear water, anointed it with ambrosia, and gave it to Sleep and 
Death, the twin brothers. High they rose on their wings and 
carried it to his native land of Lycia. 

But Patroclus, driven by Fate, exhorted his charioteer to 
greater speed and raced after the Trojans and Lycians, straight 
to his own destruction. Nine Trojans he slew and stripped of 
their armor, and he plied his lance with a hand so savage and 
sure that he would have conquered Troy with all her towers, had 



not Apollo stood on the highest rampart, intent on saving the 
Trojans and destroying the hero. Three times the son of Menoe- 
tius scaled the wall, and three times Apollo held out toward him 
the shield in his immortal hand and cried: ^‘Go back!” And 
‘ knowing this for the command of a god, Patroclus withdrew in 
haste. 

At the Scaean Gates, fleeing Hector stopped his horses and 
hesitated whether to urge them back into the tumult of battle or 
bid his people lock the gates and retreat behind the safe walls 
of their city. While he was still wavering, his fingers slack on 
the reins, Phoebus in the semblance of Asius, brother of Hecuba, 
approached him and said: ‘‘Hector, why do you shun encounter? 
If I were as much stronger as I am weaker than you, I should 
send you to the underworld for your hesitation. But come ! If 
you do not like to hear such words, swing your chariot around 
and spur the horses toward Patroclus. Who knows but Apollo 
may send you victory?” So the god, in the form of Asius, 
whispered in his ear and vanished. Then Hector spoke words of 
courage to Cebriones, his charioteer, and he headed for the field. 
Apollo, running on before, wrought confusion in the ranks of the 
Achaeans. But Hector did not stop to slay a single Argive. He 
made straight for Patroclus. 

When the friend of Achilles saw him coming, he leaped down 
from his chariot. In his left hand he brandished his spear and 
with his right he picked up from the ground a jagged stone and 
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threw it at Cebriones. It struck him in the middle of the fore- 
head, and he fell to earth, Patroclus calling after him jeeringly : 
‘‘By the gods, a nimble man ! How easily he plunges into the dust ! 
Perhaps he was versed in the art of diving and was a trader in 
oysters !’’ Like a lion he sprang toward the body he was deriding, 
but Hector fended him off from his half brother. He gripped 
the head of the slain, while Patroclus clutched the foot. And 
from both sides Trojans and Danai raged at one another as when 
the east wind clashes with his brother from the south. 

Toward evening the Argives gained the advantage. They took 
possession of the corpse of Cebriones and stripped it of its armor. 
And now Patroclus fell on the Trojans with redoubled fury and 
slew three times nine of them. But at his fourth onslaught, Death 
lay in ambush, for Phoebus Apollo himself fought in this en- 
counter. Patroclus did not observe him, because he was wrapped 
in a heavy mist. But Apollo came up from behind and struck 
his back with the flat of his hand, so that everything blurred 
before his eyes. Then the god knocked the helmet from his head, 
and it clattered to the ground and rolled under the hooves of the 
horses, so that the crest was soiled and draggled with dust and 
blood. And now he broke the lance in his hand, loosed the shield- 
strap from his shoulder and the cuirass from his breast, and 
numbed his heart, so that he stood motionless and staring. Then 
Euphorbus, son of Panthous, a brave warrior who that day had 
felled twenty Argives, pierced his back with a lance and returned 
to the ranks. But Hector running forward thrust his spear into 
the groin of the wounded hero, and the brazen point went clear 
through his body. Hector vanquished him as a lion downs the 
boar at the mountain spring to which both have come to quench 
their thirst. He seized the lance to wrench it from the flesh of 
Patroclus and cried jubilantly: “Patroclus! You were going to 
turn our city to a heap of ruins and carry our wives away on 
your ships to be slaves in your country ! Now I have at least put 
off the evil day of servitude ; as for you — ^the vultures will feast 
on your flesh. What does your friend Achilles avail you now?^^ 

Dying Patroclus answered him, but his voice was faint. “Re- 
joice as much as you wish. Hector,” he said. “Zeus and Apollo 
have granted you effortless triumph, for it was they who deprived 
me of my weapons. Had it not been for the gods, my lance would 
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have tamed you and twenty more like you. In the face of the gods, 
it was Phoebus who struck me down, in the face of men, Euphor- 
bus. You may strip me of my armor. But one thing I predict : not 
for long will you go proudly on your way, for disaster lurks at 
your side, and I know by whose hand you will fall.” When he 
had gasped out these words, the soul left his body and flew to the 
underworld. But Hector called after him: “Why predict my 
coming fate, Patroclus? Who knows but that Achilles himself 
may first be slain by my spear!” And with these words he dug his 
heel into the earth, pulled the brazen spear from the wound, and 
cast the dead man back on the ground. Then he turned his 
lance, dripping with Patroclus’ blood, against Automedon, his 
charioteer. But the immortal horses bore him out of danger. 

Next Euphorbus of Troy and Menelaus, son of Atreus, fought 
for the body of Patroclus. “You shall atone!” shouted the 
Trojan. “Atone for having slain Hyperenor, my brother, and 
widowed his wife !” And he drove his lance at the shield of the 
son of Atreus. But the iron point bent double. Then Menelaus 
lifted his lance and thrust it deep into his enemy’s throat, so that 
the point came out at the nape of his neck and his black locks, 
adorned with gold and silver, streamed with blood. Down he 
sank, and his weapons clattered as he fell. Instantly Menelaus 
stripped him of his armor and would have borne it away, had not 
Apollo envied him his spoils. Assuming the shape of Mentes, 
king of the Cicones, he came to Hector and persuaded him to 
leave off pursuing the i m mortal horses of Achilles which Auto- 
medon was driving off, as spoils too difficult to attain, and go 
back to the body of Euphorbus. Hector turned and suddenly saw 
Menelaus bending over the bleeding corpse and taking the 
splendid armor. The son of Atreus heard the ringing cry of 
the Trojan hero and had to admit to himself that he could not 
withstand Hector dashing toward him with his battalions. Re- 
luctantly he retreated, leaving the body and armor behind, but 
as he fled he glanced back from time to time, or paused to look 
for Ajax the Great. He finally found him to the left, where the 
' tumult was thickest, and hurried toward him to ask his help m 
the struggle for the body of Patroclus. When the two drew near 
the place where the son of Menoetius had fallen, they saw that 
Hector had already taken the armor and was drawing the body 
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toward him to hew the head from the shoulders and drag the 
trunk away as a feast for the dogs. But when he saw Ajax com- 
ing under cover of his shield of seven oxhides, he gave up his 
prey and quickly fled to the ranks of his comrades. There he 
sprang into his chariot and handed the armor of Patroclus to 
friends who were to take it to Troy for him, to be preserved as a 
token of his glory. Meantime Ajax stood guard over the body 
like a lion over its young, and by his side Menelaus kept watch. 

Glaucus of Lycia meanwhile glowered at Hector and re- 
proached him. “What avails your fame,” he said, “if you falter 
and flee from a hero. Think now how to defend your city single- 
handed. No Lycian, at all events, will fight beside you from now 
on. For how can we expect you to aid a lesser man, now that you 
have let Prince Sarpedon, your comrade-in-arms, to whom you 
were bound by ties of hospitality, lie unprotected, the prey of the 
Danai and the dogs ! If the Trojans had our courage, we should 
soon have the body of Patroclus inside the walls of Troy. Whmi 
the Argives would be ready enough to give us the corpse of Sar- 
pedon, if only to get back the splendid armor.” Glaucus said this 
not knowing that Apollo had removed the body of Sarpedon 
from the hands of the Argives. 

“You are foolish, Glaucus,” said Hector, “if you think I am 
afraid of powerful Ajax. Never yet have I shrunk from the fight. 
But the will of Zeus is mightier than all our power. Watch me 
now, though, and judge whether I am as timid as you have just 
said.” With these words he raced after his friends who were 
carrying toward the city the armor of AchiUes which Patroclus 
had worn. When he reached them, he exchanged his own cuirass 
for that of Achilles and girt on the immortal armor the gods 
themselves had given Peleus at his wedding with Thetis, goddess 
of the sea. When Peleus felt himself growing old, he had given 
it to his son, but he, alas ! was not destined to grow old in it. 

The king of men and immortals looked down from the heights 
and saw Hector girding on the arms of godlike Achilles. Gravely 
he shook his head and spoke in his heart’s depth; “Unhappy 
Hector, you do not even dream that Death already stalks at your ' 
side. You have slain the cherished friend of the hero before whom 
all others tremble; you have stripped his body, snatched the 
helmet from his head, and now you walk adorned with the im- 
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mortal armor of the son of a goddess. But because you will never 
return from this encounter, because Andromache, your wife, will 
never greet you again, nor undo these splendid arms, I shall give 
you one last and glorious victory.” When Zeus had ended, the 
cuirass clung closer about Hector, the spirit of Ares flamed 
within him, and his limbs swelled with strength and power. With 
a shout he re j oined his allies and led them against the foe. 

The struggle for the body of Patroclus broke out afresh. So 
furiously did Hector rage that Ajax said to Menelaus: “I am 
now less concerned for dead Patroclus who will be food for the 
birds and dogs of Troy, than for our own heads. For Hector 
and his men surge about us like a cloud. Lift your voice and see 
if the heroes among the Danai will hear your cry.” Menelaus 
called as loudly as he could, and the first to hear was Ajax of 
Locris, the swift son of Oileus. He ran to the spot, and after him 
came Idomeneus with Meriones, his comrade-in-arms, and count- 
less others, so that the corpse was again fenced about with shields 
of bronze. The Trojans pressed them so hard that the body was 
almost dragged from their midst. But at last Ajax the Great came 
to the rescue. As Hippothous, the Pelasgian, an ally of the Tro- 
jans, was tying the ankles of the body with a thong to pull it by, 
the son of Telamon hurled his spear through the round top of 
his helmet. It cracked, and brains and blood from the wound 
spattered the point. Hector aimed at Ajax but hit Schedius, the 
Phocian. Ajax countered and pierced the cuirass of Phorcys, son 
of Phaenops, who was fighting for the body of Hippothous, and 
the lance dug into his entrails. 

Now the Trojans, and even Hector himself, recoiled, and the 
Argives would have conquered against the decision of Zeus, had 
not Apollo, in the guise of Periphas, the aged herald, goaded 
mighty Aeneas on to battle. Aeneas knew him for a god. He fired 
his men with ringing shouts and himself sprang forward in the 
lead. At that the Trojans once more turned their faces to the 
foe. Aeneas slew Leocritus, friend of Lycomedes. He, in tura, 
avenged the death of his comrade by killing Apisaon of Paeoni^ 
And now the Argives again held out their lances to ward their 
adversaries from the body of Patroclus. 

In other parts of the field too the fighting went on ever more 
furiously, until the sweat poured from the struggling warriors. 
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“Rather the earth swallow us,” cried the Danai, “than that 
we leave this body to the Trojans and return to our ships without 
having won glory !” 

“Even if we die to the last man,” the Trojans roared on their 
side, “let no one hang back!” 

While they were fighting, the immortal horses of Achilles stood 
apart. When they heard that Patroclus, their charioteer, had 
died at Hector’s hand, they began to weep as men do. In vain did 
Automedon try to urge them on, now with the goad, now with 
caressing words, and now with threats. They refused to stir either 
toward the ships or to the battling Argives. Motionless as a 
monument on the mound of the dead they stood before the chariot 
and hung their heads to the ground. Soiled with dust, their manes 
streamed thick and curling beneath the ring in the yoke, and hot 
tears dropped from their eyes. Even Zeus, gazing down from 
above, could not but feel pity for them. “Poor creatures!” he 
said to himself. “Why did we give you, eternally young and im- 
mortal, to mortal Peleus? That you too might suffer sorrow like 
luckless men? For of all that breathes and moves on earth, there 
is nothing more wretched than man ! And as for Hector, vain is 
his hope of taming you and yoking you to his chariot. I shall 
never permit it. Is it not enough that he vaunts his ownership 
of the armor of Achilles ?” And Zeus filled the horses with courage 
and strength. 

At once they shook the dust from their manes and quickly 
drew the chariot into the throng of Trojans and Achaeans. 
But Automedon, alone in the chariot, could not guide the 
horses and hurl his lance at the foe as well. While he was still 
in this predicament his friend Alcimedon, son of Laerces, caught 
sight of him and was astonished that he should expose himself 
in this way without a charioteer. “Who ex(;ept Patroclus vraa 
ever your equal in bridling horses?” Automedon called to him. 
“If you will take the reins and the goad, I can leave the horses 
to you and use my strength for fighting.” 

When Automedon gave his place to another. Hector observed 
it and said to Aeneas beside him : “Look over there ! The horses of 
Achilles are rushing into battle with an inexperienced charioteer. 
Are you willing to tackle those two with me? The spoils are well 
worth the trouble !” Aeneas nodded assent, and both stormed foj> 
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ward under their shields, with Chromius and Aretus following 
them. 

But Automedon prayed to Zeus, and the Cloud-Gatherer filled 
his heart with unwonted strength. “Drive close behind me, 
Alcimedon!” he cried, and then: “Here Ajax! Here Mendaus! 
Leave the dead to other defenders and keep us, the living, from 
destruction. Hector is bearing down on us, Hector and Aeneas, 
the two bravest heroes of Troy !” With this he swung his lantie at 
Aretus, and it pierced his entrails. Caught in full advance, the 
hero fell backward in the dust. Then Hector hurled his spear at 
Automedon, but it flew over his head, and stood with quivering 
shaft fixed in the ground. And now they would have used their 
swords against each other, had not the two Ajaces come be- 
tween them and turned the Trojans back to the body of 
Patroclus. 

There the battle raged most hotly. Zeus was now of another 
mind. Hid in a dark cloud, he sent Athene as his messenger down 
to earth, where she appeared in the semblance of aged Phoenix 
and went up to Menelaus. Seeing the old man, he said: “O 
Phoenix! If only Athene would give me strength today, so that 
I might avenge my slain friend ! For I understand the reproach 
in your eyes.” The goddess rejoiced that, unknowing, he had 
sought her aid, poured strength into his shoulders and knees, 
and in his heart she put defiance and steadfastness. Brandish- 
ing his lance he ran to the body, and as Hector’s friend Podes, 
son of Eetion, turned to flee from him, the spear of Atreus’ son 
struck him under the belt so that he crashed to earth. 

Now Apollo, in the shape of Phaenops, approached Hector 
and taunted him. “Who among the Danai will fear you, if Mene- 
laus can frighten you away? He slew your most cherished frimd, 
and now he, the least manly of the Argives, will deprive you of 
the body of Patroclus as well!” These words bowed Hector’s 
heart with dark grief, and he dashed forward again, shining in 
his brazen armor. Then Zeus shook his aegis, veiled Mount Ida in 
cloud, and with lightning and thunder crowned the Trojan’s 
victory. 

Peneleus of Boeotia, whose shoulder Polydamas had grazed 
with his spear, was the first to turn and dee. Leitus was rendered 
unfit for the fight by Hector, who pierced his hand at the 
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knuckles. Idomeneus, who had just come from the ships on foot, 
missed Hector whoi he hurled his spear, and Hector missed him 
with his counter cast but shattered the ear and cheek of Coeranus 
who, fortunately for Idomeneus, had preceded him with Meriones 
in his chariot. The spear knocked out his teeth and cut his tongue, 
and the hero fell. Meriones gathered the reins up from the dust 
and gave them to Idomeneus who quickly swung himself into the 
chariot and drove the horses back to the ships. When Ajax saw 
this, he lamented so loudly to Menelaus who fought beside him 
that Zeus had pity on him, scattered the clouds, and shed full 
sunlight over the battlefield. “Menelaus,” said Ajax, “try to find 
Antilochus, son of Nestor. See if he is still alive. He would be a 
fitting messenger to tell Achilles that Patroclus, his dearest 
friend, is dead.” With watchful eyes, like an eagle who peers for 
the hare flat against the earth among bushes, Menelaus went 
about and soon saw Nestor’s son to the left of the field. 

“Have you not heard, Antilochus,” he called to him, “that a 
god has given victory to the Trojans and disaster to the Danai.*’ 
Patroclus has fallen, and all the Argives feel the loss of that 
dauntless hero. Only one lives who is braver: Achilles. Go quickly 
to his house, bring him the sorrowful news, and summon him to 
rescue the corpse which Hector has stripped of its armor.” 

A shudder ran through the youth. His eyes fiUed with tears 
when he heard these words. For a long time he was speechless. 
Then he gave his armor to Laodocus, his charioteer, and ran 
toward the ships on flying feet. When Menelaus had again 
reached the body, he and Ajax took counsel how they could bear 
away their slain friend, for they did not expect too much of 
Achilles, even if he could be prevailed on to come, since he no 
longer had the armor of the immortals. With a mighty straining 
of muscles they lifted the body from the earth, and though the 
Trojans burst into shouts of rage and foUowed with brandished 
swords and spears, Ajax had only to turn and they paled and 
dared not contest his burden. Thus they bore the body from the 
field and toward the ships, and with them the rest of the Argives 
fled from battle. Hector and Aeneas were close on their heels, 
and here and there one of the fleeing dropped a RbiVId or a lance 
as he retreated across the trench in frantic haste and confusion. 



THE GRIEF OF ACHILLES 


Antilochus found the son of Peleus in front of the ships, brood- 
ing' on a fate which was already fulfilled, though he did not know 
it. When he saw the Argives approaching the ships, he was 
troubled and said to himself : “Why are the Achaeans running 
from the field as if routed and flocking toward the camp? I hope 
the gods have not accomplished what my mother once predicted : 
that while I was still alive the bravest of the Myrmidons would 
die at the hands of the Trojans !” 

While he was still in thought, Antilochus came toward him, 
weeping because of the terrible message he had to bear, and 
called to him from afar: “Alas, son of Peleus! Oh, that what I 
am forced to tell you had never happened 1 Patroclus has fallen I 
And now they are fighting for his naked body, for Hector 
stripped him of his armor.” When Achilles heard this, the world 
turned dark before his eyes. With both hands he took up the 
brown dust and scattered it over his head, his face, and his tunic. 
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Then he threw himself on the ground, measuring his great Imgth, 
and tore his hair. Seeing their lord and master stretched on the 
earth, the handmaids whom Achilles and Patroclus had borne 
away as spoils rushed out of the house trembling. When they 
learned what had happened, they beat their breasts with loud 
lament. Antilochus too shed bitter tears and gripped the hands 
of Achilles, holding them fast, for he feared he would cut his 
throat with his sword. 

Achilles himself moaned so greatly with grief that his mother 
heard his voice in the depths of the sea, where she sat beside her 
gray-haired father, and she too began to weep. At the sound of 
her sobs, the Nereids glided into her silvery grotto and beat 
their soft breasts and joined in the wails of their sister. “How un- 
happy I am,” she said to them, “that ever I bore so brave and 
splendid a son ! He grew up like a sturdy young fruit tree, tended 
and cherished by the hand of the gardener. Then I sent him 
against Troy. But never again will he return to the palace of 
Peleus ! While he still lives in the light of the sun he must suffer 
great grief, and I cannot help him ! But I will go to my beloved 
child and hear what sorrow has overtaken him.” So said the god- 
dess, and with her sisters she rose through the waves which parted 
at her coming and went ashore where her son sat groaning in 
front of the ships. 

“Why do you weep, my child?” she asked him, clasping his 
head. “Who has stricken your heart with sorrow? Tell me and 
hide nothing! Has not everything come about as you wished? 
Are not the Argives thronged in the camp and begging your 
help?” 

With a heavy sigh Achilles answered : “Mother, what is all this 
to me, now that Patroclus, who was dearer to me than my eyes, is 
slain and lies in the dust? My own finely wrought armor, the 
gift which the gods gave Peleus at his wedding with you. Hector 
has taken from his body. Oh, if only you had stayed forever in 
the depths of the sea ! For had Peleus wedded a mortal wife, you 
would not have to bear immortal grief for your son who is doomed 
to die. I shall never return to my native land, for my heart for- 
bids me to breathe and live on among men unless Hector falls by 
my lance and suffers for robbing me of Patroclus.” 

Thetis replied in a voice choked with tears. “My son,” she 
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said, “iJien you too will be cut off in the flower of your life, for 
it is decreed that soon after Hector dies your own end is near.” 

At that Achilles cried in anger: “Would I could die this very 
instant, since Fate did not allow me to shield my murdered friend ! 
He died far from his home, and I did not come to his aid. How 
can my brief life avail the Argives now? I have brought mis- 
fortune to Fatroclus, misfortune to countless slain friends. Here 
I sit by the ships, a worthless burden on earth, I who am sup- 
posed to be the best fighter among the Achaeans, though in 
council others surpass me. Cursed be anger, whether it spring 
in gods or men, for first it is sweet as honey to the heart, but then 
it grows acrid as smoke.” Suddenly he curbed his grief and roused 
himself and said : “What is past, is past ! I go to strike down the 
man who slew the friend I cherished above all. I go to kill Hector. 
Let my fate overtake me when Zeus and the gods decree. Because 
of me, many a Trojan woman wiU put both her hands to her soft 
face to dry bitter tears of mourning, and her breast will heave 
with sighs. The Trojans will find that I have rested long enough. 
Do not hold me back, dear mother!” 

“You are right, my child,” answered Thetis. “Your shim- 
mering armor is in Trojan hands. Hector himself wears it boast- 
fully. But he shall not vaunt his pleasure in it for long! To- 
morrow, as soon as the sun comes up, I shall bring you new 
arms, made by Hephaestus himself. Do not go to battle until 
I return.” Thus spoke the goddess and bade her sisters dive back 
into the depths of the sea. But she herself hastened up to 
Olympus to find Hephaestus, the smith among the immortals. 

Meantime the Trojans once more attacked the body of 
Patroclus which his friends were bearing away, and Hector, 
sweeping forward like fire, came so close that three times he 
seized the corpse by the foot to drag it off, but three time the two 
Ajaces thrust him away from the dead. He withdrew to one side 
and then halted again and cried aloud that he would never re- 
treat. Then the two Argive heroes who bore the same name tried 
to frighten him off from the corpse like herdsmen who try to 
drive a hungry mountain lion from the flesh of a mangled bull- 
ock. But Hector would have carried off the body, had not Iris, at 
Hera’s command, flown to the son of Peleus and bidden him arm 
secretly, unseen by Zeus and the other gods. “How can I go into 
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battie?” Achilles asked the messenger of the gods. “My enemies 
have my weapons. And my mother forbade me go before she hei> 
self brought me new armor, made by Hephaestus. There are no 
arms which would suit me, unless perhaps the great shield of 
Ajax, and he needs that himself.” 

“We know very well that you have been deprived of your 
glorious weapons,” Iris answered him. “But meanwhile approach 
the trench just as you are, so that the Trojans may see you. 
Perhaps they will pause when they catch sight of you. The 
Achaeans, weary as they are, need a breathing space.” 

When Iris had sped away, godlike Achilles rose. Athene her- 
self slung her shield across his shoulder and shed radiance on his 
features. Swiftly he strode, crossed the wall, and stood by the 
trench. But mindful of his mother’s warning he did not mingle 
in battle. He only watched from afar and shouted, and Athene 
joined her cry to his, so that in the ears of the Trojans it sounded 
like the blare of a war trumpet. When they heard that voice like 
ringing bronze, their hearts filled with fear, and they turned 
back their horses and chariots. And the charioteers shuddered to 
see the head of the son of Peleus circled with flame. Three times 
he shouted, and three times Trojans scattered. Twelve of their 
bravest men fell in the confusion and were killed by the chariot 
wheels and the lances of their own companions. And now the 
corpse of Patroclus W6us out of ireach of the missiles. The heroes 
laid him on a bier, and his friends stood around it lamenting. 
When Achilles saw his beloved comrade-in-arms, he went among 
the Argives again for the first time and threw himself over the 
body with many tears. And on these two, the living and the dead, 
the setting sun shed its last glow. 


ACHILLES NEWLY ARMED 

Both armies rested from the stubborn battle. The Trojans loosed 
their horses from the chariots, but before they even thought of 
eating, they assembled in council. Upright they stood in a circle, 
and no one dared sit, for they were still trembling with terror at 
Achilles and feared he might reappear. At last wise Polydamas, 
son of Panthous, who could see both the future and the past, ad- 



vised them not to wait for the dawn but to return to the city with 
all possible speed. “When Achilles is full-armed and finds us 
here in the morning,” he said, “those who escape and reach Troy 
will be favored by Fortune, but many will be food for dogs and 
vultures. May Heaven avert such fate ! Therefore I counsel you 
and all your warriors to spend the night in the market place of 
Troy, where high walls and solid gates will guard us on all sides. 
When dawn comes let us man the ramparts, and woe to him when 
he rushes from the ships to attack us.” 

Now Hector spoke, and his eyes were stem. “Your words, 
Polydamas, strike harshly on my ears. What — ^now that Zeus has 
granted me victory, now that I have pressed the Argives back to 
the sea, your timid counsel must seem folly to the people, and not 
a single Trojan will heed you. I, for my part, bid everyone eat 
and keep watch. If there is any who fears for his stores and his 
wealth, let him spend all for a feast to be held in common. Better 
our men take pleasure in it than the Achaeans ! When the day 
dawns we shall resume our attack on the ships. If Achilles has 
really returned to the field, he has chosen an unenviable lot, for 
I shall not stop fighting until he or I bear off the crown of 
victory.” These ill-advised words of Hector weighed heavier with 
the Trojans than the sound counsel of Polydamas. They burst 
into joyful acclaim and hungrily fell on their food. 
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Then he threw himself on the ground, measuring his great length, 
and tore his hair. Seeing their lord and master stretched on the 
earth, the handmaids whom Achilles and Patroclus had home 
away as spoils rushed out of the house trembling. When they 
learned what had happened, they beat their breasts with loud 
lament. Antilochus too shed bitter tears and gripped the hands 
of Achilles, holding them fast, for he feared he would cut his 
throat with his sword. 

Achilles himself moaned so greatly with grief that his mother 
heard his voice in the depths of the sea, where she sat beside her 
gray-haired father, and she too began to weep. At the sound of 
her sobs, the Nereids glided into her silvery grotto and beat 
their soft breasts and joined in the wails of their sister. “How un-^ 
happy I am,” she said to them, “that ever I bore so brave and 
splendid a son ! He grew up like a sturdy young fruit tree, tended 
and cherished by the hand of the gardener. Then I sent him 
against Troy. But never again will he return to the palace of 
Peleus ! Wniile he still lives in the light of the sun he must suffer 
great grief, and I cannot help him ! But I will go to my beloved 
child and hear what sorrow has overtaken him.” So said the god- 
dess, and with her sisters she rose through the waves which parted 
at her coming and went ashore where her son sat groaning in 
front of the ships. 

“Why do you weep, my child?” she asked him, clasping his 
head. “Who has stricken your heart with sorrow? TeU me and 
hide nothing! Has not everything come about as you wished? 
Are not the Argives thronged in the camp and begging your 
help?” 

With a heavy sigh Achilles answered ; “Mother, what is all this 
to me, now that Patroclus, who was dearer to me than my eyes, is 
slain and lies in the dust? My own finely wrought sirmor, the 
gift which the gods gave Peleus at his wedding with you. Hector 
has taken from his body. Oh, if only you had stayed forever in 
the depths of the sea ! For had Peleus wedded a mortal wife, you 
would not have to bear immortal grief for your son who is doomed 
to die. I shall never return to my native land, for my heart for- 
bids me to breathe and live on among men unless Hector falls by 
my lance and suffers for robbing me of Patroclus.” 

Thetis replied in a voice choked with tears. “My son,” she 
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said, ‘‘then you too will be cut off in the flower of your life, for 
it is decreed that soon after Hector dies your own end is near.” 

At that Achilles cried in anger: “Would I could die this very 
instant, since Fate did not allow me to shield my murdered friend ! 
He died far from his home, and I did not come to his aid. How 
can my brief life avail the Argives now? I have brought mis- 
fortune to Patroclus, misfortune to countless slain friends. Here 
I sit by the ships, a worthless burden on earth, I who am sup- 
posed to be the best fighter among the Achaeans, though in 
council others surpass me. Cursed be anger, whether it spring 
in gods or men, for first it is sweet as honey to the heart, but then 
it grows acrid as smoke.” Suddenly he curbed his grief and roused 
himself and said : “What is past, is past ! I go to strike down the 
man who slew the friend I cherished above all. I go to kill Hector. 
Let my fate overtake me when Zeus and the gods decree. Because 
of me, many a Trojan woman will put both her hands to her soft 
face to dry bitter tears of mourning, and her breast will heave 
with sighs. The Trojans will find that I have rested long enough. 
Do not hold me back, dear mother!” 

“You are right, my child,” answered Thetis. “Your shim- 
mering armor is in Trojan hands. Hector himself wears it boast- 
fully. But he shall not vaunt his pleasure in it for long! To- 
morrow, as soon as the sun comes up, I shall bring you new 
arms, made by Hephaestus himself. Do not go to battle until 
I return.” Thus spoke the goddess and bade her sisters dive back 
into the depths of the sea. But she herself hastened up to 
Olympus to find Hephaestus, the smith among the immortals. 

Meantime the Trojans once more attacked the body of 
Patroclus which his friends were bearing away, and Hector, 
sweeping forward like fire, came so close that three times he 
seized the corpse by the foot to drag it off, but three time the two 
Ajaces thrust him away from the dead. He withdrew to one side 
and then halted again and cried aloud that he would never re- 
treat. Then the two Argive heroes who bore the same name tried 
to frighten him off from the corpse like herdsmen who try to 
drive a hungry mountain lion from the flesh of a mangled bull- 
ock. But Hector would have carried off the body, had not Iris, at 
Hera’s command, flown to the son of Peleus and bidden him arm 
secretly, unseen by Zeus and the other gods. “How can I go into 
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battle?’* Achilles asked the messenger of the gods. “My enemies 
have my weapons. And my mother forbade me go before she her- 
self brought me new armor, made by Hephaestus. There are no 
arms which would suit me, unless perhaps the great shield of 
Ajax, and he needs that himself.” 

“We know very well that you have been deprived of your 
glorious weapons,” Iris answered him. “But meanwhile approach 
the trench just as you are, so that the Trojans may see you. 
Perhaps they will pause when they catch sight of you. The 
Achaeans, weary as they are, need a breathing space.” 

When Iris had sped away, godlike Achilles rose. Athene her- 
self slung her shield across his shoulder and shed radiance on his 
features. Swiftly he strode, crossed the wall, and stood by the 
trench. But mindful of his mother’s warning he did not mingle 
in battle. He only watched from afar and shouted, and Athene 
joined her cry to his, so that in the ears of the Trojans it sounded 
like the blare of a war trumpet. When they heard that voice like 
ringing bronze, their hearts filled with fear, and they turned 
back their horses and chariots. And the charioteers shuddered to 
see the head of the son of Peleus circled with fiame. Three times 
he shouted, and three times Trojans scattered. Twelve of their 
bravest men fell in the confusion and were killed by the chariot 
wheels and the lances of their own companions. And now the 
corpse of Patroclus was out of reach of the missiles. The heroes 
laid him on a bier, and his friends stood around it lamenting. 
When Achilles saw his beloved comrade-in-arms, he went among 
the Argives again for the first time and threw himself over the 
body with many tears. And on these two, the living and the dead, 
the setting sim shed its last glow. 


ACHILLES NEWLY ARMED 

Both armies rested from the stubborn battle. The Trojans loosed 
their horses from the chariots, but before they even thought of 
eating, they assembled in counciL Upright they stood in a circle, 
and no one dared sit, for they were stiU trembling with terror at 
Achilles and feared he might reappear. At last wise Polydamas, 
son of Panthous, who could see both the future and the past, ad- 



vised them not to wait for the dawn but to return to the city with 
all possible speed. ‘When Achilles is full-armed and finds us 
here in the morning,” he said, “those who escape and reach Troy 
will be favored by Fortune, but many will be food for dogs and 
vultures. May Heaven avert such fate ! Therefore I counsel you 
and all your warriors to spend the night in the market place of 
Troy, where high walls and solid gates will guard us on all sides. 
When dawn comes let us man the ramparts, and woe to him when 
he rushes from the ships to attack us.” 

Now Hector spoke, and his eyes were stem. “Your words, 
Polydamas, strike harshly on my ears. What — ^now that Zeus has 
granted me victory, now that I have pressed the Argives back to 
the sea, your timid counsel must seem folly to the people, and not 
a single Trojan will heed you. I, for my part, bid everyone eat 
and keep watch. If there is any who fears for his stores and his 
wealth, let him spend all for a feast to be held in common. Better 
our men take pleasure in it than the Achaeans ! When the day 
dawns we shall resume our attack on the ships. If Achilles has 
really returned to the field, he has chosen an unenviable lot, for 
I shall not stop fighting until he or I bear off the crown of 
victory.” These ill-advised words of Hector weighed heavier with 
the Trojans than the sound counsel of Polydamas. They burst 
into joyful acclaim and hungrily fell on their food. 
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The whole night long the Argives mourned Patroclus, and 
Achilles, more than aU, made lament. Laying his hands, which 
had slain so many foes, on the breast of his friend, he said : “What 
idle words I spoke that time when I tried to comfort old Menoe- 
tius by promising him to bring his son back to Opoeis, rich in 
spoils and glory, after the fall of Troy ! Now Fate wills that 
both he and I pour out our blood on alien soil, for I too shall never 
return to the palace of my father, gray-haired Peleus, and of 
Thetis, my mother ; the earth of Troy will cover me. But since 
it is appointed that I die after you, Patroclus, I shall not hold 
your funeral imtil I have brought you the armor and the head 
of Hector, your slayer. And twelve of the noblest sons of Troy 
I shall offer up at your pyre as well. Until this has been done, 
rest here by the ships, bdoved friend.” When he had spoken, 
Achilles bade his companions set a great cauldron filled with 
water on the fire, and wash and anoint the body of the fallen hero. 
Then they laid him on a bier and spread fine linen over him from 
head to foot, and over this a white robe. 

Thetis, meanwhile, had arrived at the bronze palace which 
lame Hephaestus had built for himself. It shone like stars, beauti- 
ful and everlasting. She found the god sweating at the bellows. 
He had forged twenty tripods, and at the base of each he had 
fastened golden wheels which, without the touch of a hand, rolled 
into the halls of Olympus to the feet of the immortals and re- 
turned to his workshop again. They were wonderful to see, com- 
plete save for the handles, and these he was just making ready, 
wielding his hammer to rivet them in their proper place. And 
while he worked, Charis, his wife, one of the Graces, took Thetis 
by the hand, led her to a silver chair, set a foot-stool beneath her 
feet, and fetched her husband Hephaestus. When he saw the god- 
dess of the sea he called out joyfully : “How happy I am that the 
noblest among the immortals has come to my house, she who saved 
me from destruction when I was just bom ! For because I was 
lame, my mother cast me out, and I should have perished miser- 
ably, had not Eurynome and Thetis taken me and reared me in a 
cave in the sea until I was nine years old. There, in a vaulted 
grotto, I fashioned works, curious and cunning, clasps and rings, 
brooches and necklaces, and about me foamed the surging stream 
of the ocean. And now she who rescued me is visiting me in my 
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own house! See to her entertainment, sweet Charis, while I clear 
away this welter of work and tools.” 

Thus spoke the sooty god, and he rose limping from beside the 
anvil, took the bellows from the fire, locked his delicate imple- 
ments in a silver chest, and with a sponge wiped his hands and 
face, his neck and shaggy chest. Then he put on his tunic and, 
helped by his handmaids, limped back into the room. These 
maids, however, were not living creatures bom of women, but 
only the image of such. They were fashioned of gold and fur- 
nished with the charms of youth, with strength and skill, with 
reason and voice. Moving on swift feet they hastened from their 
master, who seated himself beside Thetis, clasped her hand, and 
said: “Dear and honored goddess, why have you come to my 
house today, you who visit me so rarely ? Tell me what you desire, 
and whatever I am able to do, I shall surely do for you.” 

Then Thetis told him all her sorrow and, clasping his knees, 
begged him to fashion for her son Achilles, destined to die so 
soon, a helmet and shield, a cuirass and greaves fitted with ankle 
pieces, since the armor which the immortals had given Peleus 
had been lost when Patroclus fell before Troy. “Be of good 
courage, and do not let this upset you, dear goddess,” said 
Hephaestus. “If only I could save your son from the power of 
Death as surely as I shall now make him armor so strong and so 
splendid that he will rejoice, and every mortal who looks at it 
win be filled with wonder !” 

So saying he left Thetis and turned his bellows toward the 
fire. Twenty of these of their own accord blew upon the melting- 
vats, in which he placed bronze and tin, silver and gold. Next he 
set his anvil on the anvil block. With his right hand he seized his 
mighty hammer, and with his left gripped the tongs. First he 
made a shield, great and strong, in five layers, adorned with a 
triple gleaming rim and a shield strap of silver. On the shield he 
wrought the earth, the tiding sea, and heaven with the sun, the 
moon, and all the constellations; and further two fair cities, 
the one gay with bridal rites and torch-lit feasts, with an assembly 
of the people, citizens arguing about the blood price of a slain 
man, heralds and elders. The other city was besieged by two 
armies. Within the walls were women, young children, and old 
men with faltering feet. Outside were warriors lying in ambush 
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where the herdsmen watered their cattle. On another side was 
the tumult of battle, with wounded men and the fight for bodies 
and armor. He also wrought a field with loosened clods and 
ploughers and oxen ; waving barley and reapers cutting swathes 
with their sickles ; and further a vineyard, the dark-golden clus- 
ters of swelling grapes hanging from stakes of silver, and round 
about a trench of bluish metal and a fence of tin. A path led to 
the vines, and the time of vintage had come ; youths, sturdy and 
gay, and lovely maids bore the fruit away in fair baskets. Among 
them went a boy with a lyre, and some danced to his music. 
Furthermore he wrought cattle of gold and tin, pastured beside 
a flowing river by four gold shepherds and nine dogs. Two lions 
had fallen on the foremost in the herd and seized a bullock, and 
the herdsmen set on them their dogs who stood baying within 
springing distance of the beasts of prey. And further he devised 
a gentle valley with silver sheep scattered over the slopes, with 
folds and houses and the huts of the shepherds ; and a dance of 
youths and maidens in shining array; the girl dancers wore 
wreaths and the boy dancers daggers of gold suspended from 
silver straps. Two tumblers whirled about to the sound of a harp, 
and many had come to watch the dance and the merriment. And 
around the uttermost rim of the shield, the river Oceanus twined 
like a glittering serpent. 

When he had finished the shield, he forged a breastplate 
brighter than l^lazing fire ; then the massive helmet, fitted well to 
the temples and topped with a crest of gold; then greaves of 
pliant tin. When all was complete, he laid it before the mother 
of Achilles. She seized the armor as a falcon its prey, thanked the 
smith, and in her slender hands bore away the shimmering pieces. 

With the first glimmer of dawn she was back with her son who 
was still weeping over the body of Patroclus. She laid the arms 
down before him, and they rang aloud in their splendor. The 
Myrmidons trembled at the sight, and no one dared look the 
goddess straight in the face. But under their wet lashes, Achilles* 
eyes flashed with fierce joy. One after another he lifted the glit- 
tering gifts of Hephaestus and feasted his heart on them. Then 
he girt on his armor. “Look to it,” he told his friends in parting 
“that flies do not settle in the wounds of my fallen comrade-in 
arms and defile his beautiful body !” 



TALES OF TROY -J57 

“Let that be my care,” said Thetis, and through the half-open 
lips of Patroclus she poured ambrosia and nectar. The balm of 
the gods suffused his flesh, and he looked like one who was alive. 

Achilles strode down to the seashore and with thunderous 
voice called to the Achaeans. Whoever could stand on his feet ran 
to his call, even the helmsmen who had never yet left their ships. 
And though they were wounded, Diomedes and Odysseus limped 
up to him, leaning on their lances, and after them came all the 
heroes, last of all Agamemnon, still faint from the wound he had 
suffered at the spear of Coon, son of Antenor. 

ACHILLES AND AGAMEMNON BECONCILED 

When all the Argives were assembled, Achilles rose and said: 
“Son of Atreus, I wish Artemis had killed the daughter of 
Briseus by the ships that day I took her as my share of the spoils 
of Lymessos, rather than that so many Achaeans should have 
died while I was cherishing my anger. Let the past be forgotten, 
even if our souls still smart with it. I, at least, have given up my 
grudge. And now, to battle! We shall see if the Trojans still 
crave our ships !” 

At his words the air rang with the applauding shouts of the 
Achaeans. Then Agamemnon rose, but he did not come into the 
middle of the circle like other speakers. “Cease your tumult 1” he 
said. “Who can talk or hear in such an uproar.? I shall explain 
my action to the son of Peleus, and you others listen well and 
mark my words. The sons of Hellas have often upbraided me for 
what I did on that day which set such disaster afoot. But the fault 
was not mine. It was Zeus and the Furies who blinded my reason 
in that fateful assembly of our people. That I erred was their 
doing ! But all the time Hector was killing hosts of Argives by 
the ships I was reminded of my fault and grew aware that Zeus 
had darkened my spirit. Now I am most willing to make amends 
and offer you, Achilles, whatever you desire. Only fight with us 
again, and I shall give you all those gifts Odysseus, who came to 
you as my messenger a short time past, promised in my name. 
Or, if you prefer, remain here until my slaves have brought them 
from the ships, so that with your own eyes you may see how I 
fulfill my pledge.” 
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“Great Agamemnon,” the hero replied, “whether you give me 
those gifts or withhold them rests with you. Let us not waste time 
but think of battle, for much is stiU undone, and I yearn to be in 
the forefront of the fight again !” 

But wise Odysseus intervened, saying : “Ghxllike son of Peleus, 
do not goad the Achaeans toward Troy unfed ! Let them refresh 
themselves with meat and wine, for only this lends strength and 
force. Agamemnon, meanwhile, may bring his gifts into this 
circle, so that all the Danai may delight in them. And after that 
he shall be your host and serve you with smnptuous fare.” 

“Joyfully have I heard your words,” answered the son of 
Atreus. “And you, Achilles, shall choose the noblest youths in 
our host to bear the gifts from my ship ; and Talthybius, the 
herald, shall fetch forth a boar to sacrifice to Zeus and the sun- 
god, and seal the bond of friendship between us.” 

“Do as you like,” said Achilles. “As for me, neither food nor 
drink shall touch my lips while my friend lies slaughtered in my 
house. All that I crave is carnage, blood, and groans of dying 
men.” 

But Odysseus tried to calm him, saying : “Noblest of all Argive 
heroes ! You are far stronger than I, and braver in fighting wilii 
the spear. But in counsel I am, perhaps, your better, for I have 
lived longer and had more experience. So bend your stubborn 
spirit and heed my words. The Danai need not mourn their dead 
with the belly ! When a man dies, we bury him, and bewail him 
for one day. But those who have escaped death must sustain their 
strmigth with food and drink, to fight more fiercely.” 

Thus he spoke and went to Agamemnon’s quarters, taking the 
sons of Nestor with him, and also Meges, Meriones, Thoas, 
Melanippus, and Lycomedes. There they collected the promised 
gifts: seven tripods, twelve horses, twenty cauldrons, seven 
women of flawless beauty ; fair Briseis was the eighth. Odysseus 
weighed out ten talents of gold and walked on ahead of the youths 
who followed with the other gifts. When they had entered the 
circle of the assembly Agamemnon rose in his seat, and Thalthy- 
bius, the herald, seized the boar, prepared it for sacrifice, prayed, 
and cut its throat. He took the slain animal and cast it into the 
sea as food for the fish, and the waters swirled about it. Then 
Achilles cried out before all the Achaeans : *Tather Zeus, how 
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great is the blindness you often visit on us mortals ! Never would 
the son of Atreus have roused my heart to wild anger, or been so 
ruthlessly determined to carry off spoils which were mine, had 
you not willed the death of many Argives. But now let us eat ancj 
then prepare for the fight.” 

When the hero had spoken, the assembly dispersed. The 
daughter of Briseus, lovely as Aphrodite, entered the house of 
her former lord and saw Patroclus with his deep spear-wounds, 
stretched on a bier. She beat her breast, tore her cheeks, and 
threw herself weeping over the body. ‘‘O Patroclus,” she cried, 
‘‘you were a tender friend to me in my exile. When I left you 
here, you were radiant with life, but now that I return, I find you 
dead! For me, disaster always follows disaster! Before my very 
eyes my bridegroom was killed with a spear ; three brothers of my 
own blood, brothers dearly cherished, were snatched from my 
side on the same day. But after Achilles had slain my promised 
husband and ravaged my city, you were sorry to see me weep. 
You gave your word that you would urge the son of Peleus to 
marry me as soon as he had brought me to Phthia, and that we 
should have our wedding feast among the Myrmidons. Never 
shall I cease to grieve for you, you of the tender heart.” Thus she 
spoke, weeping, and the captive women around her sighed with 
her ; but while they sighed for Patroclus, each, in the secret of 
her heart, wept her own misery. 

In the meantime, the princes of the Danai surrounded the son 
of Peleus, begging him to take food and drink. But he refused 
them: “If you love me, my friends, do not ask me to eat and 
drink, for my sad heart will not suffer it. Let me be as I am until 
the sun sinks into the sea.” With these words he dismissed them, 
and only the two sons of Atreus, Odysseus, Nestor, Idomeneus, 
and Phoenix stayed behind. Vainly they tried to cheer the soul 
of the mourner. He remained silent and aloof, and whenever he 
spoke at all, it was with a sigh, and the words were for the friend 
who was dead. “In days gone by,” he said, “ah, how often and 
with what eager haste you brought the morning meal to my 
house when the Argive host made ready to go to battle ! And now 
you lie slain before me, and no rich store of food can refresh me. 
No bitterer thing could have happened, not even the death of 
my father Peleus or my dear son, Neoptolemus, who — ^if he still 
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lives — ^is being reared for me in Scyros. I was glad in the thought 
that I alone should die here, and that you would return to Phthia, 
fetch my son home from Scyros, and show him all that was mine. 
My father Peleus, I think, must have died long ago. If he still 
lives, he must be bowed by age and grief, for he lives in fear of 
the messenger who will tell him that I am dead.” This he said 
with tears, and the princes around him sighed too, for each 
thought of the loved ones he had left behind. 

Full of compassion Zeus gazed down on the mournful men 
below, and turning to Pallas Athene, said : ‘‘My daughter, are 
you no longer concerned for the noble hero who, while the others 
have gone to eat the morning meal, remains sunk in his grief and 
touches neither food nor drink.? Go at once and bathe his breast 
with nectar and ambrosia, lest hunger overtake him in the midst 
of battle.” 

Like a broad-winged falcon the goddess, who long had yearned 
to help her friend, sped through the air, and while the warriors 
prepared for the struggle, softly and secretly she anointed the 
breast of Achilles with ambrosia and nectar. Then she returned 
to the palace of her all-powerful father. 

And now the Achaeans poured out of their ships, helmet close 
to helmet, cuirass to cuirass, shield to shield and lance to lance. 
The earth shone with bronze and rang under their tread. While 
they hastened on, Achilles girt on his armor, and as he did so he 
gnashed his teeth, and his eyes blazed. First he fitted to his legs 
the greaves with the ankle pieces ; then he covered his breast with 
the cuirass, slung over his shoulder the sword, and gripped the 
shield which sent forth a gleam like that of the moon. Next he 
set on his head the heavy helmet with the tall crest and golden 
plumes ; it glittered like a star. Then he tested his armor to see 
whether it fitted freely to his limbs. And it seemed like wings 
impatient to lift him up from earth. From its stand he drew the 
lance of his father Peleus, the great spear which no other Argive 
could wield. Automedon and Alcimus yoked his horses, put the 
bits in their jaws, and stretched the reins to the chariot. Into it 
sprang Automedon and grasped the polished goad. Gleaming in 
his armor, Achilles mounted beside him. 

“Immortal horses!’^ he called to the steeds of his father. 
“When we are sated with battle, bring us home. Do not treat 
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us like Patroclus, whom you left dead in the field !” And as he 
spoke the gods sent him a terrible omen, for Xanthus, the horse, 
bowed its head, till his mane, streaming from under the yoke pad, 
touched the earth. And gifted with speech by Hera, it answered 
him sadly: “O mighty Achilles! This time we shall bring you 
back alive and sound, but the day of disaster is near. It was not 
because we were careless or slow that Patroclus died and Hector 
won; it was the will of the gods. We can vie with Zephyr, the 
swiftest of the winds, and never tire. But Fate has appointed that 
you shall fall by the hand of a god.” Thus spoke the horse and 
wanted to say still more, but the Furies stifled the voice in its 
throat. 

Achilles was troubled and answered: “Xanthus, why speak 
to me of death ? I do not need your prophecies, for I already know 
that my fate will overtake me here, far from my father and 
mother. But even so, I shall not rest until I have slain innumer- 
able Trojans !” And with a shout he drove forward his prancing 
horses. 
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THE BATTLE OF GODS AND MEN 

On Olympus Zeus had called an assembly of the immortals in 
which he gave them permission to help both the Trojans and the 
Argives, as their hearts prompted them. For if Achilles fought 
the Trojans without the gods taking a part in the battle, he 
would surely conquer the city of Troy against Fate herself. 
As soon as the immortals knew that they might do as they wished, 
they ranged themselves into groups which went opposite ways : 
Hera, the mother of gods, Pallas Athene, Poseidon, Hermes, and 
Hephaestus hastened to the Argive ships ; Ares set out for the 
Trojans, and with him were Phoebus and Artemis, Leto, their 
mother. Aphrodite, and Scamander, the river-god, whom the 
gods called Xanthus. 

As long as the gods had not yet joined the advancing hosts, 
the Achaeans held high their heads because dread Achilles was 
again in their midst. And the limbs of the Trojans shook with 
fear when from afar they saw the son of Peleus who, in his glit- 
tering array, resembled the war-god himself. But now the gods 
had mingled with both armies, and again the outcome was un- 
certain. Athene was now here, now there, outside the wall at the 
trench, or by the shore of the sea, and wherever she appeared 
she sounded her battle cry. On the other side Ares roared en- 
couragement to the Trojans, now from the highest point in their 
city, now flying through their ranks at the river Simois. Through 
both hosts alike stormed Eris, the goddess of discord. Zeus, the 
ruler of battles, thundered terribly down from Olympus, and 
Poseidon shook the earth from beneath until the peaks of all 
mountains and the very roots of Ida quaked, and even Pluto, 
the lord of shades, was startled and leaped from his throne, for 
he feared that a rift in the earth might discover to men and gods 
his secret kingdom below. And now the gods confronted one 
another in actual encounter: Phoebus Apollo launched his 
arrows against Poseidon ; Pallas Athene fought the god of war ; 
Artemis used her bow against Hera ; Hermes opposed Leto, and 
Scamander Hephaestus. 

While gods thus advanced against gods, Achilles was intent on 
%>ne thing alone: on flnding Hector in the throng. But Apollo, 
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in the semblance of Lycaon, son of Priam, urged toward him 
Aeneas, whom he had fired with such courage that he went swiftly 
forward in his armor of shimmering bronze. Through all that 
tumult Hera saw him. Quickly she summoned those gods who 
were her allies, and said: ^Toseidon and Athene, I beg you to 
consider what is to come of this ! There is Aeneas, whom Phoebus 
has roused, storming against the son of Peleus. Either we must 
thrust him back or one of us must increase the strength of 
Achilles until he feels that the mightiest of the gods are support- 
ing him. Today he shall be safe from the Trojans. Only for this 
have we all descended from Olympus ! Later he must suffer the 
Fate decreed at his birth.’^ 

^‘Think of the outcome, Hera,’’ Poseidon replied. ‘T do not 
think that we should attack the other gods with combined 
strength. That would be unfair, since we are by far the most 
powerful. Rather let us sit apart in some high place and watch 
the struggle. But if Apollo or Ares begin to fight, if they hinder 
Achilles and keep him from moving freely, then we shall have 
the right to take part in the conflict, and surely our adversaries 
will quickly yield to our strength and return to Olympus.” The 
sea-god did not wait for an answer but shook his locks and led 
the way to the wall of Heracles which Pallas and the Trojans 
had built long ago. To that place Poseidon hastened, and the 
other gods followed him ; there they sat, their forms shrouded in 
impenetrable mist. Opposite them, on the hill called Callicolone, 
were Ares and Apollo. And so the immortals camped not far 
from one another, separate, but ready to fight, only pausing a 
little to reflect. 

Meantime the field was filling with warriors and glistened with 
the bronze of their armor and chariots, and the earth echoed 
beneath their feet. It was not long, however, before two sprang 
forward from among the rest: Aeneas, son of Anchises, and 
Achilles, son of Peleus. Aeneas came first. The plumes swayed 
from his massive helmet. With his great shield of oxhide he 
covered his breast, and threateningly he brandished his spear. 
When the son of Peleus saw him, he too forged ahead impetu- 
ously, like an angry lion. The moment they were within hailing 
distance, he shouted: ‘‘How dare you come so far in advance of 
your men, Aeneas ? Do you cherish the hope that after slaying 
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For though the gods who sat on the wall of Heracles were hostile 
to the Trojans, they were sorry for Aeneas. “It would be a pity,” 
said Poseidon, “if the son of Anchises descended to Hades, be- 
cause he relied on Apollo’s words. Besides, I fear Zeus’ wrath, 
for while it is true that he hates the line of Priam, he does not 
wish to let it perish completely, and it is through Aeneas that 
this race of kings shall endure, through his sons and his sons’ 
sons.” 

“Do as you like,” replied Hera. “As for Pallas and myself, 
we have sworn a solemn oath not to avert misfortune from the 
Trojans, come what may.” 

And now Poseidon flew into battle. Invisible to mortals, he 
drew the spear from the shield of Aeneas, laid it at the feet of 
Achilles, and shed a fog before the hero’s eyes. Then the sea-god 
lifted the Trojan from the earth and, holding him high, hurled 
him over chariots and warriors to the edge of the field where the 
Caucones, allies of Troy, were arraying themselves for the fight. 
Here Poseidon upbraided the hero he had rescued. “What im- 
mortal blinded you, Aeneas,” he said, “that you ventured to 
strive against the darling of the gods, against the son of Peleus 
who is so much stronger than you ? From now on, withdraw when- 
€ver you catch sight of him. Once Fate has overtaken him, you 
may fight in the foremost ranks.” 

Then the god left him and dissolved the mist from before the 
eyes of Achilles. In great astonishment the son of Peleus saw 
his lance lying on the ground, and his enemy gone. “Let him 
escape — with the help of a god,” he said to himself sulkily. “I 
am used to having him flee from me.” Then he sprang back into 
the ranks of his men and urged them on. On the other side. Hector 
was stirring up his warriors, and a fierce encounter followed. 
When Phoebus Apollo saw Hector making so eagerly for the son 
of Peleus, he whispered a word of warning in his ear, and Hector 
heard and drew back into the throng. But Achilles stormed at 
his enemies, and at the first cast of his spear split the skull of 
brave Iphition, so that he fell and was mangled by the chariot 
wheels of the Achaeans. Then he thrust his spear into the temple 
of Demoleon, son of Antenor. Hippoda,ma8 he bored in the back 
with his lance, just as he was dismounting from his chariot, and 
-one of the sons of Priam he caught in the spine beneath the belt 
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clasp, just as the youth passed him; he screamed with pain and 

sank to his knees. 

When Hector saw his young brother writhing on the ground, 
his eyes darkened with rage. He could no longer bear to keep 
aloof from battle and, despite the warning of the god, made 
straight for Achilles, brandishing his spear like a flash of light- 
ning. Achilles saw him and rejoiced. “This is the man,” he said, 
‘Vho has grieved me to the core of my heart. Do not let us avoid 
each other. Hector. Come close, that you may. die the sooner.” 

“I know how brave you are,” Hector replied unafraid, “and 
that I am less mighty than you. StiU the gods may favor my 
spear! It may slay you, even though it is launched by a weaker 
man.” So saying, he cast his spear. But Athene stood behind 
the son of Peleus and breathed against the weapon ; it swerved 
back to Hector and fell powerless at his feet. And now Achilles 
stormed to the spot to pierce his opponent with a thrust of his 
spear. But Apollo shed a thick mist about Hector, and three 
times the son of Peleus lunged into empty air. When he dashed 
forward in vain a fourth time, he cried in threatening tones: 
“Dog, again you have cheated death — surely because you have 
prayed to your guardian Apollo. But if I too have an ally among 
the immortals, we shall meet again and you shall not escape 
death at my hands! Now I shall seek more Trojans and kill all 
of them.” So he spoke, and his lance hit the neck of Dryops, who 
tumbled at his feet. Next he wounded Demuchus in the knee 
and threw down from the chariot Laogonus and Dardanus, sons 
of Bias, one with the lance, the other with the sword. Although 
young Tros, son of Alastor, clasped his knees in supplication, 
asking him to spare his youth, he pierced him through the liver. 
Then he thrust his lance into one ear of Mulius ; the brazen point 
came out at the other. Echeclus, son of Agenor, he struck in 
the skull with his sword. Deucalion he gashed in the elbow with the 
point of his lance and then struck off his head; it rolled into the 
dust together with the helmet. Rhigmus, the Thracian, his flying 
lance pierced in the belly, and Areithous his spear threw from 
the chariot. Thus godlike Achilles raged like a forest-fire 
whipped on by swift winds. His horses pranced over shields and 
bodies; the axle dripped with blood, and the drops spattered 
onto the wheels and the chariot itself. 
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ACHILLES FIGHTS THE BIYES-GOD SCAMANDEB 

When the fleeing Trojans reached the waters of the swift-flowing 
Scamander, they separated. One part poured toward the city, 
to the field where, the day before. Hector had won his victory 
over the Argives. Over them Hera spread a thick drift of cloud 
to hinder them from fleeing farther. But the others, crowded 
close to the margin of the river, threw themselves into the swirl- 
ing current ; the shores roundabout echoed with the sound. There 
they floundered like locusts which fire has driven into the water, 
so that the whole river filled with a tangle of horses and men. 
At that the son of Peleus leaned his lance against a tamarisk on 
the bank and only with his sword in his hand rushed after them 
like a god. Soon the water grew red with blood, and under his 
thrusts groans and gasps rose up from the waves. He raged like 
an enormous dolphin that hurtles through a bay devouring what 
fish he can. And even when his hands were numb with killing, 
he seized twelve youths still alive in the waters, dragged them to 
shore, almost out of their minds with panic, and handed them 
over to his warriors. These were to fall in atonement for the 

death of Patroclus, his friend. 

When the hero again rushed to the river, greedy for new kill, 
Lycaon, son of Priam, struggled up through the water, and 
Achilles paused at sight of him. Once, in an assault by night, 
the son of Peleus had surprised him in his father’s orchard as he 
was carving a rim for his chariot from the shoots of the wild fig. 
On that occasion Achilles had taken him by force and sent him 
to the island of Lemnos, where Euneus, son of Jason, bought 
him as a slave. And when Eetion, Prince of Imbros, another son 
of Jason’s, visited his half brother in Lemnos, he ransomed the 
youth, so deScately fair, for a high price and had him hroi^ht to 
Arishe, his city. For a time Lycaon lired there, hut to he ^ 
secreUy away and managed to reach 'ftoy. Tks was twelfft 
day since he had returned from captivity, ^e feU m 

the hands of Achilles for the secoirf to! When to ^of 
Peleus saw tot his inees failed h m, that he was 8^8 

irithto eurrent,hesMd to himself in iimas^ent: 

is this? Now that this boy I sold as a sUve 1ms reappeared, I sup- 
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pose all the Trojans I slew will crawl forth out of the night of 
death again. Well then, let him taste the point of this lance, 
and we shall see whether he can come up even from under the 
earth !” But before Achilles had time to aim, Lycaon swung him- 
self ashore, clasped his knees with one hand, and touched his 
spear with the other. 

‘‘Have pity on me, Achilles !” he cried. “For once I was put in 
your care. At that time I got you one hundred bullocks. Now 
the ransom will be three times that number. Only for twelve days 
have I been free from the pain of long captivity, but Zeus must 
hate me, for he has again delivered me into your hands. Do not 
kill me ! I am the child of Laothoe and not of Hecuba, the mother 
of Hector, who slew your friend.’’ 

But Achilles frowned, and his voice was relentless. “Do not 
speak of ransom, you fool. Before Patroclus died, my heart was 
ready to spare, but now aU shall die, you too ! Do not look at me 
so pitifully. Did not Patroclus die who was infinitely more 
glorious than you? And I myself — see how tall I am and how 
strong, and yet I know I shall soon meet my fate at the hands 
of my foes, one dawn or dusk.” When Lycaon heard him in this 
way, he let go the spear, spread wide his hands, and received the 
sword thrust in his neck. Achilles took the body by the foot, 
tossed it into the water, and cried mockingly : “Now let us see 
if the river, to which you have made so many vain offerings, will 
save you.” 

These words roused Scamander, the river-god, who sided with 
the Trojans, and he pondered on how he could trouble this dread 
hero and save his charges from those implacable hands. Achilles, 
meanwhile, leaped at Asteropaeus of Paeonia, son of Pelegon, 
who was just coming out of the river holding high two spears. 
And the river-god suffused him with pride and courage. Angrily 
he surveyed the merciless doing of the son of Peleus and ran to 
him boldly. “Who are you who dares oppose me?” asked Achilles. 
“Only the sons of unhappy parents measure their strength 
against mine !” 

Asteropaeus replied: “Why do you ask my lineage? I am the 
grandson of the river-god Axius. Pelegon begot me. Eleven days 
ago I came here with my Paeonians, to aid the Trojans as their 
ally. Now fight with me, great son of Peleus !” 
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Achilles brandished his lance, but the Paeonian cast both 
spears at once, one with each hand, for he could use his left as 
deftly as his right. One cracked three metal layers of his ad- 
versary’s shield, the other grazed his right arm at the elbow, 
and the blood spurted from it. And now Achilles hurled his lance, 
but it missed his opponent and drove into the earth to half its 
length. Three times Asteropaeus pulled at it with his sinewy 
hand, but he could not wrench it out of the ground. When he 
tried a fourth time, Achilles fell on him with his sword and 
plunged it into his body until the bowels gushed out, and he 
sank in the throes of death. With jubilant shouts the son of 
Peleus stripped him of his armor and let the body lie as food 
for the eels which swarmed near the shore. Then he inshed on 
the Paeonians who were straying fearfully along the bank. Seven 
he slew with his sword, and he had not nearly sated his lust to 
kill when suddenly Scamander, the angry lord of the river, rose 
up through a swirl of waves in the guise of a hero, and called : 
‘^Son of Peleus, you are working evil beyond the measure of man. 
My waters are clogged with the bodies of the dead and can hardly 
iBnd a way to the sea. Leave off !” 

‘T obey you, because you are a god,” said Achilles. ‘^But my 
arm shall not cease from slaying Trojans until I have chased 
them back into their city and tested my strength against 
Hector’s.” So saying he rushed in pursuit of the Trojans and 
drove them toward the river. But when they tried to save them- 
selves by leaping into the water, he forgot the river-god’s com- 
mand and sprang in behind them. Then the river grew swollen 
with wrath, churned its turbid waters, and flung the dead on 
the shore with bellow and crash. The torrent clashed against the 
shield of Achilles. He tottered and grasped an elm-tree, but it 
fell uprooted and tore away the bank. And now he raced over 
the field, but the river-god surged after him with wild waves and 
caught up with him, even though he was so fleet of foot. When- 
ever he tried to resist, the waves washed over his shoulders and 
swept the ground from under his feet. Then the hero complained 
to heaven. ^Father Zeus,” he lamented, ‘Vill not one of the im- 
mortals have pity on me and rescue me from this angry river? 
My mother deluded me when she said that I should die by i,he 
shaft of Apollo. Had Hector only slain me, had the strong but 
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killed the strong ! Now it seems I am to die ingloriously, like a 
boy herding swine who wades through a mountain stream in 
winter and is swept away by the turbulent waters.” 

As he moaned and wailed, Poseidon and Athene in the sem- 
blance of mortals came to him, took him by the hand, and com- 
forted him, saying that it was not his fate to drown in the river. 
And before the gods left him, Athene filled him with such strength 
that he bent his knees and bounded out of the water until he 
again stood on dry land. But Scamander still cherished his anger 
and reared to taller and taller crests, calling aloud to Simois, 
his brother. ‘^Come, brother ! Let both of us together tame the 
power of this man, or he will raze Priam^s citadel to the ground 
this very day ! Call the springs from the mountains ; urge on the 
torrents ; lift high your waters and sweep great blocks of stone in 
your tide. Neither his strength nor his armor shall avail him. 
Deep under the flood let him he, with mud and slime for his 
burial mound. I myself shall heap over him shells and pebbles 
and sand, so that the Argives will not even find his bones.” When 
he had spoken, Scamander made for Achilles, churning with foam 
and blood and corpses, and the waves soon towered over the hero’s 
head, for Simois had joined his waters with those of his brother. 

When Hera saw this, she screamed aloud in fear for her 
favorite and then called to Hephaestus : ‘‘My son, dear lame son ! 
Nothing but your fires can cope with the strength of the river. 
Rush to the aid of the son of Peleus ! I myself will rouse the west 
and the south winds from the sea and raise up a blast that will 
fan your flames and utterly consume the Trojans. You, mean- 
while, shall set afire the trees on the bank of the river and flame 
through Scamander himself. Let neither flattery nor threats hold 
you back, for only fire can halt this destruction.” Obedient to 
her words Hephaestus, turned to flame, winged his way over the 
field. First he burned the bodies of the Trojans Achilles had 
slain. Then the field grew dry, and the waters were stopped. On 
the banks the elms, the willows, the tamarisks, and the grass began 
to burn. The eels and other fish grew weak in that fiery breath 
and gasped for fresh water. Finally the river itself was a river 
of flame, and out of the depths Scamander, the god, cried humbly : 
“Blazing god, I do not wish to fight you ! For how am I, after 
all, concerned with the quarrel of the Trojans and Achilles?” 
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So he pleaded, while his waters hissed like fat in a cauldron over 
the fire. And he turned to the mother of gods and implored her: 
*‘Hera, why does your son Hephaestus torment me? Am I more 
at fault than the other gods who come to the aid of the Trojans? 
But I shall be still, if you wish it so, only let him too leave me 
in peace.” 

Then Hera said to her son : “Hold, Hephaestus ! No longer 
shall you beset an immortal god for love of a mortal.’* And the 
god of fire quenched his fiame. Scamander returned to his bed, 
and far away Simois calmed his riotous waters. 


THE BATTLE OF THE GODS 

The other gods were bitterly at odds. Their hearts beat high with 
hatred, and they had at one another until the whole earth clanged 
and the air rang as if with the blare of trumpets. Zeus heard on 
the peak of Olympus, and his heart leaped with delight when he 
saw the immortals rushing at one another in battle. The first 
to advance was Ares, the god of war, who made for Athene with 
his brazen spear, taunting her as he came. “Why, O gadfiy,” he 
called to her, “do you incite gods against gods with stormy in- 
solence? Do you rranember how you spurred on the son of Tydeus 
to pierce me with his lance, how you yourself dealt my immortal 
body a wound with your shining spear? But now, I think, we 
shall settle our accounts !” So he said, and struck her awful aegis 
with his spear. Evading his thrust, she reached for a huge rough 
stone which lay in the field and hurled it at Ares’ neck. He sank to 
the ground with a great clashing of armor, covering seven rods in 
his fall, and his immortal locks were soiled with dust. 

Then Athene laughed and said triumphantly : “O foolish one, 
when you dared to measure your strength against mine, you 
did not stop to think that I am the stronger ! Now feel the full 
force of Hera’s curse, for she is angry that you have withdrawn 
your favor from the Argives and are protecting the haughty 
Trojans.” Thus she spoke and turned from him her radiant eyes. 
He was still gasping. His breath slowly returned, and Aphro- 
dite, daughter of Ze\is, led him out of battle. 

When Hera saw them approaching she turned to Athene. 
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‘^Alas, Fallas !” she said. ‘^Do you see how boldly that softhearted 
goddess of love is leading the ruthless killer out of the turmoil 
of the battle? Go — ^pursue them swiftly !” Pallas Athene stormed 
forward and struck delicate Aphrodite a blow in the breast, so 
that she fell and dragged wounded Ares down with her. 

“Let all who dare help the Trojans fall like these !” exclaimed 
Athene. “If all who fight on my side had acted as I have, we 
should have had peace long ago, and Troy would be nothing but 
a heap of ruins.” When Hera saw and heard this, a smile touched 
her lips. 

Then Poseidon, the Earth-Shaker, spoke to Apollo : “Phoebus, 
why do we hold aloof, now that others have begun to fight? How 
disgraceful it would be if we two returned to Olympus without 
having measured our strength! You shall be first to strike, for 
you are the younger. Why do you hesitate? Have you forgotten 
how much we two, above all other gods, have already endured for 
the sake of Troy? How we served proud Laomedon by building 
the wall, and how he refused to give us our promised reward? 
Surely this must have slipped your memory, otherwise you would 
try to destroy the Trojans as I do and not give aid to the people 
of that crafty king !” 

“Ruler of the sea,” answered Phoebus, “I should be taking 
leave of my senses if, for the sake of mortals who perish lightly 
as the leaves of forest trees, I fought you, a god who commands 
reverence.” So said Apollo and turned away, reluctant to raise 
his hand against his father’s brother. 

Then Artemis, his sister, mocked him, saying contemptuously : 
“Are you fleeing battle at the very outset, Far-Darter, and giv- 
ing easy victory to boastful Poseidon? Then what is the use of 
the bow you carry over your shoulder? Is it only a child’s toy?” 

But Hera was displeased by her jeers. “Because you carry 
a quiver full of arrows on your back, do you venture to try your 
strength against me, shameless one?” she asked. “Better you 
went to the forest to shoot a boar or a stag, then insolently oppose 
the high gods. But since you are so defiant, you shall feel my 
hand.” Thus reproving her, with her left hand she took Artemis 
by the wrists and with her right snatched her quiver from her 
shoulder and beat her about the ears with it while she turned this 
way and that, until the arrows dropped out. Like a timid dove 
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pursued by a falcon, Artemis let lie her shafts and fled weeping. 
Leto, her mother, would have come to her aid, had not Hermes 
lurked close by. But when he saw her he withdrew, saying: ‘Tar 
be it from me to pick a quarrel with you, Leto. For it is dangerous 
to quarrel with a woman whom the Thunderer has given his love. 
And so in the circle of immortals you may brag of having de- 
feated me.” Thus he spoke, and instantly Leto gathered up the 
bow and the arrows where they lay scattered in the dust and 
hastened after her daughter to Olympus. There Artemis, still in 
tears, seated herself on her father’s knee, her dainty robe, fra- 
grant with ambrosia, still trembling with the shaking of her limbs. 
Zeus took her tenderly in his arms and asked: “Who of the gods 
has dared abuse you, sweet child?” 

“Father,” she replied, “it is your wife who has done this to me, 
angry Hera, who incites all the gods to battle.” At that Zeus 
only laughed and patted her cheek. 

But down below, Phoebus Apollo had entered the city of Troy, 
for he feared that the Danai, defying Fate, would tear down the 
wall of the city that very day. The other gods hastened back 
to Olympus, some exulting, others filled with wrath and grief, 
and seated themselves in a circle around the Thunderer, the 
father of them all. 
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ACHILLES AND HECTOS BEFORE THE GATES 

On a high tower of his city stood old King Priam and looked down 
on the mighty son of Peleus driving the fleeing Trojans before 
him, with neither god nor mortal to halt his progress. Lamenting, 
the king came down from the tower and exhorted the guards at 
the wall; “Open the gates and hold them so until aU the fugitives 
have entered the city, for Achilles is pursuing them. As soon as 
our people are inside, lock the double doors, or the fierce son of 
Peleus will invade Troy.” And the guards drew back the bolts, 
the gates flew apart, and a way to safety lay open. 

As the Trojans, covered with dust and parched with thirst, fled 
from the battlefield and Achilles pursued them with his lance 
like a madman, Apollo left the open gates of Troy to come to the 
aid of his wards. He roused the courage of Agenor, brave son 
of Antenor, and enfolded in cloud, stood at his side at the foot of 
the beech tree of Zeus. Thus it came about that Agenor was the 
first of the Trojans to halt, collect his wits, and say to himself, 
full of shame at his flight : “Who is it that is following you? Can- 
not his flesh be wounded with a point of iron P Is he not mortal 
like other men ?” He regained his composure, awaited Achilles, 
held out his shield, and cried to him, brandishing his lance : “Do 
not think you can raze the city of Troy so quickly ! There are still 
those among us who will fight to defend the citadel for their 
parents, wives, and children.” With this he cast his spear, and 
it struck the greaves of the hero at the knee, but rebounded with- 
out harming him. And now Achilles threw himself on his assailant, 
but Apollo carried Agenor ofiF in a veil of mist and, by a ruse, 
kept Achilles from pursuing him. For the god assumed the shape 
of Agenor and ran through a field of barley toward the river 
Scamander. Achilles flew after him, hoping at every step to over- 
take him. Meantime the Trojans hurried through the open gates 
and poured into the city which soon filled to overflowing. No 
one waited for the other ; no one turned to see who was saved or 
who had fallen ; each rejoiced in his own rescue, in his safety be- 
hind the firmly built walls. They cooled their sweating limbs, 
quenched their thirst, and rested on the battlements. 
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But the Achaeans shouldered their shields and thronged 
toward the wall. Of all the Trojans, only Hector had remained 
outside the Scaean Gates, for this was appointed by Fate. 
Achilles was still pursuing Apollo whom he took for Agenor, 
until suddenly the god halted, turned, and said in his divine 
voice: “Why do you dog me so stubbornly, son of Peleus, and 
allow me to make you forget to go after the Trojans? You 
thought you were chasing a mortal, but you are running after a 
god whom you can never slay.” 

At that the scales fell from the eyes of Achilles ; he was vexed 
and cried : “Cruel and tricking god ! So you have lured me away 
from the wall ! Had it not been for you, many a man would have 
bitten the dust before the Trojans entered Ilium. But you stole 
conquest from me and saved them without any danger to their 
ranks, for you are immortal and need have no fear of vengeance, 
much as I should like to avenge myself for what you have done 
to me !” 

And Achilles faced about and flew toward the city like an 
impetuous chariot horse accustomed to victory. The first to see 
him was aged Priam who had again ascended his lookout in the 
tower, and he saw him blaze forth just as the Dog Star, bringing 
draught, glitters in the night sky, foretelling a poor harvest to 
the farmer. The old man beat his breast with his hands and called 
sorrowfully down to his son who was standing outside the Scaean 
Gates, waiting for the son of Peleus : “Hector, will you recklessly 
deliver yourself into the very hands of this murderer who has 
already robbed me of so many of my children? Come into the 
city and defend the men and women of Troy ! Do not increase 
the glory of Achilles by letting him add your death to the tale 
of his numberless victims. Have pity on me, your old father, while 
I still breathe, for Zeus has condemned me to loiter long on the 
uttermost rim of old age and to suffer intolerable grief. Must I 
see my sons slain, my daughters tom from me and made captive, 
the halls of my palace plundered, young children hurled to the 
ground, the wives of my sons carried off ? In the end I too will be 
laid low by a spear or a lance, laid low at the very door of my 
palace, and the very dogs I have reared will mangle my flesh and 
lap my blood.” 

So the old man called from the tower and tore his white hair. 
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Hecuba appeared at his side, and she too wept and cried: 
“Hector, remember that I fed you at my breast. Have pity on 
me ! Drive off that dread hero from behind the wall, but do not 
meet him in front of the gates, for that would be madness !” 

But neither the tears nor the entreaties of his parents could 
turn Hector from his purpose. Motionlessly he waited for 
Achilles and said to himself : “There was a time when I ought to 
have retreated. That was when my friend Polydamas advised me 
to take the Trojan army back into Ilium. Now that so many are 
slain because of my rashness, I fear the men and the women of 
Troy will some day say of me : ‘Hector trusted his strength and 
in so doing delivered up his people !’ Better that I win or die in 
fighting terrible Achilles. Or should I put my shield and helmet 
down on the ground, lean my spear against the wall, meet him 
unarmed, and offer to him Helen, all the treasure Paris took with 
her, and rich stores of gifts besides.? What if I made the princes 
of Troy swear to keep nothing back, to divide our treasures and 
other possessions into two equal parts? But what thoughts are 
these ! I, supplicate him? He would strike me down mercilessly ! 
And how would it look if I went up to him and spoke sweet words, 
like a youth to a maiden ? Better rush toward each other in battle, 
for soon we shall see to which of us two the Olympians will grant 
the victory.” Such were the thoughts which passed through 
Hector’s mind. 


THE DEATH OF HECTOK 

Nearer and nearer came Achilles, awful and splendid as Ares 
himself. On his right shoulder quivered his lance with the shaft 
of ash, and his brazen weapons blazed about him like the rising 
sun. When Hector saw him, he trembled against his will and 
turned toward the gate. But after him flew the son of Peleus, 
even as the hawk swoops on the dove which tries to slip to this 
side and that, but the bird of prey darts straight in ruthless pur- 
suit. So Hector ran along the walls of Troy, along the wagon 
track and past the two bubbling springs of the Scamander, the 
warm and the cold, and on and on. A strong man fled, but a 
stronger followed. In this way they circled the city of Priam 



TALES OF TROT 477 

three times, and from Olympus the gods watched the spectacle 
with anxious hearts. “Weigh this well, O gods !” said Zeus. “The 
hour of decision has come. Shall Hector, who brought us so many 
sacrifices, escape death once more, or fall, brave though he be?” 

And Pallas Athene answered : “Father, what are you saying? 
Would you redeem from death a mortal whom Fate has doomed 
long since? Do as you think best, but you must not expect the 
gods to approve.” 

Zeus nodded to his daughter in token of his willingness to let 
her follow her own counsel, and like a bird she flew down to the 
battlefield from the rocky heights of Olympus. 

There Hector was still fleeing from his pursuer who gained on 
him like a hound on the deer he has startled from its hiding place 
and which he allows neither rest nor escape. And as he ran so 
fleetly, Achilles signed to his men that no one was to aim a missile 
at Hector, for he wanted the glory of being the first and the only 
one to slay the most dreaded enemy of the Argives. 

When for the fourth time they had circled the walls and 
reached the springs of the Scamander, Zeus rose on Olympus, 
held out his golden scales, and placed in them two death lots, one 
for the son of Peleus and one for Hector. Then he held the scales 
in the middle and weighed. Hector’s lot sank low toward Hades, 
and instantly Phoebus Apollo left him. But to Achilles came 
Pallas Athene and whispered: “Stand and compose yourself 
while I go to persuade your enemy to take courage and face you 
in fight.” Obedient to the goddess, Achilles halted and leaned on 
his ashen spear, while she, assuming the shape of Deiphobus, ap- 
proached Hector and said: “Ah! elder brother of mine, how 
relentlessly the son of Peleus besets you! Come, let us make a 
stand and beat him off.” 

Hector rejoiced at sight of his brother and answered: “I al- 
ways loved you better than my other brothers, Deiphobus. But 
now that you have ventured out of the city to goad me on while 
the rest sit behind the walls, I honor and cherish you still more.” 
And Deiphobus, who was Athene, led Hector on to where Achilles 
was resting, and she went before, raising her lance. 

Hector was the first to speak. “I shall not flee from you any 
longer, son of Peleus,” he said. “My heart urges me to confront 
you and fight until I slay you or am slain myself. But let us swear 
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an oath before the gods : if Zeus grants me the victory, I shall 
not abuse you after death, but after I have stripped you of your 
armor I shall give your body back to your people. And you shall 
do likewise.” 

make no covenants !” Achilles replied sullenly. ‘‘As little as 
lions can make friends of men, as little as lambs and wolves can 
live peaceably together, just as little can there be friendship be- 
tween us two. One of us shall sink bleeding to the ground. Muster 
what skill you have. You may cast the spear and fence with the 
sword. But you shall not escape me. For now you shall atone for 
all the grief you have brought my warriors with your weapons.” 
So saying, Achilles hurled his lance. But Hector bent his knees, 
and the missile flew over him and into the earth. Athene took hold 
of it, drew it out, and returned it to Achilles, unseen by Hector. 
And now Hector poised his lance and cast angrily. It struck the 
shield of Achilles but rebounded from the bronze. Then Hector, 
in despair, looked back for his brother Deiphobus, for he had no 
other lance, but Deiphobus was gone. And suddenly Hector knew 
that Athene had tricked him and that his last hour had come. 
Unwilling to sink into the dust ingloriously, he drew his mighty 
sword from the sheath at his hip and, swinging it in his right 
hand, rushed forward as an eagle swoops on a lamb or a hare 
flattened against the earth. The son of Peleus did not wait for 
the thrust. He too swung forward, covering himself with his 
shield. The plumes on his helmet fluttered, and the spear he 
brandished in his right hand was bright as a star. Carefully he 
studied Hector to find a place where he could deal him a wound. 
From head to foot he was protected with the shining armor he 
had taken from Patroclus. There was only one small opening 
where shoulder and neck join at the collarbone. Achilles aimed 
carefully at this vulnerable part of his throat and pierced it with 
such violence that the point came out at the back of his neck. 
But the spear had not cut the windpipe, so that Hector could 
still speak, even though he had fallen, while Achilles jubilantly 
proclaimed that he would leave his body for dogs and birds to 
devour. At that Hector pleaded with him, though his breath grew 
fainter and fainter: “By your life, Achilles, I implore you! By 
your knees, by your parents — do not let the dogs mangle my 
flesh by the ships of the Argives ! Take bronze and gold, as much 
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as you want, but send my body to Troy, that the men and women 
of Priam’s city may heap a pyre for me with due rites !” 

But Achilles scowled, shook his head, and replied; “Do not 
entreat me by my knees and my parents, you who have murdered 
my friend ! No one shall drive the dogs from your flesh, not if 
your countrymen pledged me twentyfold ransom, not if Priam 
gave me your own weight in gold.” 

“I know you,” Hector moaned, dying. “I knew that you would 
be implacable. Your heart is of iron. But you will remember my 
words when the gods avenge me, when at the high Scaean Gates 
you fall from the deadly shaft directed by Phoebus Apollo, 
when you sink into the dust, even as I.” As the last prophetic 
word left his lips, the soul of Hector departed from his body 
and winged its way down to Hades. 

But Achilles shouted after it: “Die! My fate shall befall me 
when Zeus and the other gods decree!” So saying, he drew the 
spear from the body, laid it aside, and stripped slain Hector of 
his bloodstained armor. 

And now from the Argive host many warriors came out and 
admired the stature and face of Hector and how goodly were his 
limbs, and many a one touched him and said : “Strange, how much 
gentler he is now than when he hurled the firebrand into our 
ships !” 

Then Achilles stood up among the Achaeans and said: 
“Friends and heroes ! Now that the gods have permitted me to 
vanquish this man who did us more harm than all the others put 
together, let us approach the city and try to discover whether 
they will surrender the citadel, or dare to offer resistance even 
wiiiiout Hector. But why do I waste time in talking? Does not 
my friend Patroclus still lie unburied by the ships? Let us sing 
the song of victory and bring my friend the victim I have slain 
to avenge his death.” 

With these words, Achilles again bent down to Hector’s body, 
pierced the tendons of both feet between ankle and heel, threaded 
thongs of oxhide through the opening, and made them fast to his 
chariot. Then he leaped in and goaded his horses toward tiie 
ships, letting the corpse trail on the ground. Clouds of dust rose 
about the dragged body, and the head, which only a little before 
had been so fair, drew a furrow through the sand, and the hair 
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was matted and soiled. Looking down from the wall, Hecuba 
beheld her son and core off her shining veil. King Priam too wept 
and made lament, and the city resounded with the cries and 
moans of the Trojans and their allies. In his anger and grief 
the old king could scarcely be restrained from rushing out of the 
Scaean Gates in pursuit of the slayer of his son. He threw him- 
self on the ground and cried: ‘‘Hector, Hector! I forget all my 
other sons whom the enemy has killed in my sorrow for you. Oh, 
had you but died in my arms !” 

Andromache, Hector’s wife, knew nothing of all this, for no 
messenger had come to her, and she thought her husband was still 
within the walls of Troy. Serenely she sat in her chamber and 
embroidered stuff of Tyrian purple in bright colors. She had just 
bidden one of her handmaids set a great tripod on the fire to 
prepare a warm bath for Hector’s return, when she heard moans 
and wails from the tower. Her heart full of dark forebodings, she 
cried: “Alas! I fear that Achilles has cut my husband off from 
his men, for Hector is so brave that he always rushes ahead of all 
the rest.” Her heart beating painfully, she ran through the 
palace, climbed to the tower, and, looking down over the wall, 
saw the horses of the son of Peleus dragging her husband’s body, 
bound to the victor’s chariot, over the plain. Andromache fainted, 
and her kinswomen caught her in their arms. From her head fell 
her precious array, the frontlet and band and the veil Aphrodite 
had given her on her wedding day. When she regained conscious- 
ness, she sobbed and cried in broken tones : “Hector ! Hector ! 
You, ill-fated as I, both of us born to sorrow ! Lonely and sad 
shall I sit in my house, a widow with a little son who has no father, 
who grows up with lowered eyes, his lashes wet with tears. He 
will have to beg among his father’s friends and pull this one and 
that one by the cloak, that he may give him food and drink. And 
sometimes a child whose parents are both living will thrust him 
from the board, saying: ‘Go away! Your father is not at the 
feast !’ And then he will weep and seek refuge with his mother 
who has no husband. For the dogs will devour Hector and the 
worms take what is left. Of what use now are the fine and splendid 
tunics stored in my chests P I shall bum them, for never again 
will they adorn my husband.” So she said weeping, and her 
women joined in her lament. 



THE FUNERAL OF PATROCLUS 


As soon as Achilles reached the ships with the corpse of his foe, 
he laid the body, face downward, in the dust beside the bier of 
Patroclus. The Danai, meanwhile, put off their armor and, by the 
thousands, sat down to the funeral feast. Oxen were slaughtered, 
and sheep, and boars, and the son of Peleus had rich and ample 
fare prepared for the warriors. Only reluctantly did he allow his 
friends to take him from the bier of his friend and lead him to 
the house of Agamemnon. Here a great cauldron of water was 
set over the fire, and they tried to persuade Achilles to wash the 
blood and sweat of battle from his limbs. But he stubbornly re- 
fused and swore a mighty oath : “No, by Zeus on Olympus ! Water 
shall not touch me before I have laid Patroclus on the pyre, 
shaved my head, and heaped him a monument. Now the funeral 
feast shall be held. But tomorrow. Prince Agamemnon, let trees 
be cut in the forest and everything brought which is needed, that 
the fire may swiftly take from us the mournful sight of my friend. 
After that, the men may again turn to war.” The princes let him 
do as he wished and sat down to the meal. Then each went to his 
own house. But the son of Peleus, surrounded by his Myrmidons, 
lay down on the shore of the sea, where the waves had washed 
it clean. 

Long on the stony strand he sighed for his friend who was 
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slain. Whoi at last he fell asleep, the soul of Patroclus came 
to him in a dream. It resembled Patroclus in stature and voice and 
eyes, and the tunic it wore was like his. The form leaned over 
him and said, “Are you asleep? Have you already forgotten me, 
Achilles? You always loved the living, but you are unmindful of 
the dead ! Give me a grave, for I yearn to pass through the gates 
of Hades. Until now I have only wandered near them, for 
phantoms sit there as guards and drive me away. I cannot find 
rest until my body is burned on the pyre. And, my friend, you 
must know that Fate has decreed that you too sheill fall near the 
walls of Troy. Therefore let the grave be so that we, who grew 
up together in your father’s house, may have our bones buried 
side by side in death.” 

“I shall do all you say,” said Achilles and stretched out his 
arms to that shadowy form, but it vanished into earth like mist. 
Achilles leaped up amazed, struck together his hands, and said 
mournfully to his companions : “So it is true that souls live on 
in Hades, for this night I saw before me the soul of Patroclus, 
sad and making lament, but like him in all things!” And his 
words again wakened the yearning of the heroes for him who was 
no more. 

When dawn reddened the sky, Agamemnon bade men and 
mules go forth, Meriones in the lead. The beasts came first, and 
after them men with axes and ropes. Then on the wooded slopes 
of Ida the tallest trees were felled and the wood split and loaded 
on the mules which dragged the trunks down to the ships. And 
the men too carried logs on their shoulders, and on the shore all 
was laid in rows. Now Achilles bade his Myrmidons gird on their 
armor of bronze and yoke the horses to the chariots. Then the 
funeral procession began to move. First in the chariots came 
the princes and warriors with their charioteers, and after them 
followed a vast throng of men on foot. In the midst, his friends 
and comrades bore Patroclus. His body was covered with locks 
ihey had cut from their heads. Following it came Achilles, bow- 
ing his head in his hands, and he was sunk in sorrow. 

When they came to the place Achilles had chosen they set down 
the bier, and a whole forest of trees was heaped for the pyre. 
The son of Peleus stood apart, cut off one of his golden locks, 
gazed into the dark tide of the sea, and said : **0 Spercheus, river 
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of Thessaly, my country, in vain did my father Peleus vow that 
if I returned I should shear my hair for you and offer fifty rams 
at your springs, where your grove stands and your altar. You 
were deaf to his pleading, O river-god ! You will not let me return. 
And so do not be angry with me if I give this lock to Patroclus, 
to carry down with him to Hades.” With these words he put the 
lock in the hands of his friend and said to Agamemnon : “Tell the 
people to disperse and eat their meal, O prince. After that they 
shall mourn and bury my friend.” 

At Agamemnon’s command the warriors went their ways 
among the ships, and only the princes remained. From the trunks 
of the trees which had been felled they built a great pyre, a 
hundred feet square, and with heavy hearts laid the body on it. 
Numberless sheep and homed cattle they flayed beside the pyre, 
heaped the bodies around, and covered the corpse with the fat. 
Against the bier they leaned jars of honey and oil and led four 
living horses to the pyre. They also slaughtered two of the nine 
dogs of Patroclus and then slew with the sword twelve noble 
Trojan youths chosen from among the captives. Thus Achilles 
took terrible vengeance for the death of his friend. 

Then he bade them kindle the pyre, and as they obeyed he 
called to the dead : “May happiness attend you even in Hades, 
Patroclus ! What I pledged you I have fulfilled ! Twelve victims 
have been slain and shall burn on your pyre. Hector alone shall 
not be consumed in the flames. His flesh shall be food for the 
dogs !” He spoke threateningly, but the gods willed otherwise. 
Day and night Aphrodite kept the ravening dogs from the body 
of Hector and anointed it with ambrosia, fragrant as roses, until 
all trace of the dragging had vanished. And Apollo poised a dark 
cloud over the place where he lay, so that the sun might not 
shrivel his flesh. 

And now, though the wood was lit, it would not bum. Then 
Achilles again turned from the pyre and vowed offerings to the 
winds, to Zephyr and Boreas, poured wine for them from a cup 
of gold, and begged them to quicken the sparks to a blaze. Iris 
brought his message to the winds, and with awful clamor they 
stormed across the sea and flung themselves on the pyre. All 
night they roared through the wood and lashed the flame, while 
Achilles never ceaused pouring libations for the soul of his dead 
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friend. When the sky grew saffron with dawn the winds rested, 
the fire died down, and the embers crumbled to ash. In the midst 
of charred wood and cinders lay the bones of Fatroclus, and at 
the uttermost edge the bones of animals and men intermingled. 
At the command of the son of Peleus, the heroes quenched the 
heat of the eishes with red wine. With many tears they gathered 
up the white bones of their comrade, covered them with a two- 
fold layer of fat, and placed them in a golden um which they 
carried to the house of Achilles. Then they measured the place, 
set a foundation of stones where the pyre had been, and heaped 
earth for the burial mound. 

When all was done, the funeral games began. Achilles had 
the Argives assemble and sit in a wide circle. Then he brought as 
prizes tripods, cauldrons, mules, strong oxen, and, arrayed in 
costly robes, women who were trained in crafts, and precious 
gray iron. First came the chariot races. In these he himself did 
not take part, for he had lost his beloved charioteer. But up rose 
Eumelus, son of Admetus, a hero most skilled in the art of driv- 
ing. Then came Diomedes, who yoked the splendid horses he had 
taken from Aeneas. Third was Menelaus with his horse Podargus 
and Agamemnon’s mare Aethe. The fourth to enter the race was 
Antilochus, Nestor’s young son, to whom his father gave advice 
concerning the race. Fifth, Meriones yoked his glossy-flanked 
steeds. Then the five heroes mounted their chariots, and Achilles 
shook the lots to decide in what order they were to stand. First the 
lot of Antilochus leaped from the helmet, then that of Eumelus, 
Menelaus, Meriones, and last that of the son of Tydeus. As 
umpire Achilles chose gray-haired Phoenix, his father’s comrade- 
in-arms. 

All five together raised their goads, called to their horses, 
struck their backs with the reins, and stormed across the plain. 
The dust whirled high under the horses’ hooves, their manes flut- 
tered, and the chariots now rolled on the ground, now leaped 
through the air. Taut and upright stood the drivers, and their 
hearts beat high with longing for victory. As the horses ap- 
proached the end of the course which was near the sea, each 
seemed fleetness itself as it strained toward the goal. The mares 
of Eumelus flew in the van; but hot on their flanks blew the 
breath of Diomedes’ steeds, when suddenly Apollo snatched the 
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goad from the hands of the son of Tydeus, and the speed of his 
creatures lessened. Athene observed the trick, returned the goad 
to the hero, and broke the yoke of Eumelus, so that the mares 
sprang apart and the driver plunged headlong from the chariot 
and doubled up in pain beside the wheel. Past him sped the son 
of Tydeus ; after him Menelaus ; next came Antilochus, urging 
on his horses with panting cries. And then, where the rains had 
washed away the soil, Menelaus stopped his horses, but Anti- 
lochus boldly drove past him. As the Argives watched, trying to 
distinguish the horses and cars through moving clouds of dust, 
Diomedes left the others behind. His chariot, overlaid with shin- 
ing tin and gold, had arrived at the goal. From the necks and 
breasts of his horses sweat poured in streams. And the son of 
Tydeus sprang to the ground and leaned his goad against the 
yoke. His friend Sthenelus took the prizes — ^a fair woman and 
a tripod — and gave them to his comrades to carry away. Then he 
loosed the horses from the yoke. 

After him came Antilochus, and almost at the same moment, 
Menelaus. Somewhat slower, a spear’s throw behind, Meriones 
reached the goal, and last of all injured Eumelus with his dam- 
aged chariot. But though he came last, Achilles wished to give 
him the second prize, because he was the most skilled in driving 
and his misfortune was due to no fault of his own. But Antilochus 
disputed this heatedly. “The second prize is mine,” he said. 
“That beautiful mare is my prize ! If you are sorry for Eumelus, 
surely you have enough gold and bronze, horses and women in 
your house to give him something.” Achilles smiled, awarded the 
mare to his younger friend, and gave Eumelus the magnificent 
breastplate he had seized from Asteropaeus. But now Menelaus 
accused Antilochus of having got in the way of his horses, and 
he bade him swear by Poseidon if this was untrue. Antilochus did 
not dare swear a false oath. He admitted his ruse and led the 
mare he had won over to the son of Atreus. But Menelaus was 
satisfied to let the youth have his mare and accepted the third 
prize, a cauldron. The fourth prize, two talents of gold, fell to 
the share of Meriones, and the fifth, a two-handled bowl, though 
it was unclaimed, Achilles gave to Nestor as a memorial of the 
funeral of Patroclus. 

Next came the boxing match. The prize for the victor was a 
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mule, that for the vanquished, a two-handled cup. When this was 
proclaimed, a tall and mighty man arose, Epeius, son of Fano- 
peus. He put his hand on the mule and cried : “This is mine ! Let 
him who will, have the cup ! But I give him fair warning : my fist 
will shatter his body, and his bones will be crushed !” Silence met 
this grim announcement, but then Euryalus, son of Mecisteus, 
girded himself and faced his opponent ready for the fight. Then 
they raised their arms, fists landed on jaws, and sweat flowed 
from straining limbs. Finally Epeius struck his adversary on the 
cheek, and he fell to the ground like a fish which a wave has flung 
on the sandy shore. Epeius helped him up by the hands, and as 
his friends led him away he spat blood, and his head drooped. 

Next Achilles announced the prizes for the wrestling match: 
for the victor, a great tripod, equal in worth to twelve oxen ; for 
the vanquished, a woman lovely to look at and skilled in handi- 
work. Then Odysseus and Aj ax the Great clasped each other with 
supple arms, and they were as closely interlocked as timbers 
joined by a builder. The sweat poured from them, their bones 
creaked, and their sides and shoulders were marked with bloody 
weals. The Argives were beginning to mutter with impatience 
when Ajax lifted Odysseus from the ground, but he crooked his 
knee and thrust at his opponent, threw him on his back, and fell 
on his chest. But he could move him only very little, and the two 
rolled in the dust. “You have both won !” cried Achilles. “I shall 
give you prizes of equal value.” 

For the foot race to follow, a mixing bowl of silver, delicately 
wrought and so large that it held six measures, was destined for 
the victor. The second to reach the goal was to have an ox, the 
third, half a talent of gold. Ajax, the swift Locrian, Odysseus, 
and Antilochus offered to run. Achilles gave the sign, and Ajax 
stormed ahead. But close to him as the weaving rod to the breast 
of a woman came Odysseus. Ajax felt his breath fanning his 
neck, and all the Danai called encouragement to the fleet runner. 
Whoi they were almost at the goal, Odysseus prayed to Athene 
with all the fervor of his heart And she made his limbs light and 
let Ajax stumble over the filth left over from the sheep and cattle 
which had been slaughtered for Patroclus, and he fell and soiled 
his face. 

The Argives roared with laughter when, a moment later, 
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Odysseus seized the mixing bowl and Ajax, gagging and spitting, 
laid his hand on the ox. Smilingly Antilochus took the third prize 
and said ; “The gods give honor to older men. Ajax is, indeed, 
only slightly older than I in years, but he is of an older line.” 

“It is to your profit that you have spoken words so free from 
envy,” said Achilles, and added half a talent of gold to the prize 
of the handsome youth. 

And now the son of Peleus brought into the circle the beautiful 
lance of Sarpedon, which Patroclus had carried off as spoils, and 
laid it down together with the shield and the helmet. For these, 
two of the bravest heroes were to fight fully armed and receive the 
prize jointly. Achilles was to feast both in his house, and the 
victor was to have a sword, studded with silver, the Thracian 
sword of Asteropaeus. Three times with flashing eyes Ajax, son 
of Telamon, and Diomedes ran at each other with their arms. 
Ajax pierced the shield of the son of Tydeus, but Diomedes aimed 
at his throat. In grave concern for Ajax, the Argives separated 
the two, but it was the son of Tydeus who received the sword. 

Next came the contest with the iron discus which Eetion, king 
of Thebes, whom Achilles slew, had often thrown. Epeius swung 
it and threw, but with so little skill that the Danai burst out 
laughing. Then Leonteus threw, and next mighty Ajax, and 
it flew beyond the mark. But Polypoetes hurled it farther than 
all others, as a herdsman flings his crook over his grazing kine, 
and he bore off the prize. 

Ten double axes and ten hatchets of bluish iron Achilles set 
as prizes for the archers. A pigeon was bound to the mast of a 
ship with a thin cord. Whoever hit the bird was to have the double 
axes. And whoever missed the bird but hit the cord was to have 
the smaller hatchets. Teucer and Meriones cast lots for the first 
shot. Teucer’s lot leaped from the helmet, but because Apollo did 
not favor him, he missed the bird and cut the cord with his 
shaft, so that the pigeon soared into the air. As Teucer watched 
it, vexed and disappointed, Meriones snatched the bow from his 
hands, fitted his arrow to the string, and shot the pigeon through 
the wing, in flight, and this he achieved because he had quickly 
vowed a hecatomb as thank offering to Phoebus. The wounded 
dove perched on the mast; its neck and wings drooped, and a 
moment later it fell down dead. The Achaeans shouted with joy 
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and amazement. Meriones took the axes, and Teucer carried off 
the hatchets. 

Lastly a spear and a cauldron carved with tendrils and flowers 
were brought into the ring as prizes for casting the javelin. First 
Agamemnon, ruler of many peoples, arose, and after him Meri- 
ones. But Achilles said: “Son of Atreus, from watching you in 
battle, we all know how far you excel all others in casting the 
lance, so leave the spear to Meriones and take the cauldron with- 
out competing for it.” Agamemnon consented. He handed the 
lance to the Cretan and took the cauldron. This was the end of 
the games. 



PRIAM VISITS ACHILLES 

When the participants separated, each man ate and slept. Only 
Achilles did not sleep, for he spent the night thinking of the 
friend he had buried. First he lay on his side, then on his back, 
then on his face. Finally he got up and roamed along the shore. 
In the early morning he harnessed his horses, bound Hector’s 
body to his chariot, and dragged him three times around the 
burial mound of Patroclus. But Apollo held his golden aegis over 
the corpse and saved it from being disfigured. Achilles left it 
sprawled on its face in the dust. All the gods on Olympus, except 
Hera, grieved at the sight, and Zeus sent for Thetis, the mother 
of Achilles. He ordered her to go to the Argive camp with all 
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possible speed and tell her son that all the gods, even Zeus him- 
self, were consumed with anger because he was holding Hector’s 
body without ransom. 

Thetis obeyed. She entered the house of her son, came close 
to him, gently caressed his hair, and said: “How long are you 
going to eat out your heart with sorrow and forget food and 
sleep? It would be better if you turned to the pleasures of living 
again, for you will not be on earth for long. Dark Fate already 
lurks at your side. Listen to what Zeus bade me tell you. He and 
all the gods are indignant that you have maltreated Hector’s 
body and are keeping it by the ships. Let it go, my son, let it 
go for a rich ransom.” 

Achilles looked up, fixed his eyes on his mother’s face, and 
answered : “So be it. What Zeus and the council of the immortals 
have resolved must be done. Whoever brings me the ransom shall 
carry away the corpse.” 

While Thetis was with her son, Zeus sent fieet-footed Iris, the 
messenger of the gods, to the city of Priam to announce his 
decision. When Iris reached Troy, she found nothing but wailing 
and weeping. In the court of the palace was Priam in the circle 
of his sons, and their robes were wet with tears. The old man sat 
stiff and still, wrapped in his mantle; his head and shoulders 
were strewn with dust. In their chambers his daughters and the 
wives of his sons loudly lamented the heroes who had been slain. 
Suddenly and softly the messenger of Zeus came up to the king 
and spoke to him in a low voice. A shudder ran through his limbs. 
“Contain yourself, son of Dardanus,” she said. “Do not despair. 
I bring you good news. Zeus has mercy upon you. He bids you go 
to Achilles, bearing rich gifts, with which to ransom the corpse 
of your son. You shall go alone, accompanied by no one except 
one of the older heralds to guide the wagon with the mules and 
bring the body back to the city. You need not fear death or 
dangers of any kind, for Zeus is giving you an escort. Hermes will 
take you to the son of Peleus and protect you while you are with 
him. Besides, Achilles is not so blind as to disobey the gods. He 
will spare the suppliant of his own accord and keep all harm 
from you.” 

Priam had faith in the words of the goddess. He told his sons 
to yoke the mules to the wagon, while he went to the chamber 
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panelled with fragrant cedar-wood, where he kept his treasures. 
He summoned Hecuba there and said to her: ‘‘Zeus sent me a 
message. I am to go to Achilles, to his house near the ships, pro- 
pitiate him with gifts, and so ransom the body of Hector, our 
beloved son. What do you think of this? I myself am most eager 
to go to the ships.” So said the old man, but his wife sobbed and 
replied; “Alas ! Priam, where is your good sense, for which you 
have been famed? You, an old man, go alone to the Argive ships 
and meet the foe who has killed so many of your brave sons ! Do 
you think that false, bloodthirsty wretch will feel pity at your 
sight? Rather let us mourn from afar for our son who, from the 
hour of his birth, was destined to be killed and devoured by dogs.” 

“Do not try to hinder me,” Priam said resolutely. “Do not be 
a bird of ill omen in my house. Though death may await me at 
the ships, let that madman kill me if only I can hold the body of 
Hector in my arms and ease my heart with tears.” Then he 
raised the lids of the chests and selected twelve sumptuous festal 
robes and a like number of tunics and costly mantles. After this 
he weighed out ten talents of gold and took four gleaming caul- 
drons and two tripods. And headded apricelesscup the Thracians 
had given him when he came to them an an envoy. Nothing was 
too much to ransom his cherished son ! He drove away the Trojans 
who wanted to hold him back, and said threateningly: “You 
good-for-nothings ! Have you no griefs at home that you come 
here to add to my sorrow? Is it not enough that Zeus has taken 
my son from me? You will soon find out what it means ! Rather 
would I go to Hades than see the heap of ruins and ashes your 
city will become.” And he drove them out of the hall with his 
scepter. 

Then he turned to his sons. “Cowards!” he cried. “Idlers! If 
only you lay by the ships in Hector’s stead! .All the best and 
bravest are dead. What is left is the scum — ^the bars, the cheats, 
the dancers, who wallow in the fat of the land. Now, this very 
instant, you shall make ready a wagon and lay all these things 
in baskets, so that I can start on my way.” The sons were taken 
aback and afraid of their father’s anger. They yoked the mules 
to the wagon and loaded it with the ransom. Then they harnessed 
the well-groomed, glossy horses to Priam’s chariot and called 
the herald who was to go with him. With heavy heart Hecuba 
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handed the king the golden cup for the libation. A slave ap- 
proached with a basin and pitcher, and when Priam had bathed 
his hands in clean water, he took the cup, stood in the center of 
the court, poured the wine, and raised his voice in prayer to 
Zeus. 

“Father Zeus,” he implored, “ruler of Ida, let the son of Peleus 
show mercy and grace to me. Give me a token, let a bird fly on 
my right, so that I may go to the Argive ships without fear.” He 
had barely finished speaking when an eagle with black wings 
spread wide soared over the city, flying from the right. The 
Trojans hailed the sign joyfully, and full of confidence the old 
man mounted the chariot. In front of him went the four-wheeled 
wagon, heavily loaded, drawn by mules which Idaeus, the herald, 
drove. As Priam touched his horses with the goad and they began 
to move, his people followed him with troubled eyes and wailed as 
though he were going to his death. 

When Priam and his herald were outside the city and passing 
the monument of old King Hus, they stopped to let the horses 
and mules drink at the river. It was evening, and twilight hung 
over the plain. Then Idaeus saw a man standing close by and 
warned Priam. “Look, master,” he said. “We must be cautious. 
See the man over there. I fear he is waiting to kill us. We have 
no arms, and both of us are old. Let us either turn and flee back 
into the city or clasp his knees and beg him to spare us.” The 
king shook with terror, and his hair stood up on his head. And 
now the man approached; it was not a foe, but Hermes, the 
messenger of Zeus, the bringer of help to men, whom the father 
of the gods sends to accompany chosen mortals on their ways. 
Priam did not recognize him, but the god took the old man’s hand 
and said : 

“Where are you driving your horses and mules at dead of 
night when other mortals sleep? Are you not afraid of the angry 
Argives? If one of them saw you taking so many precious 
wares through the darkness, would it not be dangerous for you? 
Do not think for an instant, though, that I shall harm you ! Quite 
on the contrary— I shall protect you from others! All the more 
because you are so very like my own dear father. But tell me, 
are you fleeing and taking all these choice things to an alien land? 
Perhaps you are leaving Troy, now that the city has lost the 



JiSS TALES OF TROY 

bravest of its defenders, Hector, whom no Argive surpassed in 

courage?” 

Priam breathed more freely and tmswered : “Now I see that I 
must be under the protection of a god, for he has sent me a wise 
and gentle companion who speaks tenderly of the death of my 
son. Tell me who you are and the name of your parents.” 

“Polyctor is my father,” Hermes replied. “I am the youngest 
of seven sons, a Myrmidon, a comrade of Achilles. That is how 
I happened to see your son driving the Argives back to their 
ships while we stood by our angry king and admired Hector 
from afar.” 

“If you are a comrade of dread Achilles,” said Priam, full of 
anxiety, “then teU me if my son stiU lies by the ships, or whether 
the son of Peleus has already hacked him to pieces and thrown 
him to the dogs.” 

“He has not,” said Hermes. “Hector still lies in the house of 
Achilles, and no decay has touched his flesh, though this is the 
twelfth morning and though the son of Peleus drags him around 
the grave of his friend at every dawn. You would be amazed if 
you saw him, for his body looks as fresh as if he were alive. All 
his wounds are closed and there is not a bloodstain on him ! Even 
in his death, the gods cherish and tend him.” 

Joyfully Priam reached for the priceless cup which he had in 
the chariot. “Take it,” he said. “In return, give me your pro- 
tection and take me to your master’s house.” Hermes refused 
the cup, as though he hesitated to accept gifts without the 
knowledge of Achilles. But he mounted the chariot beside Priam, 
took reins and goad, and soon they reached the trench and the 
wall. The guards were just having their evening meal, but the 
god lifted his hand, and they sank into deep sleep. A mere touch 
of his fingers and the bolts opened. In this way Priam came 
safely and quickly to the house of AchiUes. 

It loomed high, built of timbers and roofed over with reeds. 
A spacious court was all around it, and this in turn was protected 
by a close-set palisade. A single bolt of pine wood closed the door, 
but it was so heavy that only three strong men could push it 
back or forward. No one but Achilles could handle it alone. But 
Hermes opened the door effortlessly, dismounted, and revealed 
himself as a god after he had advised the old man to clasp the 
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hero’s knees and beseech him by his father and mother. Now 
Priam too dismounted and left the horses and mules in the care 
of Idaeus. He himself went straight into the house and found 
Achilles sitting apart from his comrades. He was resting after 
the meal. The board still stood before him, and only Automedon 
and Alcimus were close by. 

No one noticed the entrance of Priam. He hastened to Achilles, 
clasped his knees, kissed his hands, those terrible hands which 
had slain so many of his sons, and gazed into his face. The son of 
Peleus and his friends regarded him with amazement. And then 
the old man began to plead. “Godlike Achilles,” he said, “think 
of your father, who is as old as I. Perhaps hostile neighbors are 
threatening him and he is as frightened and helpless as I myself. 
Still, day after day, he lives in the hope of seeing his dear son 
once more. But I, who had fifty sons when the Argives came to 
this coast, nineteen of them from one and the same wife, have lost 
most of them in this war, and now you have killed the only one 
who could have saved our city and all our people. That is why 
I have travelled to the ships. I have come to buy the body of 
Hector from you, and I bring immeasurable ransom. Fear the 
gods, son of Peleus, have pity on me, and remember your own 
father! I am worthier of compassion than he, for I have suffered 
what no mortal has suffered, and I press to my lips the hand 
which has slain my children.” So he spoke and aroused in the hero 
longing and sorrow for his father. He gently loosened the old 
man’s clasp ; then Priam, prostrate at Achilles’ feet, shed bitter 
tears for Hector, and Achilles also wept for his father and for 
his friend. The house resounded with lament. 

At last the son of Peleus rose from his seat and raised the old 
man, filled with pity for his gray hair and beard, and said : “How 
much you have suffered, and now, what courage to come alone to 
the Argive ships and into the presence of the man who has killed 
so many of your sons I You must have an iron heart! But come, 
sit down, and let us quiet our grief, though it gnaws at the soul. 
This is the fate decreed by the gods for mortal men, while they 
themselves are free from care. At the door of Zeus stand two'great 
urns. One is filled with disaster, the other with good fortune. He 
to whom the god gives a little of both alternates between unhappi- 
ness and joy. But he to whom Zeus deals nothing but anguish is 
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pursued over all the earth by grief that eats at his heart. To 
Feleus the gods did, indeed, give marvellous gifts, power and 
possessions, and even an immortal to wife. But he was also allotted 
a share of distress, for he has an only son who is destined to die 
yoimg, so that he will not be able to tend his father in his old age. 
And here I am, far from home, fighting before the gates of 
Troy and grieving you and yours, old man. You too were famed 
through the world for the fortune attending your house, you 
and your many sons, but now the Olympians have sent war and 
death to your city. Endure your lot and do not mourn inces- 
santly, for even years of lament will not give you back your 
glorious son.” 

Priam replied: “Favorite of Zeus, do not bid me be seated 
while Hector lies in your house unburied. Let me have him 
quickly, for I long to see him. Accept the rich ransom I have 
brought you, spare me, and return to your native land.” 

Achilles frowned at his words and said: “Do not press me, old 
man. I myself wish to give Hector to you, for my mother brought 
me the message of Zeus. Besides, I know quite well that a god 
must have led you to our ships. For how could a mortal, were he 
ever so young and brave, get by the guards or draw back the bolt 
from the gate? But do not trouble my sad heart still more, or I 
might forget the command of Zeus and fail to spare you, no 
matter how humbly you plead.” 

Priam trembled and was silent. But Achilles leaped from the 
house like a lion, and after him his comrades. They unyoked the 
mules and admitted the herald. Then they took the ransom from 
the wagon, but they left in it two mantles and a tunic, so that the 
body of Hector might be fittingly covered. After this Achilles 
had the corpse washed, anointed, clothed, and laid on a bier. As 
his companions lifted it on the wagon, he called the name of his 
friend and said: “If, in the night of the underworld, you should 
hear that I gave Hector’s body to his father, do not be angry 
with me, Patroclus. He brought no mean ransom, and you shall 
have your share of it.” 

He re-entered the house, seated himself opposite Priam, and 
said : “Your son has been ransomed, as you desired. He lies prop- 
erly clad, and as soon as the sky reddens with dawn, you may 
see him and take him away with you. But now let us eat the eve- 
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ning meal. You will have time enough to lament your son when 
you return to Troy, and he well deserves all the tears you will 
shed for him.” So saying, the hero rose from his seat, hastened 
out, and slaughtered a sheep. His friends flayed it, cut the meat 
into pieces, and roasted them on a spit. Then they sat down at 
the board. Automedon passed each his share of bresid in a basket 
skillfully plaited ; Achilles dispensed the meat, and all satisfled 
their hunger and thirst. Priam watched his host wonderingly, 
for in beauty and strength he was hke the immortals. But 
Achilles too marvelled whenever he looked at Priam’s face, full 
of majesty and command, or heard the wise words he uttered. 
When the meal was over, Priam said : “Now assign me a couch, 
noble Achilles, that I may refresh myself with sleep, for since 
my son died, my lids have not closed, and this is the flrst time I 
have tasted meat and wine.” 

Instantly Achilles bade his handmaids prepare a couch with 
crimson mats and spread it with soft coverlets. The herald had 
a couch of his own. Then Achilles said : “And now lie down and 
sleep, old man. For if you went to your couch later in the evening, 
one of the Argive princes who have the custom of assembling 
in my house might see you prowling through the dark and report 
it to Agamemnon. And he might question my right to dispose of 
Hector’s body as I wish. But tell me one thing more: how many 
days will you spend on the burial of your son? I ask because 
during all that time I shall keep my people from attacking your 
city.” 

“If you permit me to bury my son with all honors,” Priam 
replied, “then allow me eleven days. You know that we live in a 
city and must fetch wood for his pyre from the mountains, and 
that is a long way. We shall need nine days for our preparations. 
On the tenth we shall bury him and hold the funeral feast and 
on the eleventh heap the burial mound. On the twelfth — ^if it must 
be so — ^we shall be ready to fight again.” 

“It shall be as you say,” answered Achilles. “I shall restrain 
my warriors for the number of days you ask.” As he spoke he 
clasped his hand around the old man’s right wrist, in order to 
take from him all fear. Then Priam went to his couch, and 
Achilles lay down in the innermost room of his house. 

All were asleep except Hermes, and he pondered in his mind 
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how he could lead the king of Troy back from the ships unseen. 
At last he went to Priam where he lay asleep, stood at the head 
of his couch, and said: “Old man, is not your sleep among hostile 
men a little too untroubled? They have spared you, it is true. 
They took your rich ransom and consented to give you the body 
of your son. But if Agamemnon and the other Argives knew of 
it, your sons at home would have to ransom you, the living, with 
three times as much.” The old man sat up in alarm and woke the 
herald. Hermes himself yoked the horses and mules and mounted 
the chariot with the king. Idaeus drove the wagon on which the 
body lay. Unnoticed they rode through their enemies, and soon 
the camp of the Achaeans lay behind them. 


hector’s body in troy 

Hermes accompanied the king as far as the ford of the Sca- 
mander. There he left the chariot and soared to the peak of 
Olympus. Priam and the herald went on alone, sighing and 
groaning with grief. It was early morning when they reached 
the city. All were asleep, and no one saw them coming except 
Cassandra. She had climbed to the ramparts of the palace and, 
from afar, saw her father standing in the chariot, saw the herald 
with the wagon drawn by mules, and on it the body of Hector. 
At the sight which met her eyes she began to weep and cried so 
loudly that the silent city rang with her lament: “Come, you 
Trojan men and women ! Here is Hector — alas ! only the body 
of Hector! If ever you rejoiced in him while he was alive and 
returned victorious from the battlefield, then greet him now too, 
now that he is dead !” 

At her call, every man and woman in the city came from his 
house, and the hearts of all were bursting with grief. At the gates 
the people of Troy, Hector’s mother and wife in their van, met 
the herald. Hecuba and Andromache tore their hair and rushed 
toward the wagon to clasp Hector’s head. Weeping throngs sur- 
rounded them, and they would have held the wagon there until 
evening, had not Priam spoken to them from his chariot. “Make 
way and let the mules pass. When the body lies in my palace, 
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you may weep your fill.” The people reverently fell to the right 
and left and let the wagon proceed. 

When it reached the palace of Priam, the body was laid on a 
couch, richly adorned. Singers were called to chant dirges, and 
the women wailed in chorus. Andromache uttered the bitterest 
lament. In the flower of life she stood before the corpse and 
touched his head with her hands. “My husband,” she mourned, 
“you have lost your life and left me behind, a widow with a little 
son, who, I fear, will never grow into a youth. For now that you, 
the defender of our city, the protector of women and children, 
are gone, Troy will be destroyed ! All will be taken captive and led 
to the ships, and I among them. And you, my darling Astyanax, 
will share the disgrace of your mother. Both of us will have to 
work under a harsh lord. Or perhaps an Argive will take you by 
the arm and hurl you from the tower, because your father slew 
his father or brother or son. For Hector did not spare his foes 
in battle ! You have caused your parents bitter grief, and bit- 
terest of all to me. I could not hold your hand as you lay dying. 
You did not give me a single word of farewell, a word of wisdom 
which night and day I might have treasured in my heart with 
fond memories and tears.” 

After Andromache, Hecuba spoke. “Hector,” she lamented, 
“my cherished son ! The gods too loved you, for they did not 
forget you in the cruel death you suffered. You were slain with 
the sword and dragged over the ground, and yet you look un- 
harmed, as if an arrow from Apollo’s silver bow had struck you, 
swiftly and mercifully.” So she spoke, comforting herself and 
shedding many tears. 

Then Helen spoke. “Hector,” she cried, “you were dearest to 
me of all my husband’s brothers. Twenty years have passed since 
Paris took me from my native land, and in all that time I never 
heard a harsh word from your lips. It is true that King Priam 
was also gentle with me, but when anyone else in the house, a 
brother or sister of my husband, his mother or the wife of one 
of his brothers reproached me, it was you who calmed their 
anger, you who always smoothed my way. In you I^have lost a 
helper and a friend. Now everyone will turn from me in disgust. 

So .he .poke weeping, md .11 the eoontl^ people her 
sighed. But now Prim r.i«d hi. voice idio.e the throng of 
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mourners. “Fetch wood for the pyre, Trojans,” he ordered. “And 
be careful not to fall into an ambush, for Achaeans may be lurk- 
ing in wait for you, even though the son of Feleus promised me 
that no harm would come to us for eleven days.” 

The people quickly obeyed. They harnessed oxen and mules 
to their wagons, and aU assembled before the city. For nine days 
they fetched wood from the forested mountain slopes. On the 
tenth morning Hector’s body was carried out with loud lament. 
They laid it on the pyre and set it aflame. And all the people stood 
about and watched it bum to the ground. Then they quenched 
the glowing ashes with wine, and the brothers and comrades-in- 
arms of the dead gathered his white bones from among the ashes, 
wrapped them in cloths of soft crimson stuff, put them in a golden 
chest, and lowered this into a grave. Blocks of stone were laid 
on it, and a burial mound heaped over these. All the while men 
kept watch, for fear the Argives might suddenly attack and 
disturb the rites. When the earth was piled high over the grave, 
the people returned to the city, and a solemn feast for the dead 
was held in Priam’s palace. 


FEMTHKSILEA 

When Hector’s burial was over, the Trojans again stayed behind 
their walls, for they feared the impetuous strength of the son 
of Peleus and shrank from going anywhere near him, like oxen 
that balk and shy away from the den of a mountain lion. The 
city still resounded with lament for the hero who was dead, and 
the anguish of the people was as great as though Troy itself 
were already burning with the firebrands of the conqueror. 

In the midst of all this grief and terror, help came to the be- 
sieged from an unexpected quarter. From the region around the 
river Thermodon in Pontus, Penthesilea, queen of the Amazons, 
arrived with a small group of her warrior women to aid the Tro- 
jans in their war. She had embarked on this enterprise partly 
because she had that love of danger and battles peculiar to the 
Amazons, and partly because she was guilty of a crime she had 
committed unknowingly, and which had lessened the esteem she 
commanded among her people. For once, on a hunt, when she had 
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aimed her spear at a stag, she had killed her own beloved sister 
Hippolyte. And now the Furies pursued her wherever she went, 
and no offering she had made so far had appeased them. She 
hoped that an expedition pleasing to the gods would end her 
disgrace, and so she had left for Troy with twelve chosen com- 
panions, all of whom shared her thirst for strife and danger. 
But compared with Penthesilea these companions of hers, lovely 
though they were, seemed like slaves. As the radiance of the moon 
dims the light of the stars, so greatly did she outshine her maidens 
in beauty and splendor. She was glorious as the goddess of dawn 
when, with the Hours about her, she leaves the heights of Olympus 
and floats to the rim of the earth. 

When the Trojans looked down from their walls and saw 
Penthesilea, strong and yet delicately made, clad in brazen armor 
and gleaming greaves, approaching at the head of her women, 
they streamed together from all sides. And when the little train 
drew nearer, they marvelled at the beauty of the queen, for in her 
face majesty and charm were curiously blended. Her lips smiled, 
and under her long lashes her eyes were shining and young. Her 
rosy cheeks looked girlish, but her features were more spirited 
than a girPs, lively and afire for action. At sight of her, the 
Trojans forgot their despair and shouted with delight. Even 
Priam’s heart was gladdened when he saw Penthesilea, and he 
felt like one who has been in darkness for a long time and now 
sees the longed-for light. But his joy was dulled by the memory 
of the many sons he had lost. He conducted the queen to his 
palace, honored her as though she were his own daughter, and 
received her as a cherished guest. At his command priceless gifts 
were spread out before her, and he promised her even more, 
should she succeed in saving Troy. 

Then the Amazon queen rose from the seat of honor to which 
the king had bidden her and dared swear an oath which no other 
mortal would have dreamed of taking. She pledged the king the 
death of godlike Achilles. She and her women, she said, would 
destroy the Argives ; their firebrands would eat their way through 
all the enemy ships. In ignorance and folly Penthesilea swore this 
oath, for she did not yet know the terrible arm of peerless 
Achilles. When Andromache, Hector’s widow, heard her words, 
she thought to herself: ‘Toor creature! You do not know what 



you have said, or what, in your pride, you are venturing upon. 
How could you have the strength to overcome that hero? You 
are out of your mind ! You do not even see Death who already con- 
fronts you. Hector, my husband, was honored by his people as 
though he were a god, and yet the son of Peleus pierced his neck ‘ 
with the spear. Oh, that earth would open to devour me !” • 

These things Andromache said to herself. Meantime the day 
was drawing to a close. Penthesilea and her retinue were served 
with food and drink and shown to the couches prepared for them. 
The Amazon queen soon fell fast asleep. And then, at Athene’s * 
command, she had a dream sent to hasten her destruction. Ares, 
her father, appeared to her and urged her to battle with Achilles 
as soon as possible. At his words her heart leaped in her breast, 
and she thought that on that very day she would accomplish what 
she had sworn to Priam. She woke, sprang from her couch, and 
girt on the shining armor Ares himself had given her. She 
fastened the golden greaves to her legs and donned the glittering 
cuirass. Across her shoulder she slung her sword in its scabbard 
of silver and ivory. Then she took her shield, bright as the moon 
when it rises from the mirror of the sea, and set on her head her 
helmet with its crest of yellow gold. In her left hand she held 
two spears and in her right a double axe which she had received 
from the goddess of discord. When she stormed out of the palace, 
slender and dazzling in all her array, she looked like a flash of 
lightning flung to earth from Olympus. 


TALES OF TROY 501 

Jubilant and eager she ran to the wall and urged the Trojans 
to fight and win glory for themselves and their city. At her call, 
men who had not dared face dread Achilles quickened with new 
courage and prepared for battle. But Penthesilea herself, im- 
patient for the onslaught, leaped on her beautiful horse, fleet 
as the harpies. The wife of Boreas, king of Thrace, had made 
her a gift of it. Her women also mounted their horses and fol- 
lowed her to the field. Many battalions of Trojan warriors ac- 
companied them. King Priam, who had remained behind in the 
palace, raised his hands to heaven and prayed to Zeus : “Today, 
O father Zeus, let the Achaeans roll in the dust before the 
daughter of Ares, but guide Penthesilea herself safely back to 
my city. Do this in honor of Ares, your mighty son ! Do it for 
love of her who sprang from a god and is herself so like an im- 
mortal. And do it for my sake too, for I have suffered much and 
lost so many of my sons to the Argives. Do it while some are 
left of the noble line of Dardanus, while the ancient city of 
Troy still stands!” But hardly had he finished when an eagle 
screamed at his left. With powerful strokes of his mighty pinions 
he cut the air, holding in his talons a mangled dove. At this evil 
omen the old man shuddered and gave himself up to despair. 

In the meantime, the Argives, to their great surprise, saw the 
Trojans whom theyhad come to regard as cowards rush forward 
like beasts of prey who run from the mountains to throw them- 
selves on the herds grazing in the valley. Full of astonishment 
one said to the other: “Who can have ralUed the Trojans? Since 
Hector’s death they seemed to have lost all heart to fight us. It 
must be a god who had pity on them ! But we too have gods on 
our side ; we have kept the enemy at bay up to now, and we shall 
fend them off today as.well.” With this they seized their arms and 
swept from the ships to the battlefield. And now with clang and 
clatter of shields and spears the fight began, and soon there was 
blood underfoot. Penthesilea and her women raged among the 
Argive warriors. She herself slew Molion and seven others. But 
when the Amazon Clonia felled Menippus, the friend of mighty 
Podarces, he became infuriated and pierced her hip with his 
lance. Penthesilea slashed at his hand with her sword, but she was 
too late to save her friend. And now Fortune favored the Argives. 
Idomeneus dealt a death blow to Bremusa. Meriones slew 
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Euandra and Thennodoa. Derione died from a wound inflicted 
by Ajax, son of Oileus. The son of Tydeus killed Alcibia and 
Derimachia at the same instant, for his sweeping swordstroke cut 
both their heads from their shoulders. When they luid done with 
the women, they turned to the Trojans. Sthenelus slew Cabirus 
of Sestos, but himself escaped death, for the arrow Paris aimed 
at him missed. The ruthless Fates guided its flight to a fellow 
.^give, to Euenor of Dulichium. His death roused Meges, the 
leader of the Dulichians, son of King Phyleus, to grief and fury. 
Like a lion he sprang at the Trojans and slew two of their bravest 
allies, Itymoneus and Agelaus of Miletus, and as many others 
as his spear could reach. 

But Penthesilea was still unhurt and fought so fiercely that 
the Argives retreated before her thrusts. Drunk with success she 
called to them : “Today, you dogs, you shall atone for the suffer- 
ing you have inflicted on Priam ! Beasts and birds shall feed on 
your rotting flesh. Not one of you shall ever see his wife and 
child again, and no burial mound will be heaped above your 
bones. Where is Diomedes ? Where is Ajax, son of Telamon ? And 
where is the son of Peleus, where is Achilles ? The best in your host 
do not dare measure their strength against mine ! And why.** Be- 
cause they know that I should make corpses of them !” When she 
had spoken these arrogant words, she went on fighting, full of 
contempt for her foes. Now she wielded the axe, now the lance, 
or she reached for her quiver full of arrows, which her swift horse 
carried for her. In her wake came the sons of Priam and the best 
among the Trojans. At first the Danai could not stand against 
this massed attack. They fell like leaves in the wind or drops of 
rain ; the field was covered with their bodies, and the horses of 
I the Trojan war chariots trod them underfoot as if they were 
j threshing grain. The Trojans felt as though an immortal had 
, come from heaven to help them curb their foes, and they gave 
themselves up to foolish joy, to the belief that they had already 
vanquished the Argives. 

But the clash and cry of battle had not yet reached mighty 
Ajax or Achilles, the son of a goddess. Both were far away, at 
the grave of Patroclus, and were letting their thoughts dwell on 
their slain friend. For such was the will of Fate who had ap- 
pointed a few hours of brilliant victory for the Amazon queen, 
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so that she might die wreathed in glory. The women of Troy stood 
on the walls of their city and acclaimed the deeds of Penthesilea. 
One of them, Hippodamia, the wife of Tisiphonus, was sud- 
denly infected with the desire to fight. “My sisters,” she cried 
to those about her, “why do we not fight like our men ? Why do 
we not defend our city and our children? We are not so much 
weaker than the youths of Troy. Our eyes are just as keen, our 
knees as supple as theirs. Light and air and food we share with 
them. Why should we not share their battles as well? Look at 
that woman in the field ! She looms above all the men. And she 
does not even belong to our line, but is fighting for a king not 
her own, for a city which is not her home. Yet see how savagely 
she mows down her opponents ! Now, if we fought, it would be 
for our own welfare and to avenge the wrong done to our own 
people. Is there a single one of us who has not lost a father, a 
husband, a child, a brother, or a near kinsman? And if our men 
are defeated, what awaits us but serfdom? So let us not loiter 
here a moment longer. Rather die than be carried off as spoils 
with our little children, when our husbands are killed and the city 
has gone up in flames !” 

Thus spoke Hippodamia, and at her words all the women 
burned with the zeal to fight. They tossed aside their wools and 
their weaving, scattered like a swarm of bees, and girded them- 
selves with whatever weapons they found in their houses. And 
all would have died, victims of ill-considered enthusiasm, had not 
Hecuba’s sister, Theano, the wife of Antenor, she who was wiser 
than the rest, opposed their headstrong ardor. She tried to 
reason with them : “What folly !” she cried as they prepared to 
stream through the gates. “You think you can fight the Achaeans, 
fight men practiced in the use of weapons, in the art of war? 
How can you even dream of competing with them ! You have not 
been trained to fight like the Amazons ! You have not learned to 
handle horses and to excel in the other occupations of men. And 
besides, Penthesilea is the daughter of the war-god, and you the 
children of ordinary mortals. That is why you must keep to the 
life of woman, shun the battlefield, stay in your houses, and ply 
the spindle. Leave war to our men. They are still imconquered! 
They are still defending Troy. Things have not come to such 
a pass that they need help from their wommfolk.** 
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With her wise words, aged Theano gradually succeeded in 
ealming the excited women. Reluctantly they returned to their 
lookout on the wall and contented themselves with watching the 
battle from afar. Penthesilea fought untiringly, and the Argives 
fled from her and scattered here and there, some fully armed, 
while others had thrown their weapons to the ground. Horses and 
chariots, deprived of their charioteers, blundered in all direc- 
tions. The groans of the wounded and the screams of the dying 
resounded over the field, for the spear of the Amazon queen dealt 
death wherever she appeared. 

Nearer and nearer the Trojans came to the Argive camp. 
They had reached the ships and were about to burn them when 
Ajax, son of Telamon, at last heard the roar of battle. He 
raised his head from the burial mound of Patroclus and said to 
Achilles: “I hear the clash of arms and a confused din as if a 
battle were being waged nearby. Let us go to fend off the Tro- 
jans, for we want to keep them from our camp and from burning 
the ships!” Achilles roused himself at his words and listened, 
and now he too heard the clatter and the cries. Quickly the two 
girt on their shining armor and hurried toward the sounds. 

A tremor of hope quickened the broken ranks of the Argives 
when they saw the bravest of their heroes running toward them. 
Ajax and Achilles threw themselves wholeheartedly into the 
battle. They divided the work between them : Ajax slew the Tro- 
jan leaders, while Achilles set upon the Amazons. Four of these 
quickly fell before his onslaught. Then both stormed against the 
bulk of the enemy army with united strength; soon the ranks 
of the foe showed great gaps, and those who remained were 
thrown into confusion. 

When Penthesilea saw this, she ran to meet Ajax and Achilles 
as furiously as a panther rushes at the hunters. But they only 
stretched until their brazen armor creaked, and brandished their 
lances. The Amazon chose Achilles as her first target and hurled 
her spear at him, but it rebounded from his shield and splintered. 
And now she aimed her second lance at Ajax and called to both: 
“Even though I missed at the first throw, my second shall drain 
strength and life from the two of you who boast of being the 
strongest in the Argive host. Soon you will discover that a woman 
can do more than both of you put together I” Her words did little 



more than amuse the heroes, hut her lance grazed the s3ver 
greaves of Ajax. Much as she would have liked to revel in his 
blood, she had not even scratched the skin, for the metal repelled 
her weapon, and it glanced ofiF. Ajax did not deign to notice the 
Amazon, but rushed at the Trojans, leaving Penthesilea to 
Achilles, for he never doubted that his friend could slay her 
unaided, as easily as a hawk kills a dove. 

When Penthesilea saw that her second throw had also failed, 
she heaved a great sigh, but Achilles measured her with his glance 
and called to her; “Tell me, woman, how did you summon cour- 
age to confront us, the most powerful heroes on earth, sprung 
from the blood of the Thunderer himself, us, before whom Hector 
trembled and fell? You must be mad to threaten us with death, 
for your own last hour is come.” With these words he cast the 
lance which Chiron, his teacher, had made for Peleus, the lance 
which never missed its mark. It struck the Amazon above the 
right breast; the dark blood gushed from the wound, and her 
strength failed her. The axe fell from her hand, and her eyes 
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dimmed. But with a great effort she retained consciousness and 
looked straight at her enemy, running toward her to drag her 
from her horse. For a moment she hesitated whether to draw her 
sword and defend herself, or dismount and buy her life from the 
victor with gold and bronze. But Achilles left her no time to 
decide one way or the other. In his bUnd rage at her pride, he 
pierced horse and rider with one mighty thrust. And she slipped 
down in the dust, impaled on the spear, quivering and leaning 
back against her horse which also lay dying. She was like a 
slender pine which the north wind has broken. 

When the Trojans saw that she had fallen, they retreated to 
their city, lamenting her death as if she had been one of their 
own kinswomen. But the son of Peleus cried exultantly: “Lie 
there, poor creature, where dogs and birds can feed on your flesh ! 
Who set you on to fight with me? Priam probably promised you 
priceless gifts as a reward for slaying Argives. But your reward 
was quite different from what you expected!” So he said and 
drew the spear from her body and the horse’s, and one last shud- 
der ran through both. Then he took off her helmet and looked at 
the face of the foe he had slain. Although it was stained with dust 
and blood, her features were noble and lovely even in death, and 
the Achaeans who stood around the body marvelled at her great 
beauty ; she looked like Artemis, sleeping after the heat of the 
chase over the wooded mountain slopes. Achilles could not take 
his eyes from her lips and brow. He grew more and more sorrow- 
ful, for he was struck by the thought that, instead of slaying, he 
should have taken her to wife and brought her back with him 
to Phthia. 

But Ares, Penthesilea’s father, was more than all others sad- 
dened by her death. Swift as lightning and with the roar of 
thunder he descended from Olympus fully armed and strode 
across the peaks and chasms of Mount Ida. The heights and 
valleys shook beneath his tread. And he would have brought sure 
destruction to the Argives had not Zeus warned him off by un- 
leashing a tempest over his head. Through the howl of the gale 
and the booming in the clouds. Ares recognized the voice of the 
father of gods, the friend of the Danai, and stopped halfway to 
the battlefield. He stood here irresolute, not knowing whether to 
return to Olympus, or, in defiance of Zeus, to stain his hands with 
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the blood of Achilles. But he remembered how many of his sons 
Zeus had killed for rebelling against his command, and how even 
he, the war-god, had not been able to save them from death. So 
he thought better of it, for he had no wish to be silenced forever 
by lightning and hurled down to the underworld to bear the 
Titans company. 

In the meantime, many Achaeans had crowded around the 
body of Penthesilea and began to strip her of her arms. But 
Achilles stood by silently, he who had been willing to leave her 
exposed to dogs and birds only a short time ago. With aching 
grief he looked down at her, and the anguish in his heart was as 
bitter as his mourning for Patroclus, his friend. 

Among the Argives who had thronged to the spot was ugly 
Thersites who now began to taunt the son of Peleus. ‘‘What a 
fool you are,” he exclaimed. “A fool to regret the death of this 
woman who pursued us and brought misfortune with her. You 
are a weakling, a lover of women, to stand there filled with regret 
and longing for her beauty. It should have been her lance that 
slew you in battle, you who never have enough, who think that 
all women must fall to your share !” When Achilles heard such 
words from the lips of so wretched a man, he was filled with 
uncontrollable fury. With his bare fist he struck Thersites on 
the cheek so hard that his teeth flew out of his mouth, a stream 
of blood gushed from his throat, and he doubled up on the ground 
and breathed his last. Not one of all those who watched was sorry 
for him, for his only business had been to make mock of others, 
though both in the field and in council he had proved himself a 
coward and a fool, over and again. Achilles voiced the feeling of 
all when he said : “Here you shall lie, here in the dust, and forget 
your folly. For it is folly for a base man to place himself on a 
level with his betters. Just as you sneered at me now, you sneered 
at Odysseus before me, only that he was too generous to punish 
you. But now you have learned that the son of Peleus cannot be 
taunted with impunity. Go now, and mock the shadows in Hades.” 

In the entire Argive army there was only one who was galled 
at the death of Thersites : Diomedes, son of Tydeus, and he was 
angry because the dead man was of his own blood, for his grand- 
father Oeneus and the father of Thersites had been brothers. 
This was why Diomedes blazed with wrath at the son of Peleus. 
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He would have raised his sword against hiniy had not some of 

the noblest among the Achaeans intervened. 

Out of pity and admiration for the slain Amazon queen, the 
sons of Atreus granted Priam’s request to surrender her body to 
him, so that he might bury her bones with all honors in the tomb 
of King Laomedon. Before the city the king of Troy had a great 
pyre heaped for her and laid the corpse on it, and many splendid 
gifts besides. Then he lit the pile of wood, and the flames darted 
up. When the body was consumed, the Trojans quenched the 
fire with fragrant wine. Then they collected her bones, put them 
in a precious chest, and in solemn procession bore this to the tomb 
of King Laomedon which was situated near one of the towers of 
the city. With her they buried her twelve women who had fallen 
in battle. 

The Argives also buried their dead and mourned them, above 
all Podarces who had now followed his brother Protesilaus whom 
Hector had slain. His burial mound was heaped apart from the 
rest; it loomed so high that it was a landmark visible far and 
wide. Last of all they buried Thersites and then returned to their 
ships, full of gratitude to mighty Achilles who again had proved 
himself the rescuer of his people. When night came the noblest 
of the heroes banqueted in the house of the sons of Atreus, and 
the other Argives too feasted in the camp and then slept until 
dawn reddened the sky. 


MEMNON 

When the sun rose over Troy it shone on a troubled city. On the 
ramparts were the Trojans, keeping anxious watch, for they 
feared that at any moment the victor might come, set ladders 
against the walls, and bum up the town. Then an old man by the 
name of Thymoetes rose in. the council and said : “Friends ! In 
vain have I tried to think of some way to ward off destraction. 
Now that Hector has died at the hands of indomitable Achilles, 
I believe that even if a god fought on our side he would fall in 
the fight. Did not the son of Peleus kill the Amazon, before whom 
the other Argives trembled? And this in spite of the fact that she 
was so strong and gallant that all of us took her for a goddess 
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and rejoiced at the mere sight of her ! And so we must consider 
whether it might not be best for us to leave this unfortunate city, 
which is doomed to destruction, and settle elsewhere, in some safe 
place which the vengeful Danai could not reach.” 

So said Thymoetes. Then Priam rose in the assembly and 
answered him. “You, my friend,” he said, “and all you Trojans 
and allies: let us not give up our beloved city and face even 
greater dangers than here by trying to fight our way through the 
foes who surround us on all sides. At least let us wait until 
Memnon comes, Memnon the Ethiopian, from the land of black 
men. He is already on his way to bring us help with a countless 
host. Much time has passed since I dispatched a messenger to 
him. Wait just a little longer. For even if we all should die in 
the battle for our city that would be better thsui leading a poor 
and inglorious life among strangers.” 

And now Polydamas intervened between these two who held 
such opposing views. He was both shrewd and deliberate and ex- 
pressed his opinion in well-chosen words. “I shall be glad to see 
Memnon. But I fear that he and all the men he brings with him 
will fall in our behalf and only plunge us into still greater distress. 
All the same, I do not believe we should leave the land of our 
fathers. My suggestion is that even at this late day we surrender 
the cause of the whole war — ^Helen and everything she brought 
with her from Sparta ! Let us give her back to the Argives before 
they divide all our possessions between them and set fire to our 
city.” 

In their hearts the Trojans agreed with these words and 
applauded them, but they did not dare contradict their king 
openly. Paris however, Helen’s husband, accused Polydamas, the 
well-wisher of the Argives as he called him, of rank cowardice. 
“The man who gives such counsel,” he said, “would be the first 
to flee in battle. Think well, Trojans, if it is really wise to follow 
the counsel of such as he.” 

Polydamas knew very well that Paris would not relinquish 
Helen and would rather rouse the army to revolt, rather die than 
renounce her. So he said nothing in reply, and all the assembly 
sat in silence. While they were still sunk in thought, news came 
that Memnon was approaching. The Trojans felt like sailors 
when, after a storm which promised sure death, they see the stars 
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shining in the sky once more. But King Priam was gladdest of 
all, for he did not doubt that with the aid of the Ethiopians, the 
Trojans would succeed in burning the Argive fleet. 

So when Memnon, the son of Eos, arrived, the king honored 
him and his men with precious gifts and festive banquets. And 
the hearts of the Trojans grew lighter as they talked of the 
deeds of their fallen heroes. Memnon, on his part, told them about 
his immortal parents, Tithonus and Eos, about the boundless 
sea and the ends of the earth, the rising of the sun and the long, 
long way he had journeyed from the shores of the ocean to the 
peaks of Ida and the city of King Priam, and all the adventures 
of travel which he had met boldly and well. It cheered Priam to 
listen to him. Full of friendly warmth he seized his hand and said : 
‘‘Memnon, how I thank the gods for having let me, an old man, 
live to see you and your army, and to entertain you in my palace ! 
You, more than any other mortal, are like the gods, and that is 
why I am confident that you will slaughter our foes.” And the 
king lifted his golden cup and drank to his new ally. 

Memnon marvelled at the beautiful cup, the work of Hephaes- 
tus, an heirloom passed from one Trojan king to his son. Then 
he replied : “It would not be proper for me to boast at the feast 
and to make too-confident promises. So I shall not give you my 
answer now but enjoy this banquet in peace and think over the 
preparations which are necessary for our enterprise. It is in 
battle that a man must show his valor. Let us retire early and 
sleep, for too much wine and a giddy night would be an ill begin- 
ning for the fight which awaits us.” With this he rose from the 
board, and Priam was careful not to urge him to stay. The other 
guests followed Memnon^s example. 

Now, while mortal men were asleep, the gods were still feasting 
in the palace of Zeus and discussing the war of Troy. Zeus, son 
of Cronus, who saw the future as clearly as the present, was the 
last to speak. “It is useless to concern yourselves, some for the 
Argives, others for the Trojans ! For you will see countless men 
and horses fall on both sides. And though one or the other of you 
may have the welfare of this or that hero at heart, do not dream 
of coming to me and pleading for a son or a friend, for the god- 
desses of fate are just as implacable toward me as toward you !” 

Not one of the immortals dared contradict the father of gods. 
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Silently they left the feast. Each went to his own house and threw 
himself sadly on his couch until at last Sleep had pity on the 
gods as well as on men. 

The next morning Eos rose in the sky reluctantly, for she too 
had heard the words of Zeus and divined the fate in store for her 
son. Memnon had wakened early. The stars were just paling 
when he shook sleep — ^his last on earth — from his lashes and 
leaped from his couch impatient to fight the Argives. Trojans 
and Ethiopians girt on their armor, and like a train of dark 
clouds driven by the wind the battalions streamed out of the gates 
and into the field. The whole road was jammed with a moving 
throng, and their feet stirred up the dust. 

The Achaeans saw them coming and were amazed. In great 
haste they too seized their weapons and came forward from the 
ships, Achilles, in whom they placed their trust, in the center. 
Erect and proud he stood in his chariot, like the thunderbolt in 
the hand of Zeus. But in the middle of the Trojan army, no less 
proud and menacing than Achilles, came Memnon, and he re- 
sembled Ares himself. Round about him were his many men, all 
of them obedient to his word and eager to begin the fight. The 
hosts were like two seas which rolled toward each other and 
clashed wave on wave. Swords hissed through the eur, spears 
whirred, and battle cries mingled with the moans of the dying. 
Trojan after Trojan fell from the thrusts of Achilles who raged 
like a tempest which tears up trees by the roots and topples 
houses and walls. But Memnon also sowed destruction among 
the Acha«ans. He slew two comrades-in-arms of Nestor, and 
now he was close to the old man from Pylos himself and would 
have slain him, for one of his horses had been wounded by an 
arrow from the bow of Paris; this slowed the chariot just as 
Memnon came running with lifted lance. In alarm Nestor called 
to his son Antilochus, and his cry was heard. Quickly Antilochus 
came, placed himself in front of his father, and cast his spear at 
the Ethiopian. He sprang to one side, and the missile hit Ethops, 
his friend, the son of Pyrrhasus. At that, Memnon rushed at 
Antilochus like a lion at a boar. The youth hurled a stone at his 
assailant, but it bounded back from his helmet. And now Mem- 
non’s lance pierced him to the heart, and Antilochus bought his 
father’s rescue at the cost of his own life. 



When the Achaeans saw him fall, they were deeply distressed, 
but his father grieved most bitterly because it was for his sake 
that his son had been killed before his very eyes. But he had 
enough presence of mind to call Thrasymedes, one of his other 
sons, to drive the murderer away from his brother’s body. Above 
the din of battle he heard the call, and Phereus went with him. 
Memnon was so sure of himself that he let them come quite close. 
All the spears they hurled at him flew past his armor, on which 
his mother Eos had laid a spell. They did, indeed, reach a target, 
but never that at which they were aimed. While they were 
striking down other enemy warriors,- Memnon began to strip 
Antilochus of his armor, and the Argives circled their slain com- 
panion, just as howling jackals prowl about the stag which the 
lion is tearing. When Nestor saw that their efforts were in vain, 
he groaned aloud, called to other friends, and even dismounted 
from his chariot in a desperate attempt to save the body of his 
son. But when Memnon saw him, he met him reverently, as 
though he were his own father. “Old man,” he said, “for me to 
fight you would not be fitting. From a distance I took you for 
a young warrior, and that is why I aimed my lance at you. Now 
I see that you are far older than I thought. Leave the battlefield, 
for my heart rebels against striking you down into the dust 
beside your son. As for you, men would call you a fool for daring 
so unequal a combat.” 

But Nestor replied: “What you have just said, Memnon, is 
untrue. No one in the world would say ‘fool !’ to the man who 
fights for the body of his son, who tries to drive the cruel slayer 
from it. Oh, had you only known me when I was young! Now, 
to be sure, I am like an old lion which every dog can keep from 
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the herd. But you will see that I c«in still hold my own with many 
a man, that my old age forces me to yield only to the hardiest.” 
Thus said Nestor and retreated, leaving his son on the ground. 
Thrasymedes and Phereus went with him, and now Memnon and 
his Ethiopians forged ahead unhindered, and the Argives fled 
before their thrusts. 

Nestor turned to Achilles. “Protector of the Argives !” he ad- 
dressed him. “See, there lies my son — dead. Memnon has taken 
his weapons. Soon the dogs will tear his flesh. Come and help ! 
For the only true friend is he who defends the body of his slain 
comrade.” Achilles listened intently, and profound sadness 
weighed his spirit when he saw the Ethiopians felling the Danai 
in droves. Up to this moment the son of Peleus had been fighting 
the Trojans, many of whom he had slain. Now he abandoned 
them and turned his attention to Memnon alone. When the son 
of Eos saw him coming, he grasped a huge stone and flung it at 
the shield of his foe, but the stone rebounded and Achilles, who 
had left his chariot behind the lines, had at Memnon on foot and 
wounded his right shoulder with his spear. The Ethiopian 
ignored the thrust and ran forward and lunged at Achilles with 
his mighty lance. It struck the hero’s arm, and the blood flowed 
from the wound. At that Memnon exulted and cried: “You 
wretch ! You slew the Trojans without mercy, but now you are 
face to face with the son of a goddess, with a foe you are not equal 
to, for Eos, my mother, who dwells on Olympus, is more powerful 
than Thetis, your mother, who lives in the sea with fish and 
monsters.” 

But Achilles only smiled and said: “The outcome will show 
which of us is descended from better parents. For now I shall 
avenge the death of young Antilochus as once I took vengeance 
on Hector for the death of Patroclus, my friend.” 

With that he gripped his long spear in both hands, and 
Memnon did the same with his.They rushed at each other, and 
Zeus made them taller and stronger and more tireless than 
ordinary mortals, so that neither could down the other. They 
came so close that the crests of their helmets touched. In vain 
they tried to wound each other above the greaves or below the 
cuirass. Their armor clanged. Ethiopians, Trojans, and Argives 
sounded their battle cries to heaven. The dust danced under their 
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feet, and while their leaders fought, the men too flung about in 
fierce battle. The Olympians watched from their lofty lookout 
and took pleasure in the undecided struggle. Some rejoiced in 
the strength of the son of Peleus, others in Memnon’s steadfast 
resistance, according to whether they were friends or kinsmen of 
one or the other of the two heroes. And a quarrel would have 
broken out among the gods, had not Zeus summoned two of the 
Fates and ordered the dark goddess to go to Memnon, the shining 
one to Achilles. At this command loud cries rang out on Olympus, 
cries of delight and of despair. 

But the two fought on unaware of the presence of the god- 
desses of Fate. They used swords, lances, and stones. Neither 
yielded. Both stood solid as rock. And the combat of their men 
was just as stubborn. Blood and sweat streamed from their 
bodies, and the earth was littered with the slain. But in the end 
the Fates swayed the issue. Achilles thrust his lance into Mem- 
non’s breast, thrust so deeply that the point came out at his back 
and he crashed to the ground in a pool of blood. 

And now the Trojans fled, and Achilles pursued them like 
a tempest while his friends stripped his fallen foe of his arms. 
Up in heaven Eos uttered a mournful sigh. She veiled herself in 
heavy cloud, and the earth was covered with darkness. At her 
command her children, the winds, flew down to the field, seized 
the body of her son from under the hands of his enemies, and 
bore it away through the air. All that was left of him on earth 
were the drops of blood which fell from him as he was carried 
through space. These merged to a crimson river which every 
year, on the day of Memnon’s death, lapped the base of Mount 
Ida and flowed through the plain with a stench of decay. The 
winds carried their burden low over the earth, and the Ethio- 
pians, who could not bear to part from their dead king, followed 
along the ground groaning with sorrow, until the corpse vanished 
from the sight of both Trojans and Argives. The winds set it 
down on the bank of the Aesepus, and the lovely daughters of 
the river-god prepared a burial place in a quiet grove. Then Eos 
descended from heaven, and she and the nymphs buried Memnon 
and heaped the mound, weeping and sighing. The Trojans, who 
had returned to their city, also mourned the Ethiopian king with 
true sorrow. Even the Argives could not take unalloyed pleasure 
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in their victory. They praised Achilles for his prowess and called 
him the pride of their host, but they wept with Nestor for his 
dear son Antilochus. And so that night the battlefield resounded 
with cries of triumph and grief. 


THE DEATH OF ACHILEES 

In the morning the Pylians carried the body of Antilochus, the 
son of their king, to the ships and buried him on the shore of the 
Hellespont. Old Nestor curbed his anguish, and his spirit re- 
mained steadfast and calm. But Achilles found no peace. At crack 
of dawn his fury over the death of his friend drove him toward 
the Trojans who had already left the shelter of their walls. They 
too were eager for the fight, even though they trembled at the 
thought of godlike Achilles. And again the two hosts joined in 
battle. The son of Peleus slew countless foes and pursued the 
Trojans to their very gates. There, conscious that his powers 
were more than human, he prepared to lift the gates from their 
hinges, break the bolts, and lay the city of Priam open to the 
Argives. 

But Phoebus Apollo, looking down on the plain strewn with 
corpses, felt anger rise within him. Like a beast of prey intent 
on its quarry he descended from Olympus and slung over his 
shoulder was his quiver jangling with deadly arrows. Thus he 
faced the son of Peleus. His eyes darted flame, and the earth 
quaked under his tread. And now he raised his voice and thun- 
dered at Achilles : “Let the Trojans be, son of Peleus ! Make an 
end of this slaughter ! Beware, lest one of the immortals destroy 
* you!” 

Achilles recognized the voice of the god perfectly, but he did 
not recoil in fear. Ignoring the warning he replied : “Why do you 
spur me on to fight with gods, by always favoring the Trojans? 
Once before you roused me to fury by snatching Hector out of 
my hands. Now I advise you to go back to the other gods, for if 
you do not, my spear will surely strike you, even though you are 
immortal !” 

With these words he turned from Apollo and back to the 
Trojans. But Phoebus, in grim resentment, shrouded himself in 
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cloud, fitted an arrow to his string, and through the impenetrable 
mist shot the son of Peleus in his vulnerable heel. A stinging pain 
darted from his foot to the heart of Achilles, and he toppled like 
a tower from under which men have dug the foundation. Lying 
on the ground he glared angrily in all directions and shouted ; 
“Who was it shot that arrow at me from far away? Oh, if only 
he faced me in open combat, I should drag out his entrails and 
spill his cursed blood until his spirit fled to the underworld ! But 
cowards always kill the brave from ambush ! Let him hear that — 
even if he be a god ! For alas ! I fear it was Apollo. Thetis, my 
mother, once told me that I should die from the shaft of Phoebus, 
and I fear that now her words have come true.” 

Thus moaning, Achilles drew the arrow from the wound which 
could not be healed. When he saw the black blood spurt from it, 
he flung the dart furiously from him. Apollo picked it up and 
took it back to Olympus, and a cloud hung about him as he went. 
When he reached the heights of heaven, he shed his garment of 
mist and mingled with the other gods. Hera, the friend of the 
Argives, noticed his presence and began to upbraid him for what 
he had done. “That was an evil deed,” she said. “Did you not feast 
at the wedding of Peleus hke the rest of the gods ? Did you not 
sing and raise your cup and drink to the children he would have? 
But in spite of it all you have just killed his only son. And you 
slew him because you envied him ! Foolish Apollo ! How, after this, 
can you face the daughter of Nereus?” 

Apollo was silent. He seated himself a little apart from the 
other gods and bowed his head. Some of the Olympians were 
indignant at what he had done, others thanked him in their heart 
of hearts. But down on earth the dark blood of Achilles still 
seethed in his mighty limbs. He burned with the lust to fight, and 
not a Trojan dared approach him, even though he was wounded. 
Once more he leaped from the ground, brandished his spear, and 
rushed at his foes. He struck Orythaon, the friend of his old 
enemy Hector. The point pierced the left temple and went 
through to the brain. Then he thrust his spear into the eye of 
Hipponous, gored the cheek of Alcathous, and slew many more 
besides. Suddenly he felt a coldness creeping through his limbs. 
He stood still and leaned on his lance. But the Trojans kept on 
fleeing before him, for his voice pursued them even after his feet 
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could not. “Run for all you are worth!” he roared. “It won’t 
help you any. My weapons will reach you just the same, for 
when I am dead the gods of vengeance will punish you !” And they 
trembled as they ran, for they thought he was still whole and 
sound. But now his limbs stiffened. He fell among the other dead. 
The earth shook, and his armor clanged upon him. 

The first to see him down was Paris, his deadly enemy. With a 
shout of joy he told the Trojans, and instantly many who had 
only j ust been trying to avoid his lance and sword gathered about 
him to take his armor. But Ajax circled the body and with spear 
raised high drove off all who approached ; anyone who defied him 
he dealt the deathblow. Soon Ajax was no longer content with 
merely fending off the Trojans. He plunged into offensive action. 
Glaucus, the Lycian, fell at his hands, and Aeneas was wounded. 
Side by side with Ajax Odysseus fought and other Achaeans. 
But the Trojans staunchly resisted, and Paris even dared aim 
his spear at Ajax himself. He, however, always on the watch, saw 
the attack coming, took a stone, and hurled it with such force 
that it smashed the helmet of Paris and threw him to earth ; the 
arrows dropped out of his quiver and scattered over the ground. 
He was stiU breathing, though very faintly. His friends barely 
had time to lift him into the chariot drawn by Hector’s horses 
and take him back to Troy. Now when Ajax had driven all the 
Trojans back to their city, he strode to the ships, and his feet 
trod over corpses and weapons. From the walls of Troy to the 
shore of the Hellespont the field was littered with bodies. 

Meantime the kings had carried slain Achilles to the ships, 
and his people surrounded his bier, pouring out grief too great 
to bear. Ajax joined them, and his plaint was loudest as he 
mourned the fallen hero, the son of his uncle. Old Phoenix too 
broke into wails of sorrow and clasped the strong body of 
Achilles in his arms. He thought of the day when Peleus had put 
the child into his hands and entrusted him with his rearing and 
teaching. He also recalled the hour he and his pupil had set out 
for Troy. And now both father and teacher were destined to 
survive the child ! 

At last Nestor, mindful of his own son, put an end to their 
lamentations. He reminded them to wash the corpse and give it 
the honors due to the dead. This was done. The body of the son 
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of Peleus was washed with warm water and attired in the rich 
robes his mother Thetis had given him for this expedition. And 
when he lay in the house ready for the pyre, Athene looked down 
at him from Olympus, and her heart filled with pity for her 
favorite. Quickly she sprinkled on his head a few drops of am- 
brosia, the balm of the gods which is said to guard the dead from 
disfigurement and decay. Hardly had they touched him when 
he looked hke one alive. The anguish and rage which had dis- 
torted his features ever since Patroclus, his friend, had been 
slain were smoothed away. All the Argives who came to look 
at him were amazed when they saw him lying on the bier in all 
his lordly length, his face beautiful and serene as though he 
were sleeping and would soon waken. 

The loud lament the Argives had raised at the death of the 
greatest among them was carried to the depths of the sea, where 
Thetis, his mother, lived with the other daughters of Nereus. 
Sorrow swelled their hearts to bursting, and they moaned so 
despairingly that the Hellespont echoed with their cries. By 
night they set out in a great company. The tide parted before 
them, and they went ashore where the Argive fleet was beached. 
In their wake the sea monsters groaned and sighed in sympathy 
with their sorrow. They approached the corpse, and Thetis put 
her arms around her child, kissed him, and wept until the ground 
was wet with her tears. Reverently the Danai withdrew at the 
coming of the goddesses who had risen from the sea, and they did 
not return to the body until, at the first pale light of dawn, 
Thetis and her sisters vanished in the waves. 

Then down from the slopes of Ida they dragged great logs 
and stacked them into a pyre. They laid on it the arms of all 
the slain, many slaughtered victims, gold, and precious metals. 
The Argive heroes cut strands of hair from their heads, and 
Briseis, Achilles’ favorite, sheared off one of her lovely locks as 
a last gift to her lord. Over the wood they poured many flasks of 
oil, and among the logs they placed bowls of honey, of wine 
fragrant as nectar, and of sweet-smelling spices. On the top they 
placed the corpse. Then, fully armed, on foot and on horseback, 
they circled around the pyre. Finally it was lit, and the flames 
crackled and licked through the pile. At the command of Zeus, 
Aeolus sent his swiftest winds. They blew through the stacked 
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wood and lashed the fire so that in a very few hours the wood and 
the body were wholly consumed and turned to ashes. The Danai 
quenched the last flickering flames with wine. And there, easily 
recognizable from everything that had been burned with him, 
lay the bones of great Achilles. Sighing, his friends collected 
them, laid them in a coffer of hammered gold and polished silver, 
and lowered it next to the remains of his friend Patroclus, on 
the highest point of the shore. Then they heaped the burial 
mound. 

The immortal horses of the son of Peleus sensed that he was 
dead. They tore the thongs which tethered them, unwilling to 
share the toils and cares of men now that their master was gone. 
It was difficult to catch them and to calm their restlessness and 
alarm. 


FUNERAL GAMES FOR ACHILLES 

In Troy too they were doing honor to a slain hero. Glaucus, the 
Lycian, the loyal ally of the Trojans, had fallen in the last 
struggle with the Argives, and his body which his friends had 
snatched from the hands of his foes was burned and buried. 

The following day Diomedes, son of Tydeus, rose in the Ar- 
give assembly and proposed that at once, at this very moment 
when their enemies were rallying their courage because Achilles 
was dead, they must attack the city with chariots and foot- 
soldiers and storm the walls. But Ajax, son of Telamon, opposed 
him. “It would not be right,” he said, “to offend the goddess of 
the sea who is mourning her son. Should we not, before all things, 
have splendid funeral games for glorious Achilles? Yesterday, 
when Thetis sank back into the waves, she begged me not to 
leave her son unhonored and declared that she herself would 
appear at the celebrations. As for the Trojans, even though the 
son of Peleus has fallen, it is unlikely that they will marshal 
sufficient courage to resume the fight as long as you, Diomedes, 
and I, and Agamemnon, son of Atreus, are among the living.” 

“I shall agree with you, provided Thetis really comes today,” 
Diomedes replied. “Her wish must take precedence over the de- 
mands of war.” 
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As the last word left his lips, the waves parted, and the wife 
of Peleus, frail as the breath of dawn, rose from the sea and 
advanced toward the Argives. With her came the nymphs, her 
handmaids, and from the veils which floated about them they 
drew magnificent prizes and spread them out before the eyes of 
the Achaeans. Thetis herself bade the heroes begin the games. 
Then Nestor, son of Neleus, rose, not to fight, for old age had 
left his limbs stiff and feeble, but to honor the lovely daughter 
of Nereus with fitting words. He told of her wedding with Peleus : 
how the gods themselves had attended as guests ; how the Hours 
had come with dainty and rich foods in golden baskets and 
served them with hands scented with ambrosia. The nymphs had 
blended the wine in golden bowls while the Graces danced and 
the Pierides sang. Air and Earth, mortals and immortals, all 
had shared in bliss and delight. 

This was what Nestor related. And then he went on to tell of 
the great deeds of the son of Peleus who had sprung from this 
union. His words were balm to sorrowful Thetis ; and though the 
Argives were restive and eager to resume the conflict, still they 
listened intently and joined in the praise of the hero. Thetis gave 
Nestor two of her son’s horses. Then she selected as a prize for 
the foot race twelve stately cows, each with a suckling calf. Her 
son had captured them while he was fighting on the slopes of 
Ida and brought them back to the camp as spoils. 

And now Teucer, son of Telamon, and Ajax of Locris, the 
fleet-footed son of Oileus, stripped to the belt. Agamemnon set 
up the goal, and they darted forward like two hawks. To the 
right and left of them stood the Argives, watching and shouting 
applause. Both were close to the goal when a tamarisk shrub 
blocked the path of Teucer; he stumbled and fell. The Danai 
shrieked with excitement as Ajax of Locris outstripped him, 
touched the goal post, and triumphantly led off the cows to his 
ships. Teucer’s friends took him to his house limping. Physicians 
washed the blood from his foot and carefully bound it up. 

Two other heroes volunteered for the wrestling match, Dio- 
medes and Ajax the Great, son of Telamon. Both wrestled with 
equal strength, but in the end Ajax locked the son of Tydeus 
in his sinewy arms and almost throttled him. But Diomedes who 
was deft as well as muscular slipped slantwise out of that terrible 
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grip, straightened his shoulders, lifted his mighty opponent 
straight into the air, so that he was forced to relinquish his hold, 
and with a thrust of his left foot threw him to the ground. The 
spectators shouted their applause, but Ajax pulled himself to- 
gether and the struggle began afresh. They raged like two bulls 
who fight in the mountains and butt each other with heads as 
hard as iron. This time Ajax took Diomedes by the shoulders and 
tossed him to earth as if he were a rock, and he rolled a little way. 
Again acclaim rang through the circle. But Diomedes too picked 
himself up and prepared for a third bout. Then Nestor stepped 
between them and said: “Stop wrestling, my children. For there 
is not one among us who does not know that, since the death 
of Achilles, you are the bravest of the Argives.” A cry of ap- 
proval came from the spectators. The wrestlers wiped the sweat 
from their foreheads, embraced, and kissed each other. Thetis 
gave them four lovely women whom Achilles had captured in 
Lesbos, each distinguished for her goodness and skill. The first 
was versed in the arts of cookery, the second tasted the wine at the 
board, the third poured water at the close of the meal, and the 
fourth carried the platters from the table. Only Briseis surpassed 
them in beauty. Each wrestler chose those he wanted and sent 
them to his ships. 

Then came the boxing match, for which Idomeneus, the hero 
most skilled in all the intricacies of this form of fighting, volun- 
teered. Because of this, and also because he was one of the older 
men, no one offered to compete with him, and so Thetis gave 
him the chariot of Patroclus as a gift, while Phoenix and Nestor 
tried to persuade some of the younger men to volunteer for this 
contest. Epeius, son of Panopeus, and Acamas, son of Theseus, 
were willing to make the attempt. They bound the boxing thongs 
to their hands and examined them to see if they were flexible. 
Then they raised their hands, circled each other on their toes, 
step by step, until suddenly they rushed together like wind- 
driven clouds, full of thunder and lightning. Through the air 
rang the smack of the thongs on their cheeks, and blood flowed 
under the sweat. The son of Theseus fended off his assailant by 
craftily dodging his blows, and then, when he was least expecting 
it, struck him over the eyes with his fist, down to the bone, and 
blood spurted forth. And now Epeius hit him in the temple so 
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that he slumped to the ground. But he rose to his feet again, 
and the match went on until friends interposed and made it clear 
to these two grim opponents that this was not a matter of Argive 
fighting Trojan to the very death. Thetis gave them two beauti- 
ful silver mixing bowls which her son had received in Lemnos. 
And the two young heroes reached for them eagerly, not waiting 
to stanch their wounds. 

Now Ajax of Locris and Teucer, who had already measured 
their strength in the foot race, also competed for the prize of 
shooting with the bow. As a target, Agamemnon set up a helmet 
with a fiuttering mane. He whose arrow cut the horsehair was 
to be the victor. Ajax was first. He launched his arrow from the 
string and hit the helmet so that the metal rang. Then Teucer 
let fiy his arrow, and the point cut the crest. All acclaimed him 
loudly, for though his foot was still lame from his earlier bout, 
he had aimed surely and well. Thetis rewarded him with the armor 
of Troilus, the princely youth of Troy, whom Achilles had slain 
in one of the first years of the war. 

The shooting match was followed by throwing the discus. 
Many of the heroes tried their strength, but no one could throw 
the heavy disk as far as Ajax, son of Telamon. He tossed it as 
lightly as though it were a dry branch. Thetis gave him Memnon’s 
armor, and he girt it on at once. The Danai were astonished to 
see that piece for piece it fitted him as though it had been made 
to measure. 

In the jump, Agapenor, brandisher of lances, was victorious, 
and he received the weapons of Cycnus whom Achilles had de- 
feated. Euryalus won in casting the hunting spear, and his prize 
was the silver bowl Achilles had carried off from Lyrnessos. 

Next came the chariot races. Five heroes harnessed their 
horses: Menelaus, son of Atreus, Euryalus, Polypoetes, Thoas, 
and Eumelus. Then each drove his chariot to the starting post. 
At a given sign they swung their goads, and all five at once sped 
across the plain; the air grew thick with dust and sand. Soon 
the horses of Eumelus outstripped all the rest. After him came 
Thoas, and then Menelaus. The other two had fallen far behind. 
But the horses of Thoas soon tired ; those of Eumelus stumbled 
in thmr swift course, and when their driver wanted to drag them 
to their feet by force, they reared, threw over the chariot, and 
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he tumbled into the sand. The spectators shouted and screamed^ 
and now the horses of the son of Atreus were far in the lead and 
halted at the goal. Menelaus exulted in his victory, but he was 
not arrogant in his joy, and Thetis gave him the golden cup her 
son had once taken from the palace of Eetion. 



THE DEATH OF AJAX THE GREAT 

So ended the funeral games in honor of godlike Achilles. Odys- 
seus was the only one of all the princes in the Argive host who 
had not taken part in them, for as he was fending off the Trojans 
from the body of Achilles, Alcon had dealt him a painful wound 
from which he had not yet recovered. 

And now Thetis offered as a prize the armor and weapons of 
her son : his glittering shield, on which Hephaestus had worked 
graceful pictures, and the heavy helmet carved with the image 
of Zeus standing on the vault of heaven battling with the Titans ; 
also the curved cuirass which had clasped the breast of the son of 
Peleus, dark and impenetrable; and the massive greaves which 
he had worn as though they were light as feathers. Cl.ose by lay 
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his indomitable sword in its silver scabbard, with a golden knob 
and handle of ivory. Beside it was the weighty spear, as long as 
a felled pine, and still red with Hector’s blood. 

Behind the weapons stood Thetis, her head covered with a 
dark veil. Sadly she said to the Danai : “All the prizes offered at 
the funeral games in honor of my son have been won. Now let the 
best among the Argives, he who saved the corpse, come forward, 
for to him I shall give the splendid weapons of Achilles. All of 
them were gifts from the gods, and the immortals themselves de- 
lighted in them.” 

It was then that two heroes at once laid claim to the arms, 
Odysseus, son of Laertes, and Ajax the Great, son of Telamon. 
Radiant as the evening star Ajax drew the weapons to him and 
called on Idomeneus, Nestor, and Agamemnon to testify to his 
valiant defense. But Odysseus called on the very same three, 
for they were the most wise and just in the entire host. Nestor 
took the other two aside and said in a troubled voice : “It is most 
unfortunate for us that the two best warriors we have are vying 
for the weapons of slain Achilles. Whichever of them is denied 
will be offended and withdraw from the fight, and all of us will 
suffer the consequences of his anger. So do as I say, for I am 
old and experienced. We have here in our camp a number of 
Trojans who were captured only recently. Let them decide the 
quarrel between Ajax and Odysseus, for they have no preference 
and are not biased in favor of either of the heroes.” The others 
agreed and set up as judges the noblest of the Trojans, even 
though they were prisoners of war. 

Ajax was the first to appear before them. “What demon has 
blinded you, Odysseus,” he cried, “that you dare to contend with 
me? You are as much inferior to me as the dog to the lion. Have 
you forgotten how reluctant you were to leave your home in 
Ithaca? And you were the one who persuaded us to leave behind 
in Lemnos Philoctetes, son of Foeas, in his sickness and misery. 
It is you who are guilty of the death of Palamedes who was 
stronger and wiser than you ! And now you are willing to forget 
all the services I performed for the Argives, to forget that I 
saved your life when all the rest had abandoned you, and you 
were alone in the field and looked about you in vain for an op- 
portunity to flee ! When the fight for Achilles’ body started, was 
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I not the one who carried off the corpse together with the armor? 
You would never have had the strength to carry the weapons, 
let alone the hero himself ! That is why you should yield to me. 
In any case, I am stronger than you, of a nobler family, and re- 
lated to the hero for whose arms we are competing.” 

So spoke Ajax, and his excitement grew as he talked. But 
Odysseus rephed with a mocking smile : “Why waste so many 
words, Ajax? You call me weak and cowardly and forget that 
only wisdom is true strength. It is wisdom that teaches the sailor 
to ride through a stormy sea, that tames wild beasts, panthers 
and lions, and compels oxen to serve man. And that is why both 
in times of need and in the council a man of sense is worth more 
than a foolish giant who has nothing but bodily strength. That 
was why Diomedes chose me when he wanted a companion for his 
expedition to the camp of Rhesus. He did it because I am more 
crafty and resourceful than anyone else. It was due to my wis- 
dom that the son of Peleus was won for the fight against the 
Trojans. And if ever the Danai require a new hero for their host, 
believe me, Ajax, that neither your clumsy size nor the wit of 
another will secure him ; he will come because of my smooth, per- 
suasive words ! But in addition to my wisdom the gods also lent 
me sturdy limbs, and it is not true that I was fleeing when you 
saved me from the enemy. I was facing them boldly and killing 
those who attacked, while you stood apart, intent on your own 
safety.” 

In this way they quarrelled for a long time. But finally the 
Trojans, who had been set up as judges, were impressed with 
the reasoning of Odysseus and unanimously awarded him the 
magnificent arms of the son of Peleus. 

When Ajax heard the verdict, the blood boiled in his veins. 
His brain throbbed with anger, and he trembled in every fiber. 
For a long time he stood motionless and fixed his eyes on the 
ground. At last his friends succeeded in taking him back to the 
ships. He walked slowly, and every step expressed stubborn 
reluctance. 

In the meantime dark night rose out of the sea. Ajax sat in his 
house. He would not touch food. He would not sleep. Finally he 
girt on his armor and gripped his double-edged sword, consider- 
ing whether to cut Odysseus to pieces, bum the ships, or rage 
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among all the Argives together. And he surely would have done 
one of these three things, had not Athene who was concerned for 
Odysseus, her friend, and hostile to mighty Ajax, sent madness 
on him as he brooded on the harm he would do. Anguish pricked 
his heart, and he rushed from his house and among the flocks of 
sheep which, because he was blinded by the goddess, he took for 
Argive battalions. The shepherds saw him coming and hid in 
the bushes on the shores of Xanthus. And he slaughtered the 
sheep right and left. With his spear he killed two great rams, one 
after another, and taunted them: “Writhe in the dust, you dogs ! 
Lie as the prey of birds ! Never again will you two sons of Atreus 
confirm an unjust decision. And you,” he continued, “you, who 
are lurking there in the comer and hiding your head because you 
have a bad conscience, now the arms of Achilles which you stole 
from me and which you vaunt will avail you nothing, for what 
good is the armor of a hero when a coward wears it.*”’ With that 
he seized another huge wether, dragged him away to his house, 
bound him to a door-post, and took a goad and began to beat 
the creature with all his might. 

At this moment Athene approached him from behind, touched 
his head, and bade the madness leave him. Unhappy Ajax found 
himself goad in hand, staring at the wether, its back tom to 
shreds. The goad fell from his fingers, his strength left him, and 
he sank to the ground, divining that he was the victim of a god’s 
anger. Boundless sorrow filled his spirit. When he rose from the 
dust he was overcome with such hopeless despair that he could 
move his feet neither forward nor backward but stood motionless 
as a tower on the peak of a mountain. Finally he heaved a deep 
sigh and said : “Alas ! Why do the immortals hate me? Why have 
they humiliated me for love of crafty Odysseus ? Here I stand, a 
man who has never returned from a fight dishonored; here I 
stiind soiled with the blood of guiltless sheep, an object of ridi- 
cule, a target for the taunts of my foes !” 

While he was lamenting his disgrace, Tecmessa, the daughter 
of the king of Phrygia, whom Ajax had taken from her country 
as spoils of war, and whom he honored and loved as if she were 
his wife, had been looking for him all over the camp and by the 
ships. Her little son Eurysaces clung in her arms. She had seen 
that her master was brooding and sad, but she did not know the 
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reason, for he refused to answer when she questioned him. Soon 
after he left she was troubled with dark forebodings, and she 
followed him and saw the sheep scattered dead over the field. 
She hurried back to the house and there found Ajax ashamed 
and desperate, calling now for Teucer, his half brother, now 
for his child Eurysaces, and praying for a death befitting a 
noble hero. Tecmessa approached him in tears, clasped his knees, 
and implored him not to leave her alone, a captive among enemies. 
She reminded him of his old father and mother in Salamis, and 
held out the child to him, picturing his lot if he were forced to 
grow up without his father, governed by harsh taskmasters. 

Impulsively Ajax stretched out his arms to his son, took him 
and caressed him, saying: ‘‘Child, surpass your father in happi- 
ness, but resemble him in all else ; then everything will be well 
with you. My half brother Teucer will rear you and cherish you. 
But now my shield-bearers shall take you to my parents. Telamon 
and Eriboea, in Salamis, so that you may delight the last years 
of their life, until they too descend to Hades.’’ With that he 
handed the boy over to his servants and commended Tecmessa 
too to his half brother. Then he tore himself from her embrace, 
drew the sword which Hector, his foe, had once given him, and 
fixed it firmly in the ground. Finally he raised his hands to heaven 
and prayed : “It is a little thing I ask of you. Father Zeus : when 
I am dead, send my brother Teucer quickly. Do not let my foes 
reach me before him and throw my body to the dogs and birds of 
prey. And I call on you, Furies : as you see me here, the slayer of 
myself, so let those others fall, done to death by their own, by 
their dearest kin. Come! Show no mercy! Satisfy your hunger! 
But you, 0 sun-god, shining through the heights of the sky, 
when your chariot circles over Salamis, my native land, slow 
your journey and bring my old father and my poor mother news 
of my bitter fate. Farewell, sweet light ! Farewell Salamis ! Fare- 
well Athens, the home of my ancestors, with your rivers and 
springs! And farewell, region of Troy, where I have lived so 
many years. And now, come Death, and may your eyes hold pity 
for me !” With these words he ran on his sword and fell as if 
struck by lightning. 

When the Danai heard of his death they came in throngs, 
threw themselves on the ground, lamented, and strewed dust over 
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their heads. Teucer, whom Telamon had forbidden to return 
from Troy without Ajax, wanted to kill himself and would have 
done so had not his friends taken his sword from him. So he only 
threw himself over the corpse and wept with more abandon than 
a fatherless child on the day which has taken his mother from 
him. But with a great effort he composed his soul and turned 
to Tecmessa who sat beside Ajax in numb despair, holding to her 
breast the child the servant had put back in her arms. He 
promised to protect her and care for the boy like a father, even 
though he could not accompany them to Salamis for fear of 
Telamon’s anger. 

Then he prepared to bury the body of his beloved half brother. 
But Menelaus, son of Atreus, interfered. “Do not dare bury this 
man,” he said, “who has proved worse than our enemies, the 
Trojans. By his wicked plan to do murder he has forfeited honor- 
able burial.” Agamemnon, who had just joined them, sided with 
his brother and in the course of their heated discussion called 
Teucer the son of a slave. It was in vain that Teucer reminded 
them of all the benefits the Argives owed to Ajax, of how he 
had saved the host when the firebrand flung by the Trojans 
was setting the ships aflame and Hector leaped to the decks. 
“And why do you call me a slave?” he cried. “My father 
Telamon is one of the most glorious heroes of Greece, and my 
mother’s father was King Laomedon ! I am descended from the 
noblest parents and have nothing to be ashamed of ! If you dis- 
honor this fallen hero, you will also disgrace his wife, his son, 
and his brother. Would such a deed win you fame among men and 
blessing from the gods?” 

In the midst of this quarrel came crafty Odysseus, turned to 
Agamemnon, and asked: “May a loyal friend tell you the truth 
without bringing ill will on himself?” 

“Say what you wish,” Agamemnon replied, looking at him in 
surprise. “I do, indeed, regard you as my best friend in all the 
Argive host.” 

“Then listen,” said Odysseus. “By all the gods I beg you not 
to leave this man unburied. Do not let your power blind you so 
that you hate unjustly. If you dishonor a hero such as this, you 
will not degirade him, but make mock of the law and will of the 
gods.” 
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The sons of Atreus listened, and for a long time they were 
speechless. At last Agamemnon cried : “Are you, Odysseus, will- 
ing to quarrel with me for the sake of Ajax? Have you forgotten 
that he was your deadly enemy too?” 

“He was my enemy,” Odysseus replied. “I hated him while he 
was alive. Now that he is dead, I can no longer cherish bitterness 
against him. We must mourn the loss of so noble a man. I myself 
am ready to help his brother fulfill the sacred duty of burying 
him.” 

When Teucer, who had turned away at the coming of Odys- 
seus, heard these words, he went up to him and held out his 
hand. “You, his grimmest 'enemy,” he exclaimed, “are the only 
defender of the dead ! And still I do not darfe let you handle the 
corpse, for the spirit of Ajax, which left his body while you and 
he were unreconciled, might resent your touch. But in all other 
things you shall be my helper, for there is enough to be done !” 
And he pointed to Tecmessa who was still mute with grief. Odys- 
seus spoke to her kindly. “You shall not be the slave of another,” 
he said. “As long as Teucer and I live, you and your child shall 
be safe and cared for, as though Ajax himself were at your side.” 

The sons of Atreus did not venture to object to the fair deci- 
sion of Odysseus. It took the combined strength of many warriors 
to lift the great body of Ajax. They carried him to the ships, 
cleansed him of blood and dust, and burned him on a pyre as 
stately as that of Achilles, who by his death had caused the loss 
of a second Argive hero whom no one could replace. 


MACHAON AND PODALIRIUS 

The next day the Danai thronged to a council called by Mene- 
laus. When aU were assembled, he rose. “Princes of the people,” 
he said, “my heart bleeds when I see our men falling in droves. 
They embarked on this war because of me, and now it looks as 
if no one will be alive to return to his home and greet his kin. 
It shall not come to this ! Let us leave these shores. Let those who 
have survived sail to their own country. Now that Achilles and 
Ajax are dead, our undertaking is hopeless. I, for my part, am 
less troubled about Helen, my wife, who has proved herself un- 
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worthy of me, than about you. Let her remain with Paris, for 
ail I care.” 

This was what Menelaus said, but he was only trying the 
Argives, for in his heart of hearts he still longed to destroy the 
Trojans. But Diomedes, son of Tydeus, who did iy)t perceive his 
ruse, started up impatiently and said : “I do not understand you ! 
What shameful fears have taken hold of you that you propose 
so cowardly a course? But I am not at all disturlWi Never wiU 
the brave sons of Greece follow you before they haye razed Troy 
to the ground. And should there be one who did, ^s sword of 
mine would sever his head from his trunk !” \ 

Hardly had Diomedes seated himself again when Caml^, the 
soothsayer, rose and gave wise counsel to calm the apparent^f- 
ference betweoi the two. “Do you remember,” he asked, “th^ 
many years ago, when we first sailed to these shores to lay siege 
to this cursed city, we abandoned Philoctetes, the friend of 
Heracles, on the waste island of Lemnos? We did so because we 
could not endure his constant cries of pain and the stench from 
his poisoned wound. Nevertheless, it was unjust and pitiless on 
our part to leave him there helpless. Now one of our captives, a 
seer, has told me that Troy cannot be vanquished without Philoc- 
tetes and the aid of the unerring arrows he got from Heracles, 
nor without Pyrrhus, the young son of Achilles. Perhaps the 
Trojan only said this because he was sure the conditions could 
not be fulfilled. For he must consider it out of the question for 
Philoctetes, who probably loathes us for deserting him, to join 
us and use his unfailing arrows against the Trojans. Now my 
advice is to send Diomedes, the strongest of our heroes, and Odys- 
seus, the most eloquent, to Scyros without a moment’s delay to 
fetch the son of Achilles who is being reared there by his grand- 
father. With his help we shall then persuade Philoctetes to come 
to us and bring with him the weapons of Heracles by which 
Troy shall fall.” 

The Argives shouted their approval, and the two heroes at 
once left in their ships. Meantime the army again prepared for 
battle. Eurypylus of Mysia, son of Telephus, had come to the 
aid of the Trojans, bringing many warriors with him, and the 
Dardanians quickened with fresh courage. The Argives, on 
the other hand, had been deprived of two of their mightiest 
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heroes. And so it was inevitable that they suffered grave losses 
in the fight. Nireus, the most beautiful of the Danai, fell beneath 
the thrust of Eurypylus and lay in the dust like a young olive 
tree which a river has tom up by the roots and washed ashore, 
and there it lies covered with buds. But Eurypylus only mocked 
him and bent down to strip off his shining cuirass. Then Machaon, 
brother of Podalirius, who had seen Nireus die, fended off the 
robber. Into his massive shoulder he plunged his spear, and the 
blood gushed out in a stream. Like a wounded boar Eurypylus 
ran at Machaon. He tried to keep him at a distance by hurling 
a stone, but it rebounded from his brazen helmet. Then the son 
of Telephus stabbed the Argi ve through the breast with his spear. 
The bloodstained point came out at the spine, and Machemn 
doubled up on the ground. Eurypylus drew his lance from the 
body and looked about for another victim. 

Teucer, who had seen the two Argive heroes fall, called for 
aid to protect their bodies. But in the end the Trojans captured 
them. After Aeneas wounded Ajax of Locris with a pointed 
stone, his friends carried him off, gasping for breath, and the 
other Achaeans fiew toward the ships hotly pursued by the 
Trojans. They would have set the fleet afire, had not. night 
fallen. As it was, the victor from Mysia withdrew to the mouth 
of the Simois where he pitched camp in the gathering darkness. 
But the Danai lay on the sandy shore close to their ships and 
moaned with the pain of their wounds and sorrow for the count- 
less companions they had lost in the fight. 

Scarcely had dawn shed a glow over the heavens when they 
started up, burning with eagerness to take revenge on Eur3rpylus. 
But first they buried beautiful Nireus and Machaon, the wise 
physician and great warrior. While the din of battle sounded in 
the distance, Podalirius, the brother of Machaon and like him a 
skilled physician, had thrown himself in the dust beside his grave 
and would taste neither food nor drink. Now he laid his hand on 
his sword, now he reached for a strong poison he always had with 
him, for he wanted to kill himself. His friends took hold of his 
hands and spoke words of comfort, but he would have carried 
out his resolve, had not old Nestor approached. He saw Podali- 
rius strew dust over his head, beat his breast, and cry aloud the 
name of his cherished brother, while his companions and servants 
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stood by in helpless distress. Then Nestor spoke to him lovingly; 
“Put an end to this bitter grief ! A man should not weep for the 
dead unrestrainedly, like a woman. Your moans will not bring 
him to life again. His flesh has been consumed by flame, and his 
bones rest in the earth. He went as he came. But you must bear 
your great sorrow as I bore mine when the son of Eos killed my 
son, killed the dearest of my children, who loved his father more 
than all the others. Nevertheless, when he died, I ate and drank 
just as before. I endured the light of day, for I remembered that 
all of us must travel the same way to Hades.” 

Podalirius listened to the old man, and the tears ran down his 
cheeks. “Father,” he said, “I cannot help grieving for my 
brother. For when our father Aesculapius died and was wel- 
comed on Olympus, Machaon took care of me, though I was the 
older. We shared everything, our food, our couch, our posses- 
sions, and he instructed me in his wonderful art, the art of heal- 
ing. Now that he is dead I do not wish to see the lovely light of 
earth any longer.” 

But the old man insisted. “Bcmember,” he continued earnestly, 
“that our lot, whether good or bad, comes from the gods. Dark 
Destiny governs all and deals out her judgment blindly. That is 
why great misfortune often descends on good and forthright 
men, and no one at all is secure. Life changes incessantly. At 
times it is somber, and then again it is radiant. People say that 
the souls of the brave rise to heaven while those of men who could 
not cope with life descend to darkness. Your brother was dear to 
mortals and immortals alike. He was, moreover, the son of a god. 
And so I believe he has joined the gods.” With such words Nestor 
raised Podalirius from the dust and led him away from the burial 
mound. But as he went, he looked back at it over his shoulder 
many times. 

In the meantime Eurypylus of Mysia raged on the battlefield. 
The Danai fled to their camp and fought back from behind the 
shelter of the wall. 
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NEOPTOLEMUS 

While this was taking place in Troy, Odysseus and Diomedes, the 
envoys for the Argives, arrived safely on the island of Scyros. 
Here, in front of his grandfather’s house, they met Pyrrhus, the 
young son of Achilles, whom the Argives later called Neoptole- 
mus, which means ‘‘the young warrior.” He was practicing shoot- 
ing with the bow, casting the spear, and riding the chariot with 
its swift horses. They watched him a while and noticed signs of 
grief in his face, for he had already been told of his father’s 
death. As they came closer they were amazed to see how greatly 
the youth resembled Achilles in stature and face. Pyrrhus hailed 
them first. “Welcome, strangers,” he said. “Who are you and 
where have you come from.? What is it you want of me?” 

Odysseus replied: “We are friends of Achilles, your father, 
and have no doubt that we are speaking to his son. You are so 
like him ! I am Odysseus of Ithaca, the son of Laertes, and this 
is Diomedes, son of immortal Tydeus. We have come because 
Calchas, the soothsayer, told us that the war of Troy would end 
in our favor, provided we brought you to the battlefield. The 
Achaeans will give you splendid gifts, and I myself the weapons 
which Hephaestus made for your father and which were awarded 
to me.” 

Joyfully Pyrrhus answered : “If the Achaeans have called me 
because a god commanded them to do so, then let us put to sea to- 
morrow morning ! But now come with me and refresh yourselves 
at my grandfather’s board.” When they reached the palace, they 
found Deidamia, the widow of Achilles, brooding in sorrow with 
tearful eyes. Her son went up to her, but though he told her who 
the strangers were, he concealed the reason for their coming, for 
he did not want to add to her grief. The heroes satisfied their 
hunger and thirst and then lay down to sleep. But Deidamia did 
not close her eyes. She could not forget that the very men she 
was forced to lodge as guests under her roof were those who had 
persuaded Achilles to go to war, and that it was because of them 
she was now widowed and lonely. She divined that her son would 
be taken from her too, and that they had come to fetch him. At 
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break of day she rose, went to him, pressed her head against his 
breast, and broke into lament. “O my child,” she cried, “I know 
without your telling me ! You want to accompany these strangers 
to Troy, where so many heroes have fallen, where your father 
met his death. But you are so young and inexperienced in war- 
fare ! Listen to your mother ! Stay at home with me, for other- 
wise I shall surely hear one day that my son has fallen in battle, 
just like his father.” 


■ But Pyrrhus replied: “Mother, do not bewail what has not 
yet happened. And besides, no man falls in battle against the will 



of Fate. If death is allotted to me, what better thing could I do 
than to die a death worthy of my ancestors, to die for the people 
of Greece.'*” 

Then Lycomedes, his grandfather, rising from his couch, con- 
fronted his grandson and said: “I know that you are just as 
gallant as your father was. But even should you survive the battle 
of Troy, who knows what dangers may lurk on your homeward 
journey, for the sea is never safe !” Then he kissed the boy, but 
he did not try to dissuade him from his purpose. And Pyrrhus 
smiled, a young and happy smile. He gently disengaged himself 
from his mother’s embrace and left the palace behind him. Strid- 
ing ahead on his strong slender legs, he looked as radiant as a 
star. After him came Odysseus and Diomedes and twenty of 
Deidamia’s trusted servants. When they reached the shore they 
at once boarded the ships. 
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Poseidon granted them a good voyage, and soon, in the first 
faint light of dawn, they saw the peaks of Ida, then the city 
of Chrysa, the promontory of Sigeum, and the grave of Achilles. 
But Odysseus did not tell the boy whose burial mound they were 
passing. Silently they sailed by the island of Tenedos and on 
toward Troy. They neared the coast just as the fight for the 
wall which protected the ships was fiercest, and Eurypylus would 
have torn it down, had not Diomedes leaped ashore and called to 
the others to follow him. 

They hurried to the nearest house, that of Odysseus, and 
armed themselves with his own weapons and with the arms he had 
captured. Neoptolemus girt on the armor of Achilles, his father, 
which was too large for the other Achaeans. But the cuirass and 
the helmet fitted him as though they had been made for his body 
and head. He handled the heavy spear, the sword and the shield 
with the utmost ease and stormed to the field, the rest in his wake. 
And now the Trojans were forced to retreat from the wall. Like 
K children who have been frightened by thunder and fiee to their 
F father, they crowded around the son of Telephus. But every 

* missile Neoptolemus hurled brought death to a Trojan, and in 
t their despair they though they saw Achilles risen from the grave. 

And surely his father’s spirit was with Neoptolemus, and Athene, 
t who had always helped Achilles, now protected his son as well. As 
. snowfiakes sift around a cliff, so the enemy missiles rained about 

• him without so much as scratching his skin. One victim after an- 
other he slew to avenge his father. The two sons of rich Meges, 
twin brothers, bom in the same hour, now died within the same 
hour, for Neoptolemus thrust his spear into the heart of one of 
them and threw a stone at the other with such force that his heavy 
helmet W6W crashed and the brains spurted through his shattered 
skull. He slew so many Trojans that Eurypylus finally ordered 
the retreat, and toward evening the son of Achilles put his foes 
utterly to rout. 

While Neoptolemus was resting from the furious fight, old 
Phoenix, the friend of his grandfather Peleus and his father’s 
teacher, visited the young hero, and he too was astonished at 
the likeness between him and Achilles. He was torn between sad- 
ness and joy, for his delight in this strong young man was clouded 
by the memory of his father’s death. With tears in his eyes he 
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threw his arms around Neoptolemus and kissed his forehead and 
breast. “O son !” he exclaimed. “I feel as if your father were again 
among us, alive and well. But do not let me dampen your high 
spirits with sad thoughts of him who is gone. I want your heart 
to overflow with anger. You must help the Argives and kill the 
son of Telephus who has done us such immeasurable harm. For 
you are as much his better in strength as your father surpassed 
his father!” Modestly the youth replied; “The fight will decide 
who is bravest !” With these words he turned back to the ships, 
for night had fallen, and the warriors went to their huts to rest 
for the coming battle. 

At daybreak the fight began anew. Spear touched spear, sword 
clashed on sword. For a long time the battle was undecided. 
Eurypylus saw one of his friends fall, and his fury doubled. He 
felled the Achaeans as a man hews trees on a densely wooded 
slope, hews so many that the trunks fill a whole gully. Last of all 
he came on Neoptolemus, and the two brandished their lances 
at each other. “Who are you?” Eurypylus asked. “Where have 
you come from to fight with me? Fate has driven you here to 
sure destruction, for I kill every Achaean who ventures to resist 
me!” 

Neoptolemus replied: “Why do you, my enemy, wish to know 
who I am? But I shall tell you: I am the son of Achilles, who 
wounded your father in times gone by. The horses which draw 
my chariot are the swift children of Zephyrus and a harpy, and 
they can race even across the foaming sea. My lance comes from 
the peak of Pelion ; it is my father’s lance, and now you shall feel 
its force!” So spoke the hero, and he leaped from his chariot 
with lifted spear. Eurypylus hurled a huge stone at his golden 
shield, but it did not so much as dent the metal. Like two beasts 
of prey the two ran at each other, and to the right and left of 
them the battle raged through the long rows. Eurypylus and 
Neoptolemus fought on and on, striking each other now on the 
greaves, now on the helmet, and their strength grew as they 
strove with each other, for both were descended from immortals. 
In the end Neoptolemus pierced the throat of his assailant, the 
crimson blood gushed from the fatal wound, and Eurypylus fell. 

And now the Trojans would have fled from Neoptolemus like 
calves from a Uon, had not Ares, the terrible god of war, lent them 
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his aid. Unobserved by the other gods, he had left Olympus and 
driven his chariot with its fire-breathing steeds down to the battle- 
field. Here he swung aloft his tremendous lance and called to the 
Trojans to down their foes. They were startled to hear his 
thundering voice, for he himself was invisible, veiled in mist. 
Helenus, the soothsayer, son of Priam, was the first to recognize 
the voice of a god. “Do not be atraid !” he cried to his people. “A 
friend is among us, the great war-god himself ! Do you not hear 
the call of Ares.^” 

This stiffened the backs of the Trojans, and the fight on both 
sides gained in momentum. Ares stirred his favorites to such feats 
of strength that the Argive ranks wavered. Neoptolemus was the 
only one who stood firm and undauntedly thrust right and left. 
The god fumed at his boldness and was about to emerge from his 
veil of mist and face the young hero in single combat when 
Athene, the patron of the Argives, descended from Olympus. The 
earth and the waves of the Xanthus trembled at her coming. 
Her weapons sparkled, and the snakes on her Gorgon shield 
flashed dazzling flames. Though the feet of the goddess stood 
solidly on earth, her helmet touched the sky ; but no mortal could 
see her. And now the immortals would have lifted their hands 
against each other, had not Zeus warned them off with a clap of 
thunder. They understood their father’s wish. Ares withdrew to 
Thrace, while Athene turned to Athens. The Argives and Tro- 
jans were left to themselves once more, but now the great strength 
Ares had lent the Dardanians ebbed from them again. They re- 
treated to their city, and the Achaeans pursued them to the very 
gates. And they would have broken them down, had Zeus not 
hidden Ilium in veils of cloud. At that, wise Nestor advised the 
Argives to return to the ships and bury their dead. 

The next morning the Danai were astonished to see the acrop- 
olis of Troy clearly limned against deep-blue sky. Then they 
knew that the heavy mists of the evening before had been a 
miracle wrought by the father of gods. This was a day of truce 
which the Trojans used to bury Eurypylus of Mysia. Neoptole- 
mus, however, visited the burial mound of his father, kissed the 
tall pillar upon it, and said with sighs and tears of sorrow: “I 
shall never forget you, father! If only you had been alive when 
I joined the Argives ! But you never saw your child, and I have 
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never seen my father, though in my heart I longed for him. Still, 
you live within me, and you live on in your spear. For both I and 
your spear spread terror among the enemy, and the people of 
Greece look at me with joyful eyes and say that I resemble you in 
appearance and in deeds.” 

So saying, he returned to the ships of Achilles. The whole next 
day they fought for the walls of Troy, but the Argives did not 
succeed in invading the city, and on the shores of the Scamander, 
where Neoptolemus did not fight, they fell in droves. For there 
Deiphobus, Priam’s brave son, was harassing his foes. When 
Neoptolemus heard of this, he bade Automedon, his charioteer, 
guide his immortal horses to that place. The Trojan prince saw 
him coming and was uncertain whether to flee or face this terrible 
opponent. But Neoptolemus called to him from far off : “Son of 
Priam ! What havoc you have made among the trembling Danai ! 
No wonder you regard yourself the bravest hero on earth. Well, 
then, try your luck with me too!” As he spoke he rushed at him 
and would have slain him and his charioteer, had not Apollo 
hastened from Olympus in a drift of cloud and carried Deiphobus 
back to the city. The rest of the Trojans fled after him. When 
Neoptolemus felt his spear stabbing the empty air, he called out 
angrily ; “Dog, you have escaped me ! But it was not through 
your own power. A god stole you from me.” Then he threw him- 
self into the fight again. But Apollo remained within the walls 
of Troy and protected the city. And Calchas, the soothsayer, 
guessed this and counselled the Danai to return to their ships 
and rest. There he addressed them ; “It is useless for us to batter 
against the walls of Troy until the second part of the prophecy 
I told you of has been fulfilled. We must fetch Philoctetes and his 
unconquerable arrows from Lemnos.” 

After taking brief counsel with one another, the Argives de- 
cided to send wise Odysseus and fearless Neoptolemus to Lemnos, 
and they instantly boarded the ship which was to take them 
there. 
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PHILOCTETES ON LEMNOS 

They landed on the uninhabited coast of the island of Lemnos. 
It was here that nine years ago, not long after the Argives had 
departed for Troy, Odysseus had abandoned Philoctetes, son of 
Poeas, who was suffering from an incurable wound. He had left 
him in a cave with two entrances. One part of it was warm in 
winter, the other afforded coolness from the hot summer sun. 
Close by was a spring of fresh water. The two heroes quickly 
located the place, and Odysseus found everything just as it had 
been. But the cave was deserted. A bed of leaves, pressed flat, as 
if someone had risen from it only a short time ago, a cup crudely 
carved of wood, and some tinder indicated that it was inhabited. 
And left to dry in the sun were rags bearing the stains of a wound, 
so that there was no doubt Philoctetes still lived there. 

Odysseus sent a servant out to watch for him, for he did not 
want to be surprised by a man who was bound to be his enemy. 
“Let us make the most of his absence,” he said to Achilles’ young 
son, “to think up some sort of plan, for we shall not be able to 
win him over to our cause unless we invent a good reason. I must 
not be here when you first meet him, for he hates me, and he is 
right ! When he asks you who you are and where you come from, 
teU him the truth. But add what is not true : that you have turned 
from the Argives in anger and are bound for home. Complain 
to him that we fetched you from Scyros to help us win the war, 
and then refused you your father’s weapons. Say that they were 
given to me, to Odysseus. Malign me as much as you please — ^the 
more the better. It will not hurt me, and unless we do something 
of the sort, we shall not be able to win over this man and obtain 
his much-needed weapons. You must get hold of those arrows, in 
any case !” 

Neoptolemus interrupted him. “Son of Laertes,” he said, “the 
mere thought of doing this fills me with loathing. I could not pos- 
sibly steal his arrows. Neither my father nor I were bom to be 
crafty. I am willing to take Philoctetes captive by force, but do 
not try to persuade me to do it by guile. Besides, how could one 
man alone, and one who has only one sound foot, get the better 
of us?” 
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“With those arrows of his!” Odysseus answered calmly. “I 
know very well that you were not bom with the gift of trickery. 
I myself had an honest father, and in my youth I was slow and 
awkward in speech and swift and sure with my arm. But experi- 
ence has taught me that words often succeed more readily than 
deeds. If you stop to think that only the bow and the shafts of 
Heracles can vanquish Troy, and that you will gain the reputa- 
tion of wisdom in addition to that of courage by obtaining them, 
you will surely not refuse to use a little shrewdness.” 

Neoptolemus gave in to his older friend, and Odysseus left. 
Not long after, loud groans announced the coming of Philoctetes. 
From far oflF he had seen the ships riding at anchor near the 
coast which had no real harbor ; he hurried toward Neoptolemus 
and those with him. “Who are you.'*” he cried. “Who are you who 
have come ashore on this barren island.^ I recognize the dress of 
fellow Argives, but I long to hear you speak. Do not recoil from 
me because I look wild and unkempt. I am an unhappy man, 
deserted by my friends and tormented with pain. If you have 
not come here with hostile intent, speak !” 

Neoptolemus answered as Odysseus had prompted, and Philoc- 
tetes broke into cries of delight. “O beloved sound of the native 
tongue I have not heard for so long ! O son of noble Achilles ! O 
Lycomedes and fair Scyros ! And you, his foster child, what was 
it you said .? Evidently the Danai have treated you no better than 
me ! I am Philoctetes, son of Poeas, whom Odysseus and the sons 
of Atreus abandoned when I was racked with pain. They landed 
me here while I slept and left me with a few beggar’s rags and a 
little food. Imagine my awakening! My fright when I found 
myself alone, the ships gone, no physician at hand, no help, nolli- 
ing but solitude and pain! Days and years have passed since 
then, and I have had to see to my own needs. My bow here kept 
me fed. But though the arrows unerringly liit the quarry, I had 
to drag myself to the place where it fell. I had to fetch water from 
the spring, wood from the forest. And for a long time I had no 
fire. At last I found the right kind of stone — ^flint which gives out 
a spark when you strike it against iron. Once I had fire, I had all 
I neededifor bare living, all except health! As for this island, it 
is the poorest bit of earth in the world. No seafarer comes here of 
his own free will. There are no good landing places. There are no 
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men here with whom a merchant could barter his wares. Whoever 
lands here does so because he must. And there were a few such 
men. They pitied me and gave me food or clothing, but not one 
of them would consent to take me home. Ten years I have been 
leading this wretched lonely life, and this is the fault of Odys- 
seus and the sons of Atreus. May the gods requite their evil 
deed with evil !” 

Neoptolemus was moved to great pity as he listened to the 
story of Philoctetes, but mindful of his friend’s warning he sup- 
pressed his emotion. Instead, he told Philoctetes of the death of 
Achilles and whatever else he wanted to hear about his country- 
men. In the course of his tale, he wove in all the lies Odysseus 
had suggested. Philoctetes listened with rapt attention and now 
and then interrupted the story with expressions of sympathy. 
Then he took Neoptolemus by the hand, wept, and said : “I im- 
plore you by your father and mother ! Do not leave me behind. 
I know that I am unwelcome cargo, but please take me just 
the same. You can stow me away wherever you wish, near the 
rudder, in the bow of the ship, or down in the hold where I should 
cause the least possible disturbance to your crew. Only take me 
out of this dreadful loneliness ! Take me to your home. From 
there it is not far to Mount Oeta and the land where my father 
lives. I have sent messages to him through those who landed here, 
but have never had one in return. Perhaps he is dead. Well, I 
shall be content if I may see his grave and rest there.” 

With a heavy heart, Neoptolemus gave the man pleading at 
his feet a promise he did not mean to carry out. “We shall go to 
the ships whenever you hke,” he said. “May a god permit us to 
leave this island quickly and reach our appointed destination.” 
Philoctetes jumped up as well as he could with his wounded foot. 
He clasped the young man’s hand in deep gratitude. At this 
moment the servant they had sent out appeared, disguised as an 
Argive sailor. With him was another sailor who belonged to their 
crew. Turning to Neoptolemus, the servant brought the fictitious 
news that Diomedes and Odysseus were on the way to take captive 
a man called Philoctetes, for Calchas, the soothsayer, had said 
that his presence was necessary if Troy was to fall. At these words 
Philoctetes put himself entirely at the mercy of Neoptolemus. 
Hastily he gathered up his immortal arrows, gave them to the 
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youth for safekeeping, and went with him through the mouth of 
the cave. And then Neoptolemus could no longer restrain him- 
self. Before they reached the shore he told Philoctetes the truth. 
“I cannot bear to conceal it from you,” he said. “You must come 
to Troy with me, to the sons of Atreus, to the Argives.” Philoc- 
tetes stopped. He trembled, he cursed, he prayed. But before 
Neoptolemus had time to yield, Odysseus left the cover of bushes 
where he had been hiding and ordered his servants to take the 
unhappy old hero prisoner. Philoctetes had recognized him at 
the first word he spoke. “Alas !” he exclaimed. “I am betrayed ! 
This is the man who abandoned me nine years ago, and now his 
wiles have deprived me of my arrows!” Then he turned to 
Neoptolemus. “Son,” he said, “return them to me. Give me back 
the bow and the arrows which belong to me I” 

But Odysseus did not allow him to continue. “Never!” he 
shouted. “Not even if the boy wanted to! You must come with us, 
for there is much at stake — ^the welfare of the Argives, the fall 
of Troy !” With that Odysseus drew Neoptolemus away with him 
and left the old man in the hands of his servants. He stood out- 
side his cave and bewailed the trick which had been played on 
him. He was just about to call on the gods to avenge him when 
he saw Odysseus and Neoptolemus coming back. They were 
quarrelling. He heard the younger cry out : “No, it was wrong ! I 
got the better of him through shameful deceit. You shall not 
take this man to Troy against his will, not unless you kill me 
first !” They drew their swords. But Philoctetes intervened. He 
threw himself at the feet of the son of Achilles. “Promise to save 
me,” he cried, “and I, in turn, give my word that the arrows of 
my friend Heracles shall ward all attacks from your country.” 

“Follow me,” said Neoptolemus, raising the old man from the 
ground. “This very day we leave for Phthia, my native land.” 

Suddenly the blue air over their heads grew dark. They looked 
up, and Philoctetes was first to recognize his friend, immortal 
Heracles, floating above them in a heavy cloud. “You shall not 
go !” he called down from heaven in a voice that echoed across 
the earth. “My lips, friend Philoctetes, shall tell you the wish of 
24eus, and you must obey. You know the labors I had to perform 
before I could attain to immortality. Fate has decreed that you 
too must suffer before you attain to glory. If you go to Troy 
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with this youth, your sickness will leave you. Then, whan you are 
whole and sound again, the gods will choose you to destroy Paris, 
the cause of this war. After that you will raze Troy to the ground. 
It is you who will have the most precious spoils. Laden with 
treasure you will return to Poeas, your father, who is still alive. 
’ And should you have something left over from your spoils, bring 
it as an offering to my burial mound. Farewell!” Philoctetes 
stretched out his arms to his friend as he disappeared in heights 
too great for human eyes to follow. ‘‘Very well, then,” he cried. 
“Let us board the ships. Give me your hand, noble son of 
Achilles. And you, Odysseus, walk beside me without misgivings, 
for what you wanted was, after all, the will of the gods.” 
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THE DEATH OF PAEIS 

When the Argives saw the eagerly awaited ship, which carried 
the heroes and Philoctetes, running into port in the Hellespont, 
they thronged to the coast with loud rejoicing. Philoctetes held 
out his thin arms, and his two companions lifted him ashore. 
Painfully he limped toward the Danai waiting to welcome him. 
They were full of pity when they saw him ill and suffering. But 
one of them sprang forward, gave a quick sharp glance at the 
wound, and promised that with the help of the gods he would heal 
Philoctetes. It was Podalirius, the physician, an old frieu-d of 
Poeas. The immortals blessed the undertaking, the wound closed, 
and the old man’s limbs grew sound and strong. He revived like 
a field of barley which the rains have beaten down but which 
gentle summer winds raise once more. The sons of Atreus were 
amazed to see what seemed like a rebirth. When Philoctetes had 
refreshed his body with food and drink, Agamemnon went up 
to him, took him by the hand, and said : ‘‘My friend, it is true 
that we were blinded in spirit when we left you in Lemnos, but 
it was also the will of the gods. Do not bear us a grudge any 
longer. We have been pnnished enough for what we did. For 
the time being, accept these gifts we have set aside for you — seven 
Trojan girls, twenty horses, and twelve tripods. Feast your eyes 
on these and live in my own house with me. At the board, and in 
every other way as well, you shall have the honors due to a king.” 

“My friends,” Philoctetes replied kindly, “I cherish no 
grudge, neither against you, Agamemnon, nor against any other 
Argive who has wronged me. For I know that the spirit of a 
noble man must be flexible, gentle as well as stern. But now let 
us sleep. For those who love the fight do better to sleep by night 
than feast.” So he said and went to his couch to rest until morn- 
ing. 

The next day the Trojans were still burying their dead out- 
side the walls when they saw the Argives coming toward them 
in full battle array. Polydamas, the wise friend of slain Hector, 
advised them to retreat into their city and fend off the foe from 
behind the walls. “Troy,” he said, “is the work of gods, and what 
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they have made is not easy to destroy. We have enough food and 
drink, and King Priam, in the vast halls of his palace, has stores 
enough to feed three times as many people as live in our city for 
years to come.” But the Trojans rejected his counsel and ac- 
claimed that of Aeneas who urged them to conquer or die on the 
battlefield. 

Soon the fight was raging with full fury. With his father’s 
spear Neoptolemus slew twelve Trojans, one after another. But 
Eurymenes, the comrade-in-arms of bold Aeneas, and Aeneas 
himself made great gaps in the Argive host, and Paris killed the 
friend of Menelaus, Demoleon of Sparta. Philoctetes raged 
among the Trojans like Ares himself or like a beating rain which 
floods the fields and pastures. If an enemy so much as saw him 
from afar he was already lost. The very armor he wore, the armor 
of Heracles, seemed to terrify the Trojans as if they saw a 
Gorgon’s head on his cuirass. Finally Paris dared approach him 
with lifted bow. Quickly he launched an arrow, but it whirred 
past Philoctetes and wounded Cleodorus, who stood beside him, 
in the shoulder. Cleodorus retreated, defending himself with his 
lance, but a second arrow shot by Paris killed him. And now 
Philoctetes took his bow in hand and cried in a voice like thunder : 
‘‘You Trojan thief ! You are the cause of all our woe. You shall 
mourn your insolent wish to measure your strength against mine. 
And once you are dead, destruction will come on swift feet, and 
your line and your city will fall.” So speaking, he drew the twisted 
string of his bow close to his breast and fitted the arrow so that 
the point projected only a little beyond the curved bow. The 
arrow hissed through the air and did not miss its mark. But it 
only scratched the tender skin of beautiful Paris at the wrist, and 
he aimed again. A second arrow from the bow of Philoctetes hit 
him in the groin ; trembling from head to foot, he fled like the 
dog from the lion. 

The struggle continued while physicians tended the painful 
wound of Paris. At nightfall the Trojans went into their city, 
and the Danai returned to their ships. Paris moaned through the 
darkness. He could not sleep. The shaft had pierced to the 
marrow, and the poison which tipped the arrows of Heracles had 
blackened the wound with decay. The physicians could not help 
him, though they tried every known means to lessen his pain. 
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Then, in his great anguish, Paris recalled an oracle which had 
said that in his utmost need only Oenone, the wife he had put 
aside, could enable him to escape death. He had spent serene 
and happy days with her when he was still a shepherd, pasturing 
his flock on the slopes of Ida, When he left for Greece, she herself 
had told him of the oracle. And so now he had himself carried up 
Mount Ida where Oenone still lived, but he was reluctant and 
full of qualms. Birds of ill omen croaked from the trees as his 
servants climbed toward the peak with him. Their voices filled 
him with horror, but his will to live was so strong that he tried 
to ignore them. When they reached Oenone’s house, he fell at the 
feet of the wife he had deserted. “Do not hate me now, in my 
agony,” he cried. “I left you only because it was the will of the 
Fates that I go to Helen. I wish I had died before bringing her 
to my father’s palace! But now I implore you by the gods, by 
the love we bore each other, pity me and put balm on my wound, 
for you yourself once predicted that you alone would be able 
to save my life.” 

But his words did not soften Oenone. “How dare you come to 
me, whom you abandoned and left to loneliness and sorrow, while 
you took pleasure in Helen’s eternal youth!” she said angrily. 
“Why don’t you go and fall at her feet and ask her to help you? 
For you certainly will not move my spirit with your weeping and 
lamenting.” And she let him go from her house, not dreaming 
that her own fate was bound to his. He leaned heavily on his 
servants and dragged himself painfully away. They carried him 
down the wooded slopes of Ida, and Hera on Olympus revelled 
in his despair. Before he reached the foot of the mountain, he died 
of his poisoned wound, and Helen never saw him again. 

A shepherd brought his mother Hecuba word of his death. Her 
knees shook at this message, and, losing consciousness, she fell to 
the ground. But Priam heard nothing of this fresh misfortune. 
He sat at the grave of Hector, lost in grief, and did not know 
what went on in the world. Helen, on the other hand, burst into 
tears, but her sadness was less for her husband than for herself, 
and she was confused by a feeling of guilt she had long sup- 
pressed. 

Oenone, alone in her house, far from the city of Troy, was 
seized with deep remorse. Now she permitted herself to remember 
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Paris in the freshness of youth, and the delights of their young 
love. As the ice in the woods and the sunless gorges thaws at the 
soft breath of the west wind and flows in swift streams, so her 
harshness melted in sorrow, and tears poured from her eyes. She 
sprang from her couch, tore open the door, and rushed out like 
a tempest. From cliff to cliff she hurried through the night, over 
jagged rocks and mountain streams. Pityingly Selene looked 
down at her from the dark blue sky and shed light on her path. 
At last she reached that part of the woods where the body of her 
husband lay on a pyre. The logs burst into flame, and the shep- 
herds of that region stood around, paying honor to their friend 
and prince. When Oenone saw Paris dead, she was speechless 
with grief, and veiling her lovely face in her gown, she cast 
herself on the pyre. Before anyone could move to help her, her 
hair had caught fire, and with her husband she was consumed 
in the flames. 


THE STOBMIXO OF TKOY 

While this was taking place on the slopes of Ida, the two armies 
had resumed the fight. Apollo breathed courage into Aeneas, son 
of Anchises, and Eurymachus, son of Antenor, and they drove 
the Achaeans back. They suffered great losses, and Neoptolemus 
rallied his men with almost superhuman effort. But he could 
not stop the Trojans until Pallas Athene herself came to his 
help. Now Aphrodite also took part in the battle, for she feared 
for the life of Aeneas, her son. Finally she hid him in dense mist 
and bore him away from the battlefield. 

Only a few Trojans escaped death, and these retreated to their 
city, wounded and exhausted. Weeping women and children took 
their bloodstained weapons from them and loosened their heavy 
cuirasses, and physicians hastened to their aid. The Danai too 
were tired and weakened, for they had defeated their enemies 
only after a long and desperate struggle. But the next morning 
they woke refreshed. Leaving a guard with their wounded, they 
marched courageously toward the walls of Troy. They dis- 
tributed their forces, so that one battalion was stationed at each 
gate. But the Trojans resisted from every part of the wall and 
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from every tower. The Scaean Gates bore the brunt of the attack. 
Sthenelus, son of Capaneus, and Diomedes were the first to rush 
against it. But tireless Deiphobus and strong Polites, with many 
others, fended their foes off with arrows and stones, and their 
shields and helmets rang with the striking missiles. Neoptolemus 
fought at the Idaean Gates. His Myrmidons were experienced in 
all the methods of storming a wall. On this part of the ramparts 
Helenus and Agenor kindled the hearts of the Trojans and 
fought for their city. Those gates which led to the plain and the 
Argive camp had been assigned to Eurypylus and Odysseus. 
They attacked again and again, but Aeneas kept them at a dis- 
tance by incessantly hurling great stones at them. Teucer, mean- 
while, fought on the banks of the Simois. So the fighting went on 
everywhere, and there was no decisive action. Finally Odysseus 
had a happy thought. He had his warriors lift up their shields 
so that they formed a compact and vaulted roof under which the 
men went forward, keeping close to each other. And now the 
stones and arrows and javelins launched from the walls rained 
on the shields without wounding a single man. In this way, like 
a solid mass of threatening cloud, they approached the walls. 
The earth groaned beneath their steps, the dust whirled about 
their heads, and under the roof of shields their talk sounded like 
the buzzing of bees in a hive. The hearts of the sons of Atreus 
brimmed with joy when they saw this unshakable procession. 
They urged their men forward toward all the gates and prepared 
to lift them from their hinges or batter them in with two-edged 
axes. The new invention of Odysseus seemed to assure victory. 

But the gods who sided with the Trojans put new and greater 
strength into the arms of Aeneas. With both hands he grasped an 
enormous stone and hurled it down on the roof of shields with 
desperate fury. This stone caused disaster to the besiegers, and 
they fell like mountain goats mowed down by a tumbling rock. 
But Aeneas stood on the wall, his limbs swelling with strength, 
and his armor fiashed like lightning. Beside him was Ares, hidden 
in cloud, and every time Aeneas cast a missile the war-god guided 
it, spreading terror and death among the Achaeans. Through it 
all Aeneas kept sounding his battle cry, firing his men to action, 
while down below Neoptolemus shouted to his Myrmidons to 
stand fast. And so they fought all day without respite. 
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The Argives were luckier at another part of the wall, where 
Ajax of Locris swept the defenders down with his arrows and 
spears. He actually cleared a space, so that Alcimedon, his 
comrade-in-arms, set up a ladder and began to climb it, trusting 
to his youth and courage. He held his shield over his head. But 
Aeneas had been watching him from far off, and just as he 
mounted the topmost rung, just as his first and last glance fell 
on the city of Troy, he was hit in the forehead by a stone flung 
by the powerful hand of the son of Anchises. The ladder broke 
under the impact of the falling hero. He whirled through space 
like an arrow shot from the bow and died before he struck the 
ground. The men of Locris cried out when they saw him lying 
there crushed and mangled. 

Now Philoctetes fixed his eyes on the son of Anchises, who was 
raging along the wall like a wild beast. He aimed one of his in- 
escapable arrows at him, but only scratched the leather of his 
shield and instead felled Medon, who dropped from the rampart 
like quarry shot down by the huntsman. In return, Aeneas cast 
a stone at Toxaechmes, the bold friend of Philoctetes, and 
cracked his skull. Furiously Philoctetes looked up at his foe and 
exclaimed: “Aeneas! You think yourself brave when you throw 
down stones from your post on the tower. But any weak woman 
could do as well. If you are a man, come out of the gate in full 
armor and measure your strength and skill in the use of bow and 
lance with me, the son of Poeas!” The Trojan did not stop to 
reply, for he was summoned to another part of the wall which 
was endangered at that moment, and Philoctetes too was drawn 
back into the battle. 


THE WOODEN HORSE 

For a long time the Argives fought for the gates and walls of 
Troy, but they were repulsed on all sides. Then Calchas sum- 
moned the heroes to an assembly, and this is what he told them : 
“The hardships you are going through are utterly in vain. You 
will never take Troy by force. It would be far better to devise 
some ruse to accomplish your purpose. Yesterday I saw a sign 
— ^a falcon chasing a dove which deftly slipped into a cleft in a 
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rock. For a long time her pursuer weiited in front of the crack, 
but she did not come out. Then he hid in a bush nearby, and the 
foolish little dove fluttered out unsuspectingly. Thereupon the 
falcon swooped down on her and clutched her in his talons. Let 
us follow the bird’s example. Let us stop fighting for Troy and 
see what can be achieved by craft.” 

When Calchas had finished, the heroes tried to think of some 
scheme or other to end this grim war, but they racked their brains 
to no purpose. Finally Odysseus had a clever idea. “Let us build 
an enormous wooden horse and hide in its belly as many of the 
bravest Argives as it will hold. The rest shall take the ships to 
the island of Tenedos. Before sailing, they must bum everything 
in the camp, so that the Trojans see the fire and smoke from their 
towers, forget caution, and scatter over the field. But one of us — 
and it must be one whom the Trojans do not know by sight — 
shall go to Troy pretending he is a fugitive, and tell them that 
he has escaped the Achaeans who were going to slaughter him 
as a victim to insure their safe return home. He shall say that he 
hid under the wooden horse which the Argives had dedicated to 
Pallas Athene, the enemy of the Trojans, and crawled out only 
after the ships had left. The man who undertakes this must be 
able to repeat this story in answer to all questions the Trojans 
will put to him, and speak with such a semblance of truth that 
they forget their suspicions. They will then pity the poor 
stranger and take him into their city. There he shall see to it 
that the Trojans drag the wooden horse inside the gates. When 
our enemies are asleep, he shall give us a sign we have agreed on. 
We will rush out of the horse, signal to our friends in Tenedos 
with a burning torch, and destroy the city with fire and sword.” 

When Odysseus had finished unfolding his plan, all praised 
his inventiveness. Calchas was loudest in expressing his approval, 
for shrewd Odysseus had hit on a scheme exactly in keeping with 
the soothsayer’s wish. He drew the attention of the assembly to 
favorable omens read from the flight of birds, and to the sound 
of thunder in heaven which signified the consent of Zeus. The 
Argives were just going to begin building the horse when the 
son of Achilles rose and said : “Calchas ! Brave men face their 
enonies in open warfare ! Let the Trojans be cowards and fight 
down from their towers and walls. But we surely must not take 



to hidden ruse or to any method but pitched battle. That is the 
only way to prove that we are better men.” 

His voice rang with courage and fearlessness, and even Odys- 
seus was forced to admire his unbroken strength and pride. But 
he retorted : “You are the noble son of a noble father, and you 
have spoken like a hero. But remember that even your father, 
who matched the gods in power and daring, was unable to shatter 
these massive fortifications. Not all things can be achieved by 
courage alone. And so I beg you and all you other heroes to ac- 
cept the counsel of Calchas and get to work at once to carry out 
my project.” 

Everyone except Philoctetes applauded the son of Laertes. 
The son of Poeas, however, sided with Neoptolemus, for he 
craved battle, and his heart was far from sated. In the end these 
two almost persuaded the rest of the Danai. But Zeus showed his 
disapproval and anger. Lightning flashed, and thunder shook 
the earth at the very feet of the Argives, so that they could not 
but understand that Zeus favored the plan of Calchas and the 
wily son of Laertes. And so Neoptolemus and Philoctetes yielded, 
though with inner reluctance. 

They all returned to the ships, but before beginning the work 
they gave themselves up to deep refreshing sleep. And at mid- 
night Athene sent a dream to Epeius, an Argive hero. She 
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ordered him, who was skilled and deft with his hands, to build 
the great horse, promising her help, so that it might quickly be 
completed. The hero recognized the goddess. Joyfully he sprang 
up from his couch. He thought of only one thing — ^building the 
horse — and he pondered how to accomplish the task which had 
been set him. 

At break of day, he told the Argives of the dream he had 
had. Instantly the sons of Atreus sent men to the slopes of 
Ida and haJ them cut the tallest trees. These were quickly 
dragged to the Hellespont, and there many young men offered to 
help Epeius. Some of them chopped the branches from the 
trunks. Others sawed the timbers. Epeius himself shaped the 
horse. First he carved the feet, then the belly. Over this he arched 
the back. Then he formed the flanks, and the neck with a mane, 
so delicately fashioned that it seemed to flutter in the wind. The 
ears were pointed, and the eyes sparkled with life. The whole 
horse seemed to breathe and move. With Athene’s help, all this 
was finished in only three days, and the entire host marvelled at 
the great work of art made by Epeius. They expected to hear it 
neigh at any moment. But the artist lifted his hands to heaven 
and prayed before the army: “Hear me, Pallas Athene, great 
goddess ! Save your horse and save me !” And all the Achaeans 
joined in his prayer. 

The Trojans remained quietly behind their walls, weary and 
frightened by what they had suffered at the hands of the Argives. 
But up on Olympus there was great tumult. For now that Troy’s 
doom was sealed the gods divided into two factions, the one favor- 
able, the other hostile to the Argives. They descended to earth 
and stood in battle array on the shores of the Xanthus. But no 
mortal could see them. Even the deities of the sea joined the ranks 
of the immortals. The Nereids who were kin to Achilles sided 
with the Argives. Other gods of the ocean took the part of Troy, 
and they lashed the waves to angry crests and drove them toward 
the ships and the horse. Had Fate permitted, they would have 
destroyed both. In the meantime the fight on the plain had begun. 
Ares rushed at Athene. This was a sign for the rest, and soon all 
the gods were joined in conflict. Their golden armor rang at 
every move, and the sea surged and pounded on the sand. Under 
the feet of the immortals the whole earth quaked, and their battle 
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cry was so piercing that it reached the underworld, and the very 
Titans trembled in Tartarus. 

Now the gods had chosen the moment for battle at a time when 
Zeus was away on a journey. He had gone to the cave of Tethys 
and the waters of Oceanus at the utmost edge of the earth. But 
even at so great a distance his keen spirit knew everything that 
was happening before Troy. Hardly had he grown aware of the 
battle of the gods before he returned to Olympus, borne by the 
four winds. Iris was his charioteer, and his steeds reached the goal 
in an instant. With swift, strong hands he flashed lightning upon 
the gods below, and they dropped their arms and stood motion- 
less. Themis, the goddess of justice, the only one of the immortals 
who had not taken part in the fight, went down to them and pro- 
claimed that Zeus was resolved to destroy them unless they obeyed 
his will and gave up their struggle with one another. And now, 
fearing for their immortality, they subdued the enmity in their 
hearts and returned to their homes, some to heaven, others into 
the depths of the sea. 

While this was going on, the wooden horse had been com- 
pleted, and Odysseus rose in the assembly. “The time has come,” 
he said gravely. “Now, O leaders of the Danai, we shall see who 
is really strong and fearless. For now we must enter the belly of 
this horse and go toward the unknown. Believe me, it takes more 
courage to crawl into this hiding place than to face the foe in 
open battle. So let only the very bravest come. The rest can sail 
to Tenedos. Only one unafraid man must remain near the horse 
and do as I have counselled. Who will volunteer for this?” 

No one came forward. The heroes hesitated. Then Sinon went 
up to Odysseus and said : “I am ready to do what must be done ! 
Let the Trojans maltreat me ! Let them throw me into fire alive! 
My decision is made!” His words were greeted with jubilant 
shouts, and many an old hero said to himself : “Who is this young 
man? We have never even heard his name ! He has no particular 
deed to his credit. He must be possessed of a demon who wants 
to destroy either us or the Trojans.” 

But Nestor rose and encouraged the Danai. “Let us marshal 
all our strength,” he cried. “For the gods have placed in our 
hands the means of putting an end to ten years of hardship. 
Quickly now ! Into the horse ! My old limbs feel as strong as whoi 
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I wanted to board Jason’s Argo, and I would have done so, had 
not King Pelias held me back.” 

So speaking, the old man attempted to precede all the rest 
through the wooden door let into the horse’s belly, but Neoptole- 
mus, son of Achilles, implored him to leave this honor to him who 
was young, and content himself with guiding the others to Tene- 
dos. It was difficult to persuade Nestor, but at last he gave in, 
and Neoptolemus, in full armor, was first to enter the hollow 
horse. After him came Menelaus, Diomedes, Sthenelus, and 
Odysseus. Then Philoctetes, Ajax, Idomeneus, Mcriones, Podali- 
rius, Eurymachus, Antimachus, Agapenor, and as many others 
as the wooden belly would hold. Last to enter was Epeius, the 
maker of the horse. When he too was inside, he pulled the ladders 
up after him, drew them into the opening, shut the door, and 
bolted it from within. In utter darkness and deep silence the 
heroes huddled in the horse, not knowing what awaited them, 
whether victory or death. 

The rest of the Argives set afire their huts and whatever 
utensils they did not take with them. Then they boarded their 
ships, which were under the command of Agamemmon and Nestor, 
and sailed for Tenedos, This was done according to the decision 
of the assembly which did not wish these two to enter the horse, 
the one because of his great majesty, the other because of his 
old age. At Tenedos they weighed anchor, went ashore, and long- 
ingly waited for the fire signal which had been agreed on. 

It did not take the Trojans long to notice that the air was 
heavy with smoke, and when they peered down from their towers, 
they saw that the Argive ships were gone. J oy fully they thronged 
to the shore, but stopped to gird on their armor, for they had not 
given up all their fears. When, in place of the hostile camp, they 
found the gigantic wooden horse, they surrounded it in wide-eyed 
wonder. First they admired this amazing work of art to their 
heart’s content, and then began to argue what to do with it. Some 
were in favor of dragging it into the city and setting it up on the 
acropolis as a moniunent of victory. Others mistrusted this 
strange gift the Argives had left behind and advised throwing it 
into the sea or burning it. All the while the heroes, hidden in that 
great belly, suffered pangs of anguish at each new proposal. And 
now Laocoon, the Trojan priest of Apollo, made his way through 
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the crowds. But even before he had reached the horse, he cried: 
“What folly, what madness is this ! Do you think the Danai have 
really sailed? How can you believe that any gift of theirs is with- 
out trickery? You know Odysseus! Either some danger lurks 
in that horse, or it is a war machine which our enemies, hidden 
somewhere nearby, will direct against our city. In any case, do 
not trust the horse 1” With these words he grasped the heavy lance 
of the warrior standing nearest him and thrust it into the horse’s 
belly. The spear quivered in the wood, and the sound which 
issued from the belly was like an echo from a hollow cave, but 
the spirit of the Trojans was bUnd, and their ears did not hear. 

While this was going on, some curious shepherds, who had 
come close to the horse, detected Sinon who had hidden under it ; 
they dragged him out and took him to King Priam. And now all 
those who had surrounded the horse went to see this new spectacle. 
Sinon stood there, unarmed and apparently numb with fright, 
and played the part Odysseus had invented for him. He lifted 
pleading hands, now to heaven, now to the spectators, and sobbed ; 
“Alas! What land shall I turn to, what sea? For the Argives 
have banished me, and the Trojans will surely kill me !” The very 
herdsmen who had seized him were moved by these words, and a 
number of warriors went up to him, asked him who he was and 
where he came from, and told him that if he were really guiltless 
he should be of good courage. 

Finally Sinon gave up his show of fear and said : “I am an 
Argive. I do not deny it. Misery shall not succeed in making a 
liar of me. Perhaps you have heard of Palamedes, prince of 
Euboea? At Odysseus’ instigation he was stoned to death, simply 
because he had counselled his countrymen against waging war 
on Troy. I am a poor kinsman of his, and ever since his death 
I have had no one to turn to. You see, I dared threaten vengeance 
for the murder of my kinsman, and the son of Laertes began to 
hate me and has persecuted me all the years of this war. He did 
not rest until together with false Calchas he had plotted my 
death too. For when the Argives at last decided to flee — a plan 
they had weighed so often — and this wooden horse was already 
made, they sent Eurypylus to the oracle of Apollo, because they 
had seen ominous signs in the sky. And this was Apollo’s answer : 
‘When you left for this war, you propitiated the angry winds 
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with the blood of a virgin. Now you must buy your safe return 
with blood. You must sacrifice one of your own people.’ The 
Argives shuddered at these words. But Odysseus summoned Cal- 
chas, the soothsayer, to the assembly, and begged him to reveal 
the will of the gods. For five days Calchas, hypocritical Calchas, 
refused to designate any particular warrior for the offering. 
Finally, pretending that Odysseus was forcing his hand, he 
called my name. And everyone agreed readily, for each was glad 
to escape death himself. The terrible day dawned. They wreathed 
me as a victim and bound the sacred fillet about my head. The 
altar, the wine, the flour— everything was prepared. But I broke 
the thongs that bound me, fled, and hid in the reeds of a swamp 
until they had sailed away. Then I crept out and took shelter 
under the belly of the sacred horse. I cannot return to my coun- 
try or to my people. I am in your hands. You must decide if you 
wish to be generous and let me live, or kill me as my fellow Argives 
threatened to do.” 

The Trojans were moved by these lies. Priam spoke kindly to 
Sinon. He told him to forget his cruel comrades and promised 
him refuge in his city. All he asked in return was information 
about the wooden horse which the prisoner had just called 
“sacred.” 

Sinon’s hands were freed of their bonds. He lifted them to 
heaven and prayed with false fervor : “You gods, to whom I was 
consecrated! O altar, and sword which menaced me, be my 
witnesses that the ties which bound me to my countrymen are 
severed, that I am not doing wrong in revealing their secrets I” 
Then he began his tale. “During the whole course of this war the 
Achaeans had staked their hopes on the help of Pallas Athene. 
But ever since her image, the Palladium, was stolen from the 
temple you reared for her in Troy, all has gone wrong. You Tro- 
jans probably do not know that it was taken by some of our 
men ! The goddess was angry and withdrew her favor from the 
Argives. Then Calchas, the soothsayer, declared that we must 
launch our ships immediately and return to our own country to 
find out what the gods wished us to do. He said it was useless to 
expect victory until the Palladium was restored to its proper 
place. This was why the Danai at last resolved to sail home. 
But at Calchsis’ advice they first built this great wooden horse as 
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a gift for the goddess. He claimed it would calm her anger. They 
made it tall and wide so that you Trojans could not wedge it 
through the gates and take it into your city, because if you did, 
Athene’s favor and protection would go to you instead of to the 
Achaeans. If, on the other hand, you injured the sacred horse 
in any way — ^and the Danai hoped you would! — ^Athene would 
surely destroy your city. They intend to return as soon as they 
have learned the will of the gods in Argos, and expect to give the 
Palladium back to a city which has already been condemned by 
its own impious deeds.” 

This web of lies was so cleverly devised that Priam and his 
warriors believed it and trusted Sinon. And Athene watched over 
the fate of her friends who sat within the horse shaken with 
anxiety, for ever since Laocoon had voiced his warning, they had 
been consumed with the fear of death. But an almost matchless 
miracle freed the heroes at least from this one danger. After the 
death of Poseidon’s priest, Laocoon, who was the priest of Apollo, 
had been chosen by lot to fill the vacant post, so that he was now 
priest of Poseidon as well. Just as he was about to sacrifice a 
splendid bull to the sea-god, two enormous snakes, coming from 
the direction of Tenedos, swam through the glassy water toward 
the shore. Their heads topped with scarlet crests loomed high 
above the surface of the sea. The rest of their bodies writhed 
through the water which moved and splashed with their passage. 
And now they crawled ashore, darted out their tongues, hissed, 
and looked about with eyes like flame. The Trojans, who were 
still thronged around the horse, grew pale as death and took to 
their heels. But the serpents made straight for the altar where 
Laocoon and his two young sons were busy with the sacrifice. 
First they wound themselves around the two boys and sank 
poisonous fangs into their tender flesh. When the children 
screamed and their father came running with drawn sword, they 
looped their heavy coils twice about him and reared their crests 
above his head. The fillet of the priest dripped with venom. In 
vain he tried to loosen the noose of their bodies with his hands. In 
the meantime the bull, which Laocoon had already struck with 
the axe when he heard his sons cry for help, shook the blade from 
his neck and fled bellowing from the altar. Laocoon and his chil- 
dren died* from the bite of the snakes, and the creatures slithered 
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along the ground until they reached the temple of Athene. There 
they hid at her feet, under the shield of the goddess. 

The Trojans interpreted this awful event as punishment in- 
flicted on the priest for the doubt he had expressed. Some hurried 
to the city and made a breach in the wall, large enough to admit 
the wooden horse. Others fastened wheels to its feet and twisted 
strong ropes to throw over its lofty neck. Then they pulled it to 
Troy in triumph. Girls and boys followed in solemn procession 
and chanted hymns. Four times the horse caught on the raised 
threshold of the gates before it finally rolled over, and four times 
the belly resounded as though bronze had struck on bronze. But 
still the Trojans did not hear, and they conducted the wooden 
image to the acropolis amid waves of thundering acclaim. In all 
this ecstasy of joy, only Cassandra, King Priam’s daughter, 
whom the gods had lent the power of foretelling the future, re- 
mained aloof. With unclouded vision she saw what was to be. 
Never had she spoken a word which had not come true, but she 
had the misfortune always to be doubted. Now too she recog- 
nized danger and ran from the palace, driven by the spirit of 
prophecy. Her hair fluttered wildly, her eyes were glazed, and 
her slender neck swayed like a twig in the wind. She cried aloud 
through the streets : “People of Troy, do you not realize that we 
are travelling the road to destruction ? That we stand at the verge 
of death ? I see the city filled with fire and blood. I see death break- 
ing out of the belly of that horse you have brought here so 
exultantly. But why do I speak.? If I used thousands of words 
you still would not believe me. You have fallen prey to the Furies 
who will take vengeance on you for Helen’s marriage.” 

But the Trojans only laughed at the girl or mocked her. At 
best one would stop and say : “Have you grown so shomplpigg, 
Cassandra, that you, a girl, run around in the streets alone? 
Don’t you see that everyone is ridiculing your foolish talk? 
Better go home before anything happens to you.” 
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Late into that night the Trojans gave themselves up to feasting 
and celebrating. Flute boys moved among the revellers. Again 
and again the cups were filled with wine, seized in both hands, 
and drained to the last drop. At midnight, when tongues and lids 
grew heavy and all were dulled with sleep, Sinon, who had feasted 
with the rest, pretended to grow drowsy. He rose from his couch, 
walked softly out of the gates, lit a torch, and waved it so that 
it could be seen on the shores of Tenedos. Then he extinguished 
it, crept up to the horse, and knocked gently on the belly, as 
Odysseus had told him to do. The heroes heard the sound. But 
they only turned in silence to receive the command of the son of 
Laertes. He bade them go out as quietly as possible, and warned 
those who were most impatient. Noiselessly he slid back the bolts, 
put out his head, and looked around to make sure no one was 
awake. Then, as a ravening wolf prowls softly to the sheeppen, 
between watchful shepherds and dogs, he climbed down the rungs 
of the ladder which Epeius had made along with the horse. One 
hero after another followed him, his heart thudding against his 
ribs. When the wooden belly had disgorged all its inmates, they 
brandished their lances, drew their swords, and scattered through 
the city. And now dreadful slaughter overtook the Trojans, 
dazed with sleep and wine. Firebrands were tossed into their 
homes, and soon the roofs began to burn over their heads. At the 
same time, a favorable wind carried the fleet from Tenedos into 
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the harbor on the Hellespont, and soon after the entire Argive 
host rushed into the city through the broad breach the Trojans 
thranselves had cut for the horse. The already vanquished city 
was filled with screams of agony. The maimed and wounded 
crawled among corpses, and anyone who still ran unharmed was 
hit in the back with a lance. Dogs yelped and howled above the 
moans of the dying, and the clamor was swelled bv the wails of 
women and children. 

But the Argives too had heavy losses, for although the greater 
part of their enemies were unarmed, they fought as well as they 
could. Some hurled their cups at the foe. Others snatched burn- 
ing brands from the hearth, or hacked about with spits, hatchets, 
axes, or whatever they could lay hands on. So the Danai had to be 
on their guard. Stones were thrown at them from the roof tops, 
and some were crushed by burning walls which collapsed as they 
passed. When they had fought their way to the acropolis, many 
Trojans issued fully armed from the palace of Priam, so that the 
Argives had to fight for their very lives. 

In the course of the battle the city grew lighter and lighter, 
though it was still night, for the many torches carried by the 
Achaeans and the brilliance of the spreading conflagration made 
Troy as bright as day. And now that the Argives no longer feared 
to mistake friend for foe in the dark, they became bolder and went 
purposefully for the noblest among the Trojan heroes. Diomedes 
killed Coroebus, son of great Mygdon, by driving his lance 
through his stomach. Then he slew brave Eurydamas, the son-in- 
law of aged Antenor. Soon after he met Ilioneus, one of the oldest 
among the Trojans, who fell on his knees and, catching at the 
victor’s sword, cried in a trembling voice : “Whoever you may be, 
give up your anger! For only victory over the young and strong 
brings glory. Spare an old man, for you too will some day be 
old and look for mercy.” For an instant Diomedes stayed his 
sword and hesitated. But then he pierced his enemy’s throat, say- 
ing: “I do, indeed, hope to grow to honored old age, but first I 
must use my young strength to send all my foes to Hades !” And 
he rushed on and killed many other Trojans. 

Ajax of Locris and Idomeneus were also pursuing the Trojans 
relentlessly. But Neoptolemus picked out the sons of Priam as his 
victims and slew three of them, and after that Agenor, who had 
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dared fight with Achilles, his father. Finally he came on Priam 
himself. The old man was praying at an altar of Zeus built out 
in the open. Eagerly Neoptolemus lifted his sword. Priam looked 
him fearlessly in the eye. “Slay me, O son of brave Achilles,” he 
said. “I have suffered much; many of my children have died 
before my eyes. Why should I still see the light of the sun? I wish 
I had died long before this. I wish your father had killed me. 
Since he did not, satisfy your own fierce heart and release me 
I from my griefs.” 

“Old man,” Neoptolemus answered, “you urge me to do what 
my own soul bids,” and he cut off the old king’s head lightly and 
swiftly as the reaper in the heat of summer mows the grain in the 
sun-baked field. The head rolled along the ground, and the body 
lay among the corpses of other Trojans. 

The common warriors in the Argive host were far more cruel. 
In the king’s palace they had found Astyanax, Hector’s little son. 
They snatched him from his mother’s arms, and, full of hatred 
against Hector and his line, hurled him down from the ramparts. 
When they wrested him from his mother, she cried : “Throw me 
from the wall too ! Or cast me into the flames ! Since Achilles killed 
my husband, I have been living only for my child. Take from 
me the agony of a life without him !” But the men did not even 
listen to her and stormed away. 

So Death prowled about, entering now this house, now that. 
He spared only one, the home of old Antenor who had been so 
generous and kindly a host to Odysseus and Menelaus and saved 
their hves long ago when they came to Troy as envoys. For this 
the Danai now spared him and left him all his possessions. 

As long as Troy was under siege, Aeneas had fought from the 
walls with unbroken strength. But when he saw the city burning 
in all quarters, when he realized that further resistance was 
useless, he acted like a brave sailor in a storm who defends his 
ship against the raging sea as long as possible, but when he 
knows that sinking is inevitable, abandons it to the waves and 
tries to save himself in a boat. So now Aeneas took his father 
Anchises on his broad shoulders, his son Ascanius by the hand, 
and hastened away. The boy pressed close to his father, and his 
feet hardly touched the earth as Aeneas leaped across the count- 
less bodies which littered the streets. And Aphrodite never left 
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of smoke parted, and the arrows and spears the Danai hurled at 
him fell harmlessly to the ground. 

In all other places, murder was abroad. Just outside the 
chamber of faithless Helen, Menelaus, her first husband, found 
Deiphobus, son of Priam. Since Hector’s death he had been the 
pillar of his house and his people; after Paris was slain, Helen 
had fallen to his share. He was still drowsy and numb with the 
evening’s carousal as he staggered to his feet and fled through 
the corridors of the palace. But Menelaus overtook him and 
killed him with his sword. “Die here, at my wife’s doors!” he 
cried in a voice like thunder. “If only I could have killed Paris 
in this place ! But just as he had to die, so you too shall not take 
delight in Helen and go unpunished! You shall learn that no 
one who does wrong can escape the hands of Themis, goddess of 
justice.” And Menelaus rolled the corpse to one side with his 
foot and started on a search through the palace, for his heart, 
tom with emotions, yearned for Helen. Fearing her husband’s 
anger, she had hidden herself in the farthest comer of the house, 
and it took him a long time to find her. When he first caught sight 
of her, jealousy prompted him to slay her, but Aphrodite, who 
had made her even fairer than before, struck the sword from his 
hand, dispelled his rage, and woke the old love sleeping in his 
heart. He was bewitched by Helen’s beauty, and again and again 
his hand refused to raise the sword. Suddenly he forgot all the 
wrong she had done him. But when he heard the battle cry of the 
Argives, he felt ashamed to think that he was standing in front 
of false Helen, not as an avenger, but as her slave. Against his 
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will he picked up the sword which had fallen to the ground, 
curbed his passion, and aimed a blow at his wife. But in his 
heart he hated to harm her, and so he was relieved when Agamem- 
non came up to him, laid his hand on his shoulder, and said: 
“Wait, Menelaus ! It is not proper for you to slay your lawful 
wife, for whose sake we have endured so much suffering. She is 
far less at fault than Paris who broke the laws of hospitality. But 
he and all his line and all his people have now been punished. 
They have paid with their lives.” So spoke Agamemnon, and 
Menelaus obeyed him with seeming reluctance but inner joy. 

While this was happening on earth, the immortals veiled them- 
selves in cloud and mourned the fall of Troy. The only ones to 
rejoice so greatly that they shouted with satisfaction were Hera, 
the deadly enemy of the Trojans, and Thetis, the mother of 
Achilles who had died in the flower of manhood. Pallas Athene 
could not restrain her tears, even though she had constantly 
worked for the fall of Troy, for she saw Ajax, the wild son of 
Oileus, enter her temple. There he seized Cassandra, her priestess, 
who had sought refuge in the sanctuary and was clasping her 
image, and dragged her away by the hair. The goddess did noth- 
ing to help the daughter of her foes, but her cheeks burned with 
anger, and her image gave forth a sound that shook the floor of 
the temple. Turning her eyes from this scene of crime, she swore 
to avenge the wrong done to Cassandra. 

The conflagration and slaughter went on for a long time. Like 
a pillar the flames soared to heaven and announced the fall of the 
city to all those who lived on islands nearby, and to the ships 
which plied back and forth on the sea. 


MENELAUS AND HELEN. EOLYXENA 

By morning, most of the inhabitants of the city were either de6id 
or captured. The Danai could roam through Troy at will and 
take what they wanted of the boundless treasure stored in it. 
They carried their spoils to the ships : gold, silver, precious stones, 
many costly utensils, and captive women, girls, and children. In 
the midst of the throng was Menelaus, leading Helen out of the 
confusion. He was still a little ashamed and yet very happy to 
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have her back. Beside him walked Agamemnon with Cassandra 
whom he had rescued from the rough grasp of Ajax. Neoptole- 
mus guided Hector’s wife, Andromache, from the burning city. 
Queen Hecuba, who walked with difficulty and tore at her grey 
hair which she had strewn with ashes, was the prisoner of Odys- 
seus. Countless other Trojan women followed, young and old, 
and behind them girls and children. Handmaids mingled with 
the daughters of kings, and all alike sobbed and wailed with 
anguish. Only Helen was silent. She kept her eyes on the ground, 
and a blush of shame flooded her face. Then she thought of the 
fate which awaited her on the ships, and she shivered and paled. 
Swiftly she drew her veil over her head and walked tremblingly 
at her husband’s side. 

But when she reached the ships, the Achaeans were so dazzled 
by the flawless beauty of her face and the grace and loveliness of 
her body that they told themselves it had been well worth while 
to follow Menelaus to Troy for such a prize, and to endure 
dangers and hardships for ten long years. No one at all thought 
of hurting Helen in any way. They left her to Menelaus who, 
moved by Aphrodite, had forgiven her long ago. 

And now the feasting began. AU the heroes lay couched around 
the board, and in the middle was a bard who struck chords on his 
lyre and sang the deeds of Achilles, the greatest of all the Argives. 
Until nightfall they made merry. 

Now when Helen was alone with Menelaus, she threw herself 
at his feet, clasped his knees, and said: “I know that you have 
the right to punish me, your faithless wife, with death. But re- 
member that I did not leave the palace in Sparta of my own free 
will. Paris, that trickster, took me by force at the very time you 
were absent from home, and I had no husband to protect me. And 
when I wanted to kill myself, when I lifted the sword or laid the 
noose around my neck, my tirewomen held me back and begged 
me to think of you and of our little daughter. Do as you like with 
me. I lie at your feet as a penitent, as a suppliant.” 

Menelaus raised her tenderly and answered: “Forget the past, 
Helen, and lay aside your fears. What was done is over. I shall 
never cherish a grudge agmnst you for any fault you may have 
had.” With that he took her in his arms, and tears of sad and 
sweet emotion glistened in her eyes. 
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Neoptolemus, son of Achilles, was fast asleep. In his dream he 
saw his father, looking just as he had in life, the terror of the 
Trojans and the delight of the Danai. He kissed his son on the 
throat and eyes, and said : “Do not grieve that I am dead, dear 
son, for now I am in the company of the gods. Do not give your- 
self up to mourning! Do as I did while I lived. Always be first 
in battle, but in council do not hesitate to yield to the wisdom of 
men older than yourself. Strive for glory, enjoy the light of 
earth, and do not let misfortune rest too heavily on your spirit. 
My early death has taught you how near to the doors of Hades 
is every mortal. For men are like the flowers in spring: they 
bloom and they fade. And now, teU Agamemnon to sacrifice the 
most precious and noblest of all the spoils, that my heart may 
rejoice in the fall of Troy, and nothing be lacking to my content 
on the heights of Olympus.” 

When he had given his son this command, Achilles vanished 
from Neoptolemus, lightly and fleetly as wind. He woke and felt 
as happy as if his father were still alive and had talked to him. 

In the morning the Danai rose from their couches full of 
impatience to be off on their journey, for their longing for home 
had grown overgreat after the sack of Troy. They would have 
dragged their ships into the sea at once, had not the grandson of 
Peleus gone among them and detained them with his words. “Ar- 
gives !” he called in his strong young voice. “Last night my im- 
mortal father came to me in a dream and bade me tell you to 
make him an offering of the best you carried off as spoils from 
Troy, so that he too might have his share of the prizes of war 
and sate his heart with joy at the fall of the hated city. You shall 
not leave these shores until you have fulfilled your duty toward 
dead Achilles, to whom you really owe your conquest. For had he 
not defeated Hector, we should never have reached our goal.” 

Reverently the Argives resolved to obey their slain hero. Out 
of love for Achilles, Poseidon quickened the sea to a tempest, and 
the breakers rose so high that even had the Danai wished to leave, 
they would not have been able to. And when they saw the tower- 
ing waters and heard the howl of the wind, they whispered to 
one another: “Yes, AchiUes is indeed descended from Zeus him- 
self. See how the elements are supporting his commands!” 
And they were all the more willing to do as he had bidden and 
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thronged to his burial mound, looming high above the shores of 
the sea. 

But now came the question, w’hat to sacrifice? What was best 
and noblest among all the spoils taken from Troy? Of his own 
accord, every Argive brought his treasures and captives. When 
everything had been examined, gold and silver and precious 
stones, the glory of these as well as of all other possessions paled 
before the beauty of Polyxena, Priam’s daughter, and a cry rose 
up from the throng that it was she who was best and noblest of 
the spoils. The girl did not blanch when she saw all eyes fixed 
on herself. She remained steadfast even when Hecuba, her 
mother, pressed forward from the crowd of captives and wailed 
aloud. For Polyxena was willing to die for the sake of Achilles. 
She had seen him from the walls, and although he was the enemy 
of Troy, his beauty and strength had stirred her inmost being. 
There was even a rumor that once, when the battle had been 
carried to the very gates of the city, Achilles had seen Polyxena 
on the ramparts. His heart had quickened with love, and he had 
called to her: “Daughter of Priam, if you fell to my share, who 
knows if I should not try to make peace between your father and 
the Argives!” It seems that the hero regretted his words the 
moment they were spoken, for he remembered what he owed to 
Greece. But Polyxena — so they say — ^was deeply touched by 
them and from that day on had burned with secret love for the 
foe of her people. 

Be that as it may, the girl did not falter when all eyes fastened 
on her and all lips proclaimed her the only offering fit for the 
greatest of heroes. An altar had been reared at the burial mound 
of Achilles, and the utensils for the sacrifice lay in readiness. And 
then, before anyone knew what was happening, the princess 
sprang forward from among the other captive women, seized a 
dagger, and, clinging to the altar like a victim, drove it into 
her heart. She fell to the ground without a word or a sigh. 

A wave of lament ran through the Argive host. Old Queen 
Hecuba threw herself over her daughter’s body with many tears, 
and her women wailed with pity and sorrow. 

The moment Polyxena sank to the earth and the crimson blood 
spurted from her breast, the sea grew as calm and smooth as a 
mirror. Overcome with compassion, Neoptolemus hurried to the 
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altar, helped them carry Polyxena away, and saw to it that she 
was buried with the honors due a princess. But Nestor rose in 
the council of the Argives and said : “At last the hour for our 
journey home has come. The lord of the sea hc,s bridled the 
breakers. As far as the eye can reach not a crest of foam is to be 
seen, not even a ripple. Achilles is content. He has accepted the 
sacrifice of Polyxena. Let us launch our ships and sail !” 



DEPABTUBE PBOM TBOY. AJAX OF LOCBI8 DIES 

At Nestor’s advice all this was done, and the men shouted lustily 
as they loaded the ships with stores and the many spoils of war. 
First the captives were put aboard, sobbing and wailing. Then 
the Argives themselves entered the ships. Calchas, the soothsayer, 
was the only one to remain ashore. His prophetic spirit had 
divined a terrible disaster lurking in wait for the Achaeans near 
the Capharean Rocks of the promontory of Euboea, which the 
Argive fleet had to pass on the journey home. He warned them 
not to sail, but no one paid any attention to his words because 
all hearts were overcome with longing for home. Only Amphilo- 
chus, son of Amphiaraus, the famed seer whom the earth of 
Thebes had swallowed, drew back the foot with which he was 
about to board his ship. For something of his father’s gift of 
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prophecy stirred within him, and suddenly he had the same pre- 
monition as Calchas and decided to stay behind with him. Fate 
had decreed that neither Calchas nor Amphilochus were to re- 
turn to Greece. They settled in the cities of Cilicia and Pamphy- 
lia, in Asia Minor. 

But the other Achaeans loosed the ropes which bound the ships 
to the shore and weighed anchor. The wind bellied out the sails, 
and the open sea lapped the keels. The bows of the ships were 
laden with the weapons of slain foes. Countless trophies of vic- 
tory hung from the masts. The ships were wreathed with flowers, 
and the victors had garlanded their shields, their helmets and 
lances. Joyful and triumphant, they poured libations of wine into 
the shining sea and begged the gods for a safe return. But their 
prayers never reached Olympus ; the winds swept them from the 
decks and scattered them among the drifting clouds. 

While the heroes were looking ahead full of hope and longing, 
the captive Trojan women and girls gazed back at Troy, where 
the smoke was still curling from the ruins. They tried to hide 
their sorrow by stifling the sobs which rose in their throats, and 
they eased their grief with silent tears. Some of the girls had 
clasped their hands around their knees, others covered their 
faces with their palms. The young women held children in their 
arms, but these thought of nothing but their mother’s breast and 
did not know the unhappiness in store for them. Cassandra stood 
among them, taller than the rest. Her eyes were tearless, and 
she was too proud to give way to sighs. What had happened was 
only what she had foretold long ago, and her fellow citizens had 
jeered at her for it. Now she spoke contemptuous words to her 
countrywomen, but though her lips mocked them, her heart bled 
for her city which had been sacked and burned. 

The only people left in the ruins of Troy were the old and the 
wounded. Antenor urged them on to the mournful task of bury- 
ing their dead. It was slow work, for there were so many corpses 
and so few living men. These built one gigantic pyre, laid the 
bodies on it j'ide.'by side, and lit the wood with weeping and 
lament. 

The Argives, in the meantime, had already left behind them 
the coast of Troy and the grave of Achilles. But their joy was 
tempered with grief at the thought of how many of their com- 
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rades had fallen, how many friends they were leaving in alien 
earth. Coast after coast, island after island slipped past: 
Tenedos, Chrysa, the temple of Apollo Smintheus, sacred Cilia, 
Lesbos, and the promontory of Lecton, where Mount Ida juts 
out into the sea. The wind filled the sails, and the surging sea 
was dark except for the trail of white foam in the wake of the 
ships. 

The victors would have reached the coast of Hellas safely, had 
not Pallas Athene been angry with them because of what Ajax 
of Locris had done. So when they approached the stormy shores 
of Euboea, the goddess prepared a sad and cruel death for the 
son of Oileus. She had complained to Zeus that her priestess Cas- 
sandra had been dragged from the sanctuary of her temple, and 
she demanded the right to take vengeance on the perpetrator of 
the crime. And the father of gods not only gave her the permis- 
sion she asked but lent his daughter thunderbolts which the 
Cyclopes had just forged, and let her stir up a deadly tempest 
for the Argive fieet. Then Athene girt on her armor. In the middle 
of her shimmering aegis was the Gorgon’s head in a tangle of 
serpents. She grasped one of her father’s thunderbolts, which 
no other god except Zeus could lift, filled Olympus with the crash 
of thunder, poured clouds about the mountains, and wrapped the 
sea and the land in darkness. Then she sent Iris, her messenger, 
to Aeolus, god of the winds. He kept them imprisoned in a cave 
in a rift of earth, next to his palace. 

Iris found the lord of storms at home with his wife and his 
twelve sons. He at once set about obeying Athene’s command. 
With powerful hands he thrust his huge trident into the hill 
which covered the cave of the winds and tore it open. And out 
darted the winds like hounds eager for the hunt. He bade them 
unite to a single black tempest and fly to the surf which pounds 
the Capharean Rocks on the coast of Euboea. The words had 
scarcely left his lips before they were on their way. The sea 
groaned under their impact. The waves swelled to mountains, 
and the courage of the Argives sank when they saw towering 
walls of water rolling toward them. They could no longer ply 
their oars. The storm had tom their sails to tatters. At last 
even the helmsmen gave up. Night fell, the darkest night they 
had ever experienced, and with it the last shred of hope vanished. 
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Poseidon helped Pallas, his brother’s daughter, and unceas- 
ingly she tossed fresh lightning and thunder down from Olympus. 
Screams and groans sounded through the ships. The wood 
cracked with the force of the gale. The timbers were wrenched 
apart, and those who tried to escape the impact of the wrecks 
driving through the waters were sucked beneath the waves. 
Finally Athene hurled her mightiest thunderbolt into the ship of 
Ajax of Locris, and the next instant it was nothing but a mass 
of splinters. Earth and air rang with the tremendous crash, and 
the waves licked at the wreckage. The crew struggled and 
drowned, but Ajax himself was still alive. Now he clutched a 
timber, now he parted the tide with the strong strokes of an 
expert swimmer. Now he rode the crest of a wave, now he was 
dashed into the trough. All the while lightning blazed about him, 
but Athene did not want him to die just yet. Such a death would 
have been too merciful. Nor was his courage broken by all these 
terrors. He gripped an edge of rock protruding from the sea, 
clung to it stubbornly, and boasted he would save himself even 
if all the gods combined to destroy him. 

Poseidon, the Earth-Shaker, who was close to Ajax, heard his 
vaunts with anger. Furiously he shook earth and sea at the same 
time. The crags of Caphareus trembled, and the shores quaked 
under the trident of the sea-god. And then the rock which Ajax 
was clutching with both bleeding hands was uprooted from the 
bottom of the sea, and he was thrust helpless into the swirling 
waters. His head and beard were white with foam. As he sank, 
Poseidon flung at him a cliff he had pried loose from the promon- 
tory, and it covered the king of Locris as Aetna had once covered 
Enceladus. And so Ajax perished, shattered both by the earth 
and the sea. 

The ships of the other Danai tossed about on the waves. Some 
were in pieces, many had sunk. The storm raged on, and the rain 
poured in such torrents that it resembled the flood in the days of 
Pyrrha and Deucalion. And now the Argives had also to suffer 
vengeance for the stoning of Palamedes. For King Nauplius, the 
father of this hero, was still in Euboea. When he saw the Argive 
fleet battling with the tempest near the coast of his country, he 
thought of the malicious murder of his son whom he had been 
mourning so many years. The lust for revenge had never weak- 
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ened within him, and here was a chance to satisfy it. He hurried 
to the shore and had his servants set up burning torches all along 
,the promontory of Caphareus, opposite the most dangerous cliffs 
in the sea. The Achaeans, thinking that the torches were beacons 
of safety put up by the compassionate inhabitants of the island, 
made for those very cliffs with haste and hope. And here many 
more of their ships were wrecked. 

While this was happening to the Danai on their homeward 
journey, Poseidon commanded the sea to tear down the walls and 
towers they had put up around their camp near Troy. And so of 
all that great undertaking, nothing was left but the ashes of 
Troy and a small number of ships with returning heroes and 
captive Trojan women. The tempest had scattered them. It was 
only after terrible toil and many hardships that they reached 
the coast of Greece, and even there only a very few foimd the 
unalloyed happiness which all had yearned for during the long 
years of warfare^ 



THE LAST TANTALIDES 


agamemkon’s line and house 

T roy had fallen. A tempest had overtaken the homeward 
bound Argive fleet and destroyed more than half of it. The 
survivors continued their journey on a calm sea and steered for 
their native lands. Agamannon, whom Hera had protected from 
the dangers of the sea, made for the coast of the Peloponnesus. 
But when he was quite close to the steep promontory of Malea in 
Laconia, a fresh tempest rose with dark fury and drove all his 
ships back to the open sea. He groaned and, lifting his hands, 
begged the gods not to let him drown within sight of home after 
all the hardships he had suffered to obey the wishes of the im- 
mortals. He did not know that this new storm had been sent to 
him as a warning from Olympus, for it would have been better 
for him to live as a castaway in a distant country, among bar- 
barians, than set foot in his own palace in Mycenae. 

There was a curse on Agamemnon’s house. It went back to 
the days of his ancestor Tantalus, and new crimes had strength- 
ened its intensity. The ruthless violence inherent in his line had 
lifted some of his forebears to power and magnificence and 
had hurled others to their destruction. And now Agamemnon was 
to be the victim of a plot conceived in his own palace. His great- 
grandfather Tantalus had served the gods, who had come to dine 
with him, a horrible dish — ^his own son Pelops, whom he had 
killed and cooked. Only a miracle had restored the boy. Pelops, 
. who was otherwise guiltless, murdered Myrtilus, the son of 
Hermes, and so did his share toward keeping alive the curse hang- 
ing over his house. The story of Myrtilus was this : he was the 
charioteer of King Oenomaus, whose daughter Hippodamia Pel- 
ops had won by carrying off the victory in a chariot race with her 
father. Now this had been possible only because Pelops induced 
Myrtilus to remove the brazen bolts from his master’s chariot 
and replace them with fastenings of wax. This caused the chariot 
to fall apart, and so Pelops won the race and the king’s daughter. 
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But when Myrtilus came for the reward which he had been prom- 
ised, Pelops cast him into the sea because he did not want the 
witness of his trickery to be alive to testify against him. It was in 
vain that he tried to placate angry Hermes by building him a 
temple and heaping a high burial mound for Myrtilus. The god 
swore to take revenge on him and his descendants. 

Pelops had two sons, Atreus and Thyestes, and they too in- 
creased the power of the curse. Atreus was king of Mycenae, 
while Thyestes ruled the southern part of Argolis. The elder 
brother had a ram with a fleece of gold which the younger coveted. 
He seduced Aerope, his brother’s wife, and she gave him the 
golden ram. When Atreus learned of his brother’s twofold crime, 
he did not stop to reflect. He followed his grandfather’s example ; 
secretly he seized Tantalus and Pleisthenes, Thyestes’ two little 
sons, slaughtered them, and set the meat before his brother at a 
banquet he gave in his honor. The children’s blood he blended 
with wine and served the draught to their father. The sun-god, 
who was watching the gruesome feast, was so horrified that he 
guided his chariot backwards. Thyestes fled from his inhuman 
brother and took refuge in Epirus with King Thesprotus. The 
land governed by Atreus was visited with drought and famine. 
When the king questioned an oracle, he received the reply that 
his country would not prosper until the brother whom he had 
driven away was recalled. 

Atreus himself set out to search for Thyestes and brought him 
and his son Aegisthus back to their old home. Aegisthus had been 
bom in Epirus, and his father had begotten him by committing 
a crime. Now he swore to avenge his brothers on Atreus and his 
children. The first part of his vengeance he accomplished soon 
after Atreus and Thyestes returned to Mycenae. Their friend- 
ship was of brief duration. Atreus had Thyestes thrown into 
prison. Then Aegisthus went to his uncle, pretended indignation 
at the horrors attending his birth, and offered to murder his own 
father. In this way he gained admittance to the dungeon, and 
there he and his father made a plan. Aegisthus showed Atreus a 
bloody sword, and when he rejoiced over his brother’s death and 
made a thank offering at the shore, his nephew thrust that very 
blade into his body. Thyestes left his prison and seized his 
brother’s realm, but not for long. Agamemnon, the eldest son of 
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Atreus, slew his uncle to avenge his father. Aegisthus was spared. 
The gods preserved hun to carry mi the curse, and he ruled his 
father’s kingdom in the south of Argohs. 

When Agamemnon had left for Troy and his wife Clytaem- 
nestra was at home in her palace, nursing her grief and rage at 
the sacrifice of her daughter Iphigenia, Aegisthus felt the time 
had come to avenge his father on the son of Atreus. He suddenly 
appeared in Mycenae, and Clytaemnestra’s hatred for her hus- 
band and her wish to wrong him were so great that she finally 
yielded to the importunities of Aegisthus, lived with him as her 
husband, and shared the realm with him. At that time three of 
Agamemnon’s children were living in the palace : Electra, nearest 
in age to Iphigenia, Chrysothemis, her younger sister, and 
Orestes, who was still a little boy. Before their very eyes, Aegis- 
thus usurped their father’s place, both in their mother’s affec- 
tions and in the country at large. As the battle for Troy ap- 
proached its end, the guilty couple trembled at the thought of 
Agamemnon’s return and the punishment he and his warriors 
would mete out to them. Years ago they had stationed special 
watchmen on the palace ramparts, who were to report the instant 
a signal, given by beacon fires flashed from coast to coast, an- 
nounced the fall of Troy and the king’s return. They planned to 
make festive preparations for Agamemnon’s reception and to 
lure him into a trap before he had time to discover what went on 
in his palace and kingdom. 

At last a golden flame shot through the night. A watchman 
hurried down from the ramparts and reported it to his queen. 
Impatiently Clytaemnestra and her lover waited for the dawn. 
Shortly after sunrise a herald, dispatched by Agamemnon, ran 
toward the palace, his temples MTeathed with olive sprays. The 
queen met him with hypocritical joy, but saw to it that he did 
not mingle with others. She interrupted the long flow of his 
speech, saying : “Do not trouble to relate the whole story. I shall 
hear everything from the lips of the king, my husband. Go, tell 
him to hasten. Tell him how overjoyed I am, how all Mycenae 
rejoices. I shall go to meet him myself and welcome not only my 
beloved and honored husband, but the splendid conqueror of a 
world-famous city, with the solemnity and splendor due to a 
hero.” 



agamemkon’s end 

When the storm threw Agamemnon back from the promontory 
of Malea, the wind drove his ships to the southern coast of the 
land where his uncle Thyestes had once ruled and Aegisthus now 
held sway. He cast anchor in a safe harbor and waited for a favor- 
able wind. The spies he had sent ahead brought back the news that 
Aegisthus, the king of this country, had been living in Clytaem- 
nestra’s palace ever since her return from Aulis, and that he had 
been ruling Mycenae in Agamemnon’s name for a number of 
years. Agamemnon was glad to hear of this and suspected no 
evil. He thanked the gods that the ancient spirit of vengeance 
had vanished from his house. He himself had shed so much blood 
at Troy that his thirst for blood vengeance had abated, and he 
did not dream of punishing his father’s murderer, who, after all, 
had taken only a just revenge. He was, moreover, guileless 
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enough to think that during this long interim his wife had given 
up her grudge against him. And so, when a fair wind rose, he 
weighed anchor with a light heart and sailed for his home harbor. 

As soon as he had made a thank offering to the gods for having 
brought him safely home, he and his men followed the herald 
whom the queen had sent to meet him. Before the gates of 
Mycenae, he was met by all his people, headed by his cousin 
Aegisthus whom the country regarded as the king’s deputy. Then 
came Cl3^aemnestra, accompanied by her tirewomen and her 
children, carefully guarded. As is usual when happiness is not 
genuine but pretended, she received her husband with exag- 
gerated reverence and with aU possible demonstrations of delight. 
Instead of clasping her arms about him, she threw herself on her 
knees and poured out a flood of praise and congratulations. But 
Agamemnon lifted her to her feet with simple happiness, took her 
to his heart, and said : “What are you doing, daughter of Leda ! 
You must not receive me lying in the dust, as a slave receives her 
barbarian lord! And why these embroidered tapestries spread 
beneath my feet.? This is a welcome for gods, not for mortal men. 
Give me only such honors as the immortals may not envy !” 

When he had greeted his wife and embraced his cliildren, he 
turned to Aegisthus who stood a little to one side with the elders 
of the city. He gave him his hand in brotherly fashion and 
thanked him far having governed his city so carefully during his 
absence. Then he unbound the thongs of his sandals and walked 
over the costly tapestries on his bare feet until he reached the 
palace. In his retinue was Cassandra, the prophetic daughter of 
Priam, whom Agamemnon had freed from the rough hands of 
Ajax of Locris and brought home as part of his spoils. With 
bowed head, her eyes cast down, she sat on a high wagon laden 
with other booty. When Clytaemnestra saw her, the nobility of 
her appearance filled her with envy, but even more with terror, 
for she had heard the name of the captive and learned that the 
soothsaying priestess of Pallas was to live in her palace which 
she had desecrated by her faithlessness toward Agamemnon. She 
realized more than ever that it would be most dangerous to put 
off the execution of her plot and instantly resolved to murder the 
alien captive at the same time as her husband. But she carefully 
concealed her thoughts, and when the procession reached the 
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palace of Mycenae, she went up to the wagon and spoke kindly 
to Cassandra: ‘‘Come, give up your sadness ! Even Heracles, the 
indomitable son of Alcmene, was once forced into servitude and 
bent his head under the yoke of an alien mistress. Since Fate has 
decreed exile for you, be happy that you have come to those who 
have been rich and prosperous for generations. For he who has 
got his wealth suddenly and recently is apt to be harsh and over- 
bearing to his servants. Be at ease ! You shall have fair treatment 
from us, and all that is your due 

Cassandra’s face did not change at these words. For a long 
time she sat motionless, and her handmaids had to urge her to 
dismount. Then she leaped from her place like a frightened doe. 
Her spirit divined all that was to happen. She was certain that 
nothing could be altered. And even had she been able to change 
the decree of Fate, she would not have wanted to save the foe 
of her people from the goddess of vengeance. But because he had 
saved her, she was not unwilling to die with Agamemnon. 

The king was completely deceived by the preparations for the 
sumptuous banquet which Clytaemnestra had ordered for his 
homecoming. Her original intention had been to have him 
slaughtered at this feast, slaughtered like a bull at the manger 
by the hirelings of Aegisthus. But the arrival of the seeress moved 
the queen and Aegisthus to act more quickly and without taking 
anyone into their confidence. 

Agamemnon was weary and dusty from his journey and called 
for a warm bath. Clytaemnestra told him she had given orders to 
have it ready for him. Unsuspectingly the king entered the 
chamber where the bath was prepared, laid aside his weapons, 
took off his armor and clothing, and stepped into the tub. The 
moment they saw him unarmed and at their mercy, Clytaemnestra 
and Aegisthus rushed out of hiding, threw a close-meshed net 
over his head, and drove their daggers into his body again and 
again. Since the baths were in subterranean chambers, his cries 
for help were not heard in the palace above. Soon afterward 
Cassandra, wandering alone through the dark halls, divined the 
murder and announced it in strange words with hidden meanings. 
She too was done to death. 

When Aegisthus and Clytaemnestra had accomplished their 
twofold crime, they decided not to conceal it, for they trusted 
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to the loyalty of their followers. The two corpses were displayed 
in the palace. Clytaemnestra summoned the city elders and ad- 
dressed them without reserve. “Do not bear me a grudge for 
deceiving you up to now, my friends,” she said. “I had to do this 
to my deadly enemy, to the murderer of my darling child. Yes, it 
is true : I lured him into the net ; I caught him like a fish. Three 
times I pierced him with my dagger in the name of Pluto, lord 
of the underworld. I have avenged my daughter’s death with my 
own hand. I have slain Agamemnon, my husband. I do not deny 
it. Did he not slaughter his child as if she were a sacrificial animal? 
Was it not my anguish, was it not a mother’s sorrow which calmed 
the Thracian winds for the Argive fleet? Did so ruthless a man 
deserve to live and rule his devout people? Is it not more just that 
you be governed by one whose conscience is not weighed by child 
murder, by Aegisthus, who by killing Atreus and his son did no 
more than take revenge on his father’s foes? It is only right that 
I should become his wife and share the palace and the throne with 
him who helped me dispense justice. He is the shield for my cour- 
age. As long as he and his men protect me, no one will dare take 
me to account for what I have done. As for that slave — and 
here she pointed to Ceissandra’s body, “she was the mistress of 
your faithless king. She had to be killed because she was an 
adultress, and her corpse shall be thrown to the dogs !” 

The elders said nothing. To fight was out of the question. The 
palace was surrounded by Aegisthus’ men. The ominous clash of 
weapons and threatening cries broke the stillness. Agamemnon’s 
warriors, greatly reduced in numbers by the war of Troy, had 
put off their armor and scattered through the city. Now the 
insolent followers of Aegisthus strode through Mycenae and 
felled every man who dared breathe a word against the murderers 
of his lord. 

Clytaemnestra and Aegisthus immediately did all they could 
to strengthen their position as rulers. They distributed import- 
ant posts and military commands among their most faithful 
friends. They did not trouble about Agamemnon’s daughters, for 
they regarded them as harmless women. Later — too late — ^they 
remembered that Orestes, Agamemnon’s young son, might grow 
up to be his father’s avenger. Although he was not yet twelve 
years old, they would have liked to kill him, in order to free them- 
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selves fmn all fear of punishment. But his clever sister Electra 
had thought more quickly than the murderers. Immediately after 
her father’s death, she had entrusted the boy to a slave who had 
secretly taken him to Phanote in Phocis. Here he was received 
by King Strophius who had been a friend of Agamemnon’s, and 
brought up with Pylades, the young prince, as if he were his 
brother. 


AGAMEMNON IS AVENGED 

Electra in the meantime spent mournful days in the palace of her 
murdered father. She lived in the hope that when her brother had 
grown to manhood he would return and avenge his father. Her 
own mother was bitterly hostile to her. The girl had to share the 
palace with her father’s murderers and submit to their wishes. It 
was in their power to feed her or let her starve. She saw Aegisthus 
sit on Agamemnon’s throne, adorned in the dead king’s most 
magnificent robes, taken from his own storerooms. She saw him 
pouring libations to the gods of the house whose head he had slain. 
She was forced to witness the caresses her mother lavished on this 
usurper. Clytaemnestra passed over the horrors she had com- 
mitted with a smile and ordered a splendid feast held on the anni- 
versary of the day on which she had killed her husband. Besides 
this, she sacrificed many victims every month to the gods who had 
saved her from Agamemnon’s anger. 

The girl ate out her heart in secret sorrow, for she was not 
even allowed to let her tears flow freely. “Why are you crying.?” 
her mother would call to her. “Are you the only one who has lost 
, a father ? Is no one entitled to mourn except yourself ? I wish your 
foolish griefs would be the death of you !” And when vague ru- 
mors that Orestes was alive and preparing to go against Mycenae 
reached her, she poured out her terror and sense of guilt on her 
unhappy daughter. *Tt would be your fault if he came! she 
cried. “Did you not steal him from under my very hands? But 
you will not live to rejoice in the fruit of your plpts ! The punish- 
ment you so richly deserve will overtake you sooner ■^an you 
think!” Whenever such scenes occurred, Aegisthus aided and 
abetted his queen, and Electra fled from them and tried to hide 
in the remotest chamber of the palace. 
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Years had passed, and still she waited for Orestes to come, for 
even though he had been so young when she sent him away, he 
had promised his sister to return as soon as he was strong enough 
to bear weapons. But that was long ago, and now hope was slowly 
dying in Electra’s heart. 

Her younger sister Chrysothemis did not have her staunch, 
brave spirit. She could not further her plans or ease her sorrow, 
not because she was careless of Electra’s grief, but because she 
was too soft and tenderhearted. Chrysothemis obeyed her mother 
and constantly opposed Electra’s wishes. One day she came out 
of the palace carrying offerings for her dead father and utensils 
with which to perform sacrifice. Clytaemnestra had sent her, but 
when she crossed Electra’s path, her sister reproved her for her 
obedience and for her forgetfulness of Agamemnon. “Will you 
never learn to give up your useless grief?” Chrysothemis 
answered. “I too am hurt by what I see around me, and I give in 
only because I have to. But you — unless you stop lamenting, they 
will Imprison you in a cave, far away, and you will never again 
see the light of day. I heard them talking about it. Remember this, 
and if misfortune overtakes you, do not blame me !” 

“Let them do with me as they like,” said Electra coldly and 
proudly. “I shall be best off wherever I am farthest away from all 
of you. But for whom are those offerings intended, sister ?” 

**My mother told me to sacrifice them at the grave of our dead 
father.” 

“For her murdered husband!” Electra cried in amazement. 
“Whatever put that into her head?” 

“A dream,” Chrysothemis replied. “They say she saw our 
father in her sleep. With his hand he seized the scepter he once 
owned and which Aegisthus carries now. He planted the scepter 
in the earth, and out of it grew a tree with sturdy branches which 
soon cast their shade over all of Mycenae. This dream frightened 
her, and so today, while Aegisthus is not at home, she sent me 
to placate our father’s soul with these offerings.” 

“Dear sister,” Electra said pleadingly, “do not let the gifts 
of this wicked woman touch our father’s grave! Scatter them to 
the winds, or bury them secretly in the sand where no smallest 
part can reach our father’s resting place. Do you think that the 
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murdered man wants to receive a gift from his murderess ? Throw 
all this away, and instead cut a few locks from your head and 
take my locks as well and bring these and my girdle — ^the only 
thing I possess — to our father. And when you reach his' grave, 
throw yourself on the ground and beg him to come out of the 
depths of the earth to aid us against our foes and his ; beg him to 
let the proud footsteps of his son soon sound in our ears, of 
Orestes, who will dispatch his murderers. Then we shall adorn 
his grave with rich offerings !” For the first time Chrysothemis 
was stirred by her sister’s words. She promised to do as she said 
and hastened away with the offerings her mother had given her. 

She had not been gone long when Clytaemnestra came from 
j the inner halls of the palace and began to jeer at her elder 
daughter as usual. “You seem quite gay "today, Electra,” she 
said. “I suppose it is because Aegisthus, who keeps you within 
bounds, is away. You should be ashamed to appear in front of 
the door! This is not proper for a girl! But perhaps you are 
here to complain of me to the servants ? Are you still accusing me 
of killing your father? I do not deny that I did this deed, but I 
was not unaided. The goddess of justice stood at my side, and if 
you had any sense, you would hasten to be her ally. Did not this 
father of yours, whom you weep for all the time, have the in- 
solence to sacrifice your sister for his own advantage and the sake 
of Menelaus? Has such a father not forfeited all claim to rever- 
ence? If my dead daughter had the power of speech, I am sure 
she would say I am right. But whether you approve of me or not, 
foolish girl, is a matter of indifference to me.” 

“Listen,” Electra replied. “You boast of having murdered my 
father. That is shameful enough! Whether or not the murder 
was justified has nothing to do with it. You did not kill him for 
the sake of justice ! You were driven to it by the flattery, by the 
caresses of that man who now owns you. My father sacrificed his 
daughter for the Argive army, not for his personal welfare. He 
did it reluctantly. He did it under compulsion and only for the 
sake of the people of Greece. But even if he had done it for his 
brother and himself, is that any reason why he should die by 
the hand of his wife? Did you have to marry your accomplice 
and so let disgrace follow on the heels of crime? Or was that also 
included in the vengeance you think you owed your daughter?” 
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“Insolent girl!” screamed Clytaemnestra. “By Artemis, you 
shall repent your defiance as soon as Aegisthus returns! Will 
you stop annoying me and let me make my offerings in peace !” 

Clytaemnestra turned from her daughter and went up to the 
altar of Apollo which stood in front of the palace, as before every 
Argive house, to protect the walls and the street. Her sacrifice 
was intended to propitiate the god of prophecy who had sent her 
the dream which had frightened her during the past night. And 
it seemed that the god wished to favor her. Hardly had she com- 
pleted the rites when a stranger approached the tirewomen who 
had accompanied her and asked for the palace of Aegisthus. 
When they pointed the queen out to him, he bowed to her and 
said : “Hail, Clytaemnestra ! I have come with welcome news for 
you and your husband and your friends. I am sent by King 
Strophius of Phanote. Orestes is dead. That is what I have been 
sent to tell you.” 

“These words mean death to me,” moaned Electra and sank 
down on the steps. 

“Repeat what you said !” cried Clytaemnestra, hastily leaving 
the altar. “Do not mind that foolish girl. Tell me everything. 
Tell me !” 

“Your son Orestes,” said the stranger, “went to the sacred 
games at Delphi, for he was driven by the thirst for glory. When 
the herald announced the beginning of the foot races, he stepped 
forward, and he was so radiant that all marvelled at him. Before 
anyone even saw him start he had reached the goal, running like 
wind or lightning. He won, and the name of Argive Orestes, son 
of Agamemnon, conqueror of Troy, was proclaimed as the victor. 
This was on the first day of the games. But the strongest man 
cannot escape his fate if the gods choose to bewilder him. The 
next morning, when the chariot races were to begin at rise of 
sun, he was again among the contestants. They were an Achaean, 
a Spartan, and two men from Libya with great experience in 
the driving of horses. Orestes, with his four Thessalian horses, 
was the fifth. After him came an Aetolian with four bays. The 
seventh contestant in the races was from Magnesia, the eighth, 
with white horses, an Aenian. The ninth came from Athens, and 
the tenth from Boeotia. And now the judges shufiied the lots, 
the chariots were lined up in order, a trumpet gave the signal, 
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and all ten stormed forward, shaking the reins and calling to 
their horses. The braizen chariots clanged, dust whirled from 
under the wheels, and no one spared the goad. Close behind every 
chariot were the snorting horses of the next. They had already 
started on the seventh round. Whenever Orestes circled the turn- 
ing post he almost touched it with the axle, for he had taken the 
curve very close by drawing tight the rein of the left horse and 
leaving slack that of the right. Up to this point the chariots had 
all run smoothly, but now the hard-mouthed horses of the Aenian 
shied and ran against the chariot of one of the contestants from 
Libya. This one slip immediately caused the wildest confusion. 
Chariot crashed on chariot, and soon the field was covered with 
shattered cars. The Athenian was the only one wise enough to 
drive on the outer side of the course. He reined in his horses and 
left the clutter of chariots in the inner circle. Close behind him 
came Orestes. When he saw the tangle of men, beasts, and 
chariots, and realized that only the Athenian was left to com- 
pete with him, he beat his horses with the goad, and now, both 
standing erect, the bold pair set out to finish the race. The turn- 
ing post around which they had to drive for the last time, was 
near. Orestes had made good progress on the long course. Over- 
confident in his luck, he gradually slackened the rein of the left 
horse too. This caused the animal to turn too soon. The axle 
barely grazed the post, but still the impact was so great that it 
broke. Orestes fell and was dragged along the ground. The 
moment he toppled from the chariot his horses ran over the sand 
in frantic flight. The spectators screamed with pity, for the 
Argive now trailed on the earth, now hurtled through the air. 
At last the other charioteers succeeded in stopping his horses 
and cutting him loose. But he was so disfigured and covered with 
blood that even his own friends would not have recognized the 
body. The Phocians quickly burned it on the pyre, and envoys 
from Phocis are on their way with an um which contains his 
bones, so that these may be buried in his native earth.” 

The messenger paused. Clytaemnestra was shaken with con- 
flicting emotions. She wanted to rejoice wholeheartedly at the 
death of her son whose coming she had feared. But her mother’s 
grief tempered the feeling of relief which the message had given 
her. Electra, on the other hand, felt nothing but boundless sor- 
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raw. “Where shall I flee?” she cried, after Clytaemnestra had 
taken the stranger from Phocis into the palace. “Now I am ut- 
terly alone. Now I must go on and on serving the murderers of 
my father ! But I cannot ! I will not live under the same roof with 
them any longer. Rather will I leave the palace and perish 
miserably. And if anyone within begrudges me this slow death, 
let him come out and kill me at once ! Life can mean nothing but 
grief to me. Death is more than welcome !” 

Gradually she fell silent and gave herself up to dull despair. 
She must have been sitting on the marble steps of the palace for 
hours, her head bowed in her lap, when her younger sister Chryso- 
themis ran up to her and roused her from her brooding. “Orestes 
has come !” she cried. “He is just as much alive as you or I !” 

Electra raised her head and stared at her sister with wide- 
open eyes. “Have you lost your wits, sister?” she asked. “Are 
you jeering at my sorrow and yours?” 

“I can only report what I found,” said Chrysothemis between 
smiles and tears. “Listen, and I shall tell you how I discovered 
the truth. When I came to our father’s grave, overgrown with 
grass, I saw the traces of a fresh offering of milk and garlands 
of flowers. I looked around in terror and amazement, and when 
I had made sure that no one was there, I came closer. Then, at 
the edge of the mound, I saw a lock of hair, newly cut. And sud- 
denly — hardly know why — thought of our brother Orestes, 
and I guessed that the lock must be his. I took it in my hand with 
tears of joy, and here it is ! It must — am sure it must have been 
cut from his head !” 

Electra shook her own head doubtfully. All she had heard 
seemed too vague, too fantastic. “I am sorry for you because 
you are so credulous,” she said to her sister. “But then you do 
not know what I know.” And now she told her sister everything 
she had heard from the Phocian, and at every word Chrysothemis 
grew sadder and sadder, until she joined in her sister’s lament. 
“The lock,” said Electra, “is probably from the head of some 
friend who offered it up for dead Orestes at his father’s grave.” 
But in spite of her bitterness and unbelief, Electra had gained 
control of herself while she spoke to her sister, and now she pro- 
posed that since the last hope of vengeance by the hand of 
Orestes was gone, the two girls together should do the great deed 
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and kill Aegisthus, the murderer. “Think well, Chrysothemis,” 
she said. “You cling to life and its joys. Do not imagine that 
Aegisthus will ever permit us to marry and bring forth children 
who could be future avengers of Agamemnon. But if you do as 
I say, you will prove your faithfulness to your father and 
brother, win glory, live in freedom, and be happy with a husband 
worthy of you and your line. For who would not be glad to court 
the daughter of so noble a house? And all the world will praise 
what we have done. At the feast and in the assembly we shall be 
honored for a deed brave enough for a man. Give me your help ! 
Save me, save yourself from the joyless and humiliating life we 
are leading!” 

But Chrysothemis regarded the plan her sister had unfolded 
with such passionate intensity as unwise, incautious, and un- 
feasible. 

“What have you to rely on?” she asked. “Have you the 
strong arm of a man? Are you not a woman? Are you not 
opposed by powerful foes whose position grows more and more 
secure every day? It is true that our lot is hard, but if you are 
not careful it will become insufferable. We could, indeed, win 
glory, but it is far more likely that we should die a shameful 
death. And perhaps dying would not he the worst to befall us. 
There are more terrible things than death. Let me beg you, 
sister — do not destroy us ! Curb your anger ! I shall guard every- 
thing you have said and keep it secret.” 

“I am not surprised to hear you say this,” Electra sighed. 
“I knew very well that you would reject my plan. Then I must 
do it alone, do it unaided. And perhaps it is better so!” Chryso- 
themis put her arms around her and wept. But her elder sister 
did not relent. “Go,” she said coldly. “Tell all you have heard 
to our mother.” And when her sister shook her head, she called 
after her: “Go, go ! I shall never follow in your footsteps.” 

She was still sitting motionless on the steps when two young 
men came toward her. They were carrying a small um of bronze, 
and with them were other youths. The one with the noblest bear- 
ing turned to Electra and asked her where he might find Aegis- 
thus. He told her that he was one of the envoys from Phocis. 
At that Electra sprang up and stretched out her hand for the 
um. “By the gods, stranger,” she cried, “give me the urn, so 
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that, in shedding my tears on the bones of Orestes, I can mourn 

my whole unhappy house.” 

“Whoever she may be,” said the youth, looking at the girl 
attentively, “give her the um. She cannot be a foe of the dead. 
She is his friend, or perhaps he was her kinsman.” Electra took 
the um in both hands and pressed it to her heart again and 
again. And softly she moaned : “O remains of the dearest I had 
on earth ! How great were the hopes with which I sent you away, 
and now you come back to me like this ! I wish I had died rather 
than let you go to another land. Then you would have been 
slaughtered as your father before you, and would not have 
perished miserably in exile, burned on a pyre heaped by the 
hands of strangers. All my care of you, all my sweet pains have 
gone for nothing! Now that you have died, everything is dead 
for me, even I have died, since you are no longer alive. Our 
enemies exult. Our mother can give herself up entirely to her 
pleasures, for she has nothing more to fear. If only I could share 
this small um with you I” 

IVhile the girl was uttering her bitter lament, the youth who 
was leading the envoys could no longer curb his tongue. “Can 
this be Electra?” he cried. “But how distorted by sorrow! Who 
has done this to her?” 

Electra looked at him in surprise. “It is because I am forced to 
serve the murderers of my father,” she answered. “This um 
means the death of my hopes.” 

“Put it down !” said the youth, his voice choked with tears. 
And when Electra refused and only clutched it more tightly, he 
said; “Put it away. It is empty !” 

Electra flung the urn down in despair. “Then where is his 
grave?” she asked pleadingly. 

“Nowhere,” he answered. “The living need no grave.” 

“He is alive — he lives?” 

“He is alive — ^just as alive as you and I. I am Orestes, I am 
your brother. See, you can recognize me by the signet ring our 
father once gave me. Do you believe me now?” 

“0 light in the darkness!” cried Electra and threw herself 
into his arms. 

Just then the messenger who had given Clytaemnestra the 
false news of her son’s death came out of the palace. He was the 
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servant of young Orestes, the man to whom Electra herself had 
entrusted the child and who had accompanied him to Phocis. 
When he revealed himself to the girl, she greeted him and said 
joyfully: 

“You have saved our line. What great service these faith- 
ful hands of yours have performed! But how was it possible 
that you were not discovered? How did you accomplish all this?” 

The man did not take time to answer her impetuous questions. 
“The day will come,” he said, “when I can tell you at my leisure 
everything that happened. But now we must hurry. The hour 
for revenge has come. Clytaemnestra is still alone. She has no 
one to protect her, for Aegisthus has not yet returned. But if we 
hesitate even for a moment, we may have to fight the guards — 
more guards than we can cope with.” Orestes agreed, and with 
his faithful friend Pylades, son of King Strophius of Phocis, 
he rushed into the palace. His companions followed. Electra 
flung herself down at Apollo’s altar in supplication and then 
followed her brother. 

A few minutes later Aegisthus returned. He entered the palace 
and immediately asked for the men from Phocis who had brought 
the happy news of Orestes’ death. The first to cross his path was 
Electra, and he put his question to her with contemptuous pride. 
“Well, speak!” he said. “Where are those strangers who have 
crushed your dearest hopes ?” 

Electra suppressed her true feelings and answered quietly: 
“They are inside. They have been taken to their dear hostess.” 

“And have they really reported his death?” he continued. 

“Yes,” said Electra. “Not only that, but they have brought 
the dead with them.” 

“These are welcome words I hear from your lips,” he said 
jeeringly. “But look! There they come, bringing the dead!” 

Joyfully he went to meet Orestes and his companions, who 
were carrying a shrouded corpse from the inner part of the pal- 
ace into the court. “O happy sight!” cried the king, and fixed 
his eyes on their burden. “But hurry now and lift the covering. 
It is, after all, only proper that I mourn him who was my kins- 
man.” 

Orestes replied: “Lift the covering yourself. It is fitting that 
you alone see and mourn what lies under this pall.” 
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“That is right,” said the king. “But first call Clytaemnestra, 
so that she too may see what she will re j oice to see.” 

“Clytaemnestra is not far away,” said Orestes. And now the 
king raised the covering, but he recoiled with a cry of horror. 
For under it was not the corpse of Orestes, which he had hoped 
to see, but the bloodstained body of Clytaemnestra. “Into what 
trap have I stepped !” he cried in terror. 

Orestes answered in a voice like thunder. “Did you not know 
that you have been talking to him you thought dead? Do you 
not see that Orestes, his father’s avenger, stands before you?” 

“Let me explain,” gasped Aegisthus, sinking to the floor. But 
Electra implored her brother not to listen to him. Orestes forced 
Aegisthus to precede him back into the palace, and in the very 
same place where he had once murdered King Agamemnon, he 
himself now fell a victim to the sword stroke of the avenger. 
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ORESTES AND THE FURIES 

In avenging Agamemnon by the slaying of Clytaemnestra and 
her lover, Orestes had done the will of the gods, for an oracle of 
Apollo had commanded him to do this deed. But his piety toward 
his father had made him the murderer of his mother. Hardly 
wtis she dead before filial love stirred in his heart, and the crime 
he had committed against nature made him the prey of the 
Erinyes or Furies, the goddesses of vengeance, whom the Greeks 
— to propitiate them — gave the name of Eumenides, which means 
“the Gracious Ones,” or “those we implore to be gracious toward 
us.” The Eumenides were the daughters of Night, and as dark 
as their mother. They were taller than any human being. Their 
eyes were bloodshot, their hair was a mass of writhing serpents. 
Holding a torch in one hand and a scourge plaited of snakes in 
the other, they pursued the murderer of his mother wherever he 
went and tormented him with the pangs of remorse. 

Immediately after the deed, the Furies afflicted Orestes with 
madness. He left his sisters, Mycenae, and his native land in 
frantic flight. In a lucid moment he had betrothed his faithful 
friend Pylades to Electra, and now Pylades did not return to 
his father, Strophius, king of Phocis, but shared the wanderings 
of mad Orestes. He was the only mortal to stand by him in his 
wretchedness. But an immortal also came to his aid. Apollo, at 
whose command he had slain his mother, remained near him, now 
visible, now invisible, and fended off the raging Erinyes. The 
spirit of Orestes grew calmer whenever he felt the god at his 
side. 

After long wanderings the fugitives came to Delphi, and 
Orestes took refuge in the temple of Apollo which the Furies 
were not permitted to enter. He threw himself on the floor, ex- 
hausted with weariness and terror, and the god looked at him 
full of compassion. Then he revived his hope and courage with 
the words : ‘‘Unhappy son, take comfort. I shall not betray you. 
Whether I am near or far, I shall guard you and never give you 
up to your enemies. At this very moment I have poured leaden 
sleep on the lids of those terrible old goddesses who rise from the 
depths of Tartarus and are abhorred by immortals, mortals. 
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and even animals. For the present they are tamed and dare not 
approach my temple. But do not depend too much on their 
slumber! It will not last long, for Fate permits me only brief 
ascendency over these ancient deities. You must soon resume 
your flight, but you shall, at least, not wander without a goal. 
You shall go to Athens, to the stately city of my sister, Pallas 
Athene. There I shall see to it that you come before a just court, 
where you can speak and defend your cause. Do not be afraid. 
Though I myself must leave you now, my brother Hermes will 
guard you and protect you from all harm.” 

So said Apollo. But before he left his temple and Orestes, the 
shade of Clytaemnestra had appeared to the sleeping Furies in 
a dream and whispered to them angrily: “Why are you asleep? 
Have you abandoned me so utterly that I must hover unavenged 
in the bleakness of Hades? My closest kin have wronged me, and 
no god cares that I was slain by my own son 1 1 have poured you 
many libations, and you drained them all. How many offerings 
have I brought you by night! And now you forget all this and 
let your prey escape like a deer which slips from the snare ! Hear 
me, gods of the underworld I It is I, Clytaemnestra, whom you 
swore to avenge, and who now troubles your dream to remind 
you of your oath.” 

But the sinister goddesses could not shake off the magic sleep 
which held them spellbound. Not until they heard the words: 
“Orestes, the murderer of his mother, is escaping you !” did one 
of them rouse herself and wake the others. Like wild beasts they 
leaped from their lair, stormed boldly to the temple of Apollo, 
and set foot on the threshold of the sanctuary. “Son of Zeus,” 
they shouted at him, “you are a cheat ! You, the younger god, 
tread underfoot the older goddesses, the daughters of Night, 
and dare withhold from our wrath this scomer of the law, this 
slayer of his mother ! You have stolen him from us 1 Is it right for 
a god to do that ?” 

But Apollo drove the black Furies out of his sunlit temple. 
“Away with you, terrible sisters !” he cried. “Your place is in 
the lion’s den where beasts lap blood, you, the hounds of the 
Fates, not here on the site of my pure and sacred oracle.” In 
vain the Furies reminded him of their oflice, of their rights. 
Apollo declared that Orestes was under his protection because 
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he had avenged Agamemnon at his and Zeus’ command. At last 
the Eumenides quailed before his power, backed away from the 
threshold, and fled. 

Then Phoebus entrusted Orestes and his friend to Hermes, 
the protector of travellers, and returned to Olympus. The friends 
took the road to Athens, as Apollo had bidden them, and the 
Furies, fearing the golden rod of Hermes, followed only at a 
safe distance. But gradually they grew bolder. When the two 
arrived in the city of Fallas Athene, the Eumenides came close 
on their heels, and hardly had Orestes and Pylades entered 
Athene’s temple before the dark sisters rushed after them 
through the open gates. 

Orestes had thrown himself on the ground before the image 
of the goddess, flung wide his arms, and prayed in wild despair : 
“Athene, I have come to you at Apollo’s command. Receive me 
mercifully, for my hands are not stained with innocent blood. 
I am weary of wandering and begging at the doors of strangers. 
Obedient to j'our brother’s oracle I have fled through towns and 
open country, and now I lie at your feet and await your judg- 
ment.” 

But the Furies, who stood close behind him, raised their voices 
in solemn chorus. “We are on your trail, murderer !” they cried. 
“We have tracked your steps, dripping with blood, as the hound 
tracks the wounded stag. You shall find no asylum and no rest. 
We shall suck the red blood from your body, and when nothing 
is left but a living shadow, we shall take you down to Tartarus 
with us. Then neither Apollo nor Athene shall free you from 
unending torture. You are our quarry, a victim for our altar. 
Come, sisters, let us dance around him, and with our songs cloud 
his spirit with madness !” 

They were just about to begin their awful chant, when a light 
from above flooded the temple. The image of Palla? Athene had 
vanished, and in its place stood the goddess herself. Her stem 
blue eyes gazed on those before her, and she opened her lips to 
speak. 

“Who is disturbing the peace of ray sanctuary?” she asked. 
“What visitors do I see here? A stranger is clasping my altar, 
and women who do not look like mortals throng behind him with 
menacing eyes. Tell me who you are and what you want!” 
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Orestes was speechless with fear. He troubled and could not 
rise. But the Erinyes did not hesitate to reply. “Daughter of 
Zeus,” they said, “we shall tell you everything just as it is. We 
are the daughters of Night and are called Erinyes.” 

“I know you,” said Athene. “Word of you has come to me 
often. You are the avengers of perjury and of the murder of 
kinsman by kinsman. But what can have brought you to my 
temple?” 

“This man, who lies at your feet and soils your altar with his 
presence!” they answered. “He has slain his own mother. Judge 
him! We shall honor your verdict, for we know that you are 
stem and just.” 

“If I am to make judgment,” said Pallas Athene, “I must 
first hear what the str*inger has to say. How can you defend 
yourself against the accusation of these goddesses? What is your 
country, your line? What has befallen you? You shall cleanse 
yourself of the crime you have been accused of. I permit this 
because you are lying before my altar and clasping it as a sup- 
pliant. But now answer me and be unafraid.” 

At last Orestes ventured to raise his eyes. He half rose, so 
that he was still on his knees, and said : “Athene ! You need not 
fear for your temple. I have not committed a murder which 
cannot be atoned for. I am not clasping your altar with hands 
that desecrate. I was bom in Argos. You must have known my 
father. He was Agamemnon, the raler of many peoples, the man 
who guided the Argive fleet to Troy and whom you helped de- 
stroy the citadel of proud Ilium. When he returned from his 
conquest, he did not die a natural death. My mother and her 
lover tangled him in a net and slew him in his bath. For a long 
time I lived in a foreign land, but when I returned, I avenged 
my father. I do not deny it. I avenged the murder of my beloved 
father by slaying my mother. And it was your own brother 
Apollo who urged me to do this deed. His oracle threatened me 
with unending anguish if I did not punish my father’s mur- 
derers. Now judge, O goddess, whether I have done right or 
wrong. I shall bow to your verdict.” 

The goddess was silent and thoughtful. Finally she said : “The 
matter which I am to judge is so strange and involved that no 
law-court on earth would know what to do about it. Although 
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I am going to choose mortal judges, it is right that you have 
turned to an immortal for help. For I shall summon the judges 
to my temple and preside over the court. If the judges find they 
cannot arrive at a verdict, I myself shall decide the issue. In the 
meantime this stranger shall live in my city unmolested. But you, 
you implacable goddesses, shall not taint these precincts any 
longer. Return to Tartarus and do not come back to this temple 
until the day of the trial. Both parties shall collect evidence and 
summon witnesses, while I call on the wisest and best men in my 
city to solve this difficult problem.” 

When the goddess had set a day for the trial, Orestes and 
Pylades, as well as the Furies, were dismissed. The Eumenides 
obeyed Athene without demurring. They left the city and re- 
turned to the underworld. Orestes and his friend were hospitably 
received in Athens. 

When the day of the trial dawned, a herald called those citizens 
whom Athene had chosen to a hill opposite the acropolis. This 
hill was sacred to Ares, and for this reason it was called Areop- 
agus, or Ares-hill. The goddess was already there, and both 
the accusers and the accused had arrived. But a stranger had 
also appeared and taken his place beside the accused. When the 
Erinyes saw him, they cried out in alarm : “Phoebus Apollo, do 
not interfere with our concerns ! What are you doing here.?” 

“This man is under my protection,” replied the god. “He came 
to Delphi to seek refuge in my temple. I have purified him of the 
blood he spilled, and so it is only right that I should help him. 
I have come to testify for him, and also to defend him before the 
court which my sister Athene has summoned. For it was I who 
counselled him to murder his mother and told him that in the eyes 
of the gods this would be a devout act and pleasing to them.” 

As he spoke, the god came closer to Orestes. And now Athene 
opened the court and asked the Erinyes to state their accusation. 
“We shall be brief,” said the eldest of them, who had been chosen 
to speak for them all. “You, whom we accuse, answer us. First, 
did you or did you not murder your mother.?” 

“I do not deny it,” said Orestes, who had paled at the question. 

“And how did you commit the crime?” 

“I pierced her throat with my sword.” 

“At whose advice or instigation did you do this?” 
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“At his who stands beside me,” said Orestes. “Apollo gave me 
his commands through an oracle, and he is here to confirm my 
words.” Orestes then went on to explain that in killing Clytaem- 
nestra he had not thought of her as his mother, but only as the 
murderess of his father. Apollo seconded him in a long and 
eloquent speech. The Furies countered his words. The god first 
painted the murder of Agamemnon in dark colors, but they 
argued that Clytaemnestra had not killed a kinsman but only 
her husband, while Orestes had murdered his mother. Then the 
eldest said : “Now we have launched all the arrows we had in our 
quiver, and we shall await the verdict of the judges in silence.” 

Athene had the stones for voting distributed among the j udges. 
Each was given a black stone to indicate guilt, and a white one 
for innocence. The um which was to hold the stones was set up in 
the middle of the fenced-off space. And now Athene rose from 
the raised seat she occupied as the head of the court and addressed 
the judges before they cast their votes. Standing erect in all her 
divine majesty she said: “Citizens of Athens, listen to what the 
founder of your city has to say to you on this first occasion you 
have assembled to give judgment at a murder trial. This tribunal 
shall remain within your walls for all time to come. Here, on the 
sacred hill of Ares, where the Amazons once camped when they 
waged war on Theseus, where they brought sacrifice to the god of 
war, here the Court of the Areopagus shall assemble and keep 
the citizens of Athens from doing wrong. I herewith establish 
this court, made up of the best men of this city. They shall be 
stem, just, and incorruptible. They shall not take bribes nor 
look to their profit, but protect the rights of everyone in the land. 
The citizens shall reverence its dignity and uphold it as a pillar 
of strength, such as no other people in Greece or elsewhere on 
earth can boast of. This is ray will as to the future. And now, 
judges, remember that you have sworn to serve the law ; put your 
votes into the um, so that this issue may be decided.” 

Silently the judges rose from their seats. One after another 
approached the um and dropped into it a stone. When all had 
voted, chosen citizens, who were also under oath, counted the 
stones. And then it appeared that there were just as many black 
as white, and that the goddess, who had reserved the right of 
decision for herself, would have to give the verdict. Again she 
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rose and said : ‘‘I was not borne by a mother. I, a virgin, sprang 
from the head of Zeus, my father, and I protect the rights of 
father and son against those of the mother. And so I shall not 
take the part of the woman who slew her husband to please her 
wicked lover, but cast my vote for Orestes, who killed his mother 
because she murdered his father.” With that she left her place, 
took a white stone, and added it to the rest of the white stones. 
‘‘This man,” she then said solemnly, “is herewith, by a majority 
of votes, pronounced ‘not guilty.’ ” 

When she had given the verdict, Orestes turned to her. He was 
deeply moved. “0 Fallas Athene,” he cried, “you have saved my 
line and given me back my native land. All Greece will exalt you 
for what you have done, and say : ‘Argive Orestes is again living 
in the palace of his fathers, rescued by the justice of Athene 
and Apollo and of the Thunderer, without whose will this could 
not have come about.’ And now, before I start for home, I swear 
to this country and this people that no Argive in all time to come 
shall ever make war on the devout Athenians ! And if, after my 
death, one of my countrymen should break this oath, I myself 
shall rise from my tomb to punish him, send misfortune to dog 
his footsteps, and prevent him from carrying out his cursed plans 
against this city. Farewell, noble protector of justice, and people 
of Athens. May victory and welfare attend you in war and all 
else you undertake.” 

Then Orestes left the sacred hill of Ares, and his friend Py- 
lades, who had never left his side during the entire court pro- 
ceedings, went with him. The Furies did not venture to oppose 
the verdict of Athene, and besides they feared the strength of 
Apollo, who was prepared to see that the judgment of the court 
was upheld. But the eldest, who spoke for the rest, rose from 
the plaintiff’s seat and confronted the god and the goddess. In 
a deep hoarse voice, she defiantly questioned the verdict. “Woe 
to us !” she cried. “Younger deities have trodden underfoot the 
age-old laws ; they have wrested the power from our hands, from 
us who are the elder. We are scorned. We cannot vanquish them 
with all our anger. But you, Athenians, shall live to regret your 
judgment ! On this ground, where justice has been scoffed at, we 
shall pour out the venom seething in our hearts. Blight shall 
attack your fields, destruction shall overtake all that is living. 
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With famine and plsigue we shall haunt this land and this city, 
we the offended and derided goddesses of night.” 

When Apollo heard this terrible curse, he intervened and tried 
to appease the mighty deities. “Be gracious,” he said to them. 
“For you were neither defeated nor dishonored. The number of 
black stones and white was the same. The judges did not over- 
ride you. The accused, who was forced to choose between two 
sacred duties, and in choosing was bound to neglect one, has been 



saved through the will of Zeus who guarded him. So do not vent 
your anger on the innocent people of this land. For in their name 
I promise you a worthy sanctuary in this country. The citizens 
of Athens shall bring you offerings year after year and revere 
you as the implacable goddesses of just revenge.” 

Athene confirmed his words. “Believe me, majestic goddesses,” 
she added. “If you make your home in another country you will 
regret it and long for the earth you have spumed. The citizens 
of Athens are ready to hold you in high honor. Choruses of men 
and women clad in crimson robes will sing your glory. Your 
sanctuary shall be in the sacred cave beside the temple of King 
Erechtheus, and every house that does not honor you will be 
unblessed.” 

As they listened to these promises, the Furies gradually grew 
calmer. They consented to remain in that country and were 
pleased to think that they, as well as Athene and Apollo, were 
to have a sanctuary in the most famous of all cities. In the end 
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they grew so gentle that they, on their part, solemnly swore to 
shield the city from wild weathers, from drought and plague, to 
guard the herds, to bless marriages, and, with the Fates, their 
half sisters, to work for the welfare of the entire region. They 
went so far as to wish everlasting peace and prosperity to the 
people. Then the dark sisters left the Areopagus and the city. 
Athene and Apollo gave them thanks, and all the citizens of 
Athens accompanied them with blazing torches and chants of 
praise. 


IPHIGENTA IN THE LAND OF THE TATJEI 

After leaving Athens, Orestes and Pylades again went to the 
oracle of Apollo in Delphi. Orestes had indeed been acquitted, 
but he had not recovered from his madness and asked the god 
what he was now to do. The priestess said that the prince would 
be restored to health and happiness in Mycenae, but that first 
he was to sail to the peninsula of the Tauri, where Artemis, 
Apollo’s sister, had her temple. There he was to carry off the 
image of the goddess, which, according to a legend of the bar- 
barian people of that region, had fallen from heaven and had 
been reverenced there ever since. When he had taken it by force 
or ruse, he was to bring it to Athens, for the goddess had grown 
tired of the savage people of that alien land, and longed for 
gentler worshippers. As soon as this was accomplished, his mad- 
ness and esile would be at an end. 

Pylades did not desert his friend but accompanied him on this 
dangerous quest. The Tauri were in the habit of sacrificing to 
Artemis all the shipwrecked or other strangers who came to their 
shores. In war, they cut off the heads of their captured enemies, 
fastened them to poles, and fixed these on the roofs of their 
houses, as guardians to keep watch over the land. 

Now the reason the oracle was sending Orestes to this cruel 
tribe was this. In Aulis, when Agamemnon was about to sacrifice 
his daughter Iphigenia at the advice of Calchas, the soothsayer, 
a hind had appe{u*ed at the altar just as the priest brandished 
the blade above the girl’s throat. Artemis had removed Iphigenia 
from the eyes of the Argives and carried her off across the sea, 
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through shining clouds, to her own temple in the land of the 
Tauri. There Thoas, the king of thi3 barbarian people, found 
her and made her the priestm of Artemis. Her service required 
her to see to the sacrifice of every stranger who set foot in that 
land, and these were, for the most part, her own countrymen ! 
It is true that she had only to consecrate the victim. It was the 
task of otiiers to drag it to the altar and do the slaughtering. 
Still, her lot was sad and hopeless. 

The girl had been performing her distasteful office for many 
years. The king held her in high esteem, and the people rever- 
enced her for her charm and gentleness. So she lived, far from 
her home, utterly unfamiliar with the destinies of her house. But 
one night she dreamed she had left the land of the Tauri and 
was home in Argos, sleeping surrounded by her handmaids. Sud- 
denly the earth began to tremble and heave, and she saw herself 
fleeing from tibe palace, standing outside, while the roof shook 
and the colonnade swayed and crashed to the ground. Only one 
column of h^ father*s house remained upright. And all at once 
it seemed to her that it was turning into a man. The capital be- 
came a head ringed with blond locks, and the head spoke to her 
in her own language, but what it said the girl had forgotten when 
she awoke. AH she knew was that in her dream she had obeyed 
the demands of her priestly office. She had sprinkled the man, 
who was a pillar of her father’s palace, with holy water to con- 
secrate him for death, and while she did this, she wept. When she 
roused herself from her dream, her cheeks were wet with tears. 

On the morning after this night, Orestes and his friend Pylades 
landed on the shore of the Tauri, and went toward the temple 
of Artemis. Soon they reached the structure the barbarians had 
put up to the goddess. It resembled a prison rather than the 
dwelling of a deity, and they looked at the high and solid wall 
in silent amazement. Orestes was the first to speak. “My faithful 
friend,” he said, “you have shared the dangers of this journey 
with me. But what shall we do now? Shall we climb the spiral 
stairs around the wall? I fear that, when we reach the top, this 
unknown building wiU seon like a labyrinth to us. Undoubtedly 
we shall find the doors to the rooms locked with iron bolts, and 
if our attempts to get in rouse the guards who must be placed 
all around the sanctuary, they will seize us and kill us. For we 
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have heard that much Argive blood has already spattered the 
altar of this implacable goddess. Would it not be wiser to return 
to the ship which brought us here?” 

“If we did that, it would be the very first time we have taken 
to fiight,” answered Pylades. “Let us hold sacred the oracle of 
Apollo. But we must, indeed, leave this place. The best thing 
would be to hide in a grotto on the shore, far from our ship, so 
that no one, seeing it, will be able to tell the cruel ruler of this 
country anything about its crew. But when night falls, let us 
venture out. We know the position of the temple. Through some 
ruse or other we shall get in, and once we have the image in our 
hands, I am sure we shall be able to get back to the shore. Brave 
men court danger! We have come a long way. Would it not be 
shameful to turn back when we are so close to the goal, and go 
home without the prize the god has commanded us to seize?” 

“We shall do as you say,” Orestes exclaimed. “Let us hide 
through the day, and may night bring us success !” 

The sun was high in the heavens when a herdsman came run- 
ning from the shore, straight toward the priestess of Artemis, 
standing on the threshold of her temple. He brought her the 
news that two youths, welcome victims for the goddess, had 
landed on that coast. ‘Trepare for the sacred rites, priestess,” 
he said. “The sooner the better!” 

“Where do the strangers come from ?” Iphigenia asked mourn- 
fully. 

“They are Argives,” answered the herdsman. “That is all we 
know so far, except that one of them is called Pylades. They are 
our captives.” 

“Tell me about it,” said the priestess. “How did it happen, 
and where did you capture them?” 

“We were just bathing our cattle in the sea. One after another 
we drove into tiie swirling waters. There is a grotto there, wave- 
washed, where the fishers go to collect purple snails. Here one 
of us saw two young men. They seemed so radiant to him that he 
took them for gods and want^ to throw himself on the ground 
before them. But another who stood near, a pert, inquisitive 
fellow, was not so foolish. He laughed when he saw his companion 
bending his knees, and said ; ‘Don’t you see that these are ship- 
wrecked strangers who have hidden in the cave because they 
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know of our custom of sacrificing all who reach these shores?^ 
Most of us agreed with him, and we prepared to seize the two 
men. Just then, one of the strangers came out of the grotto, 
shook his head wildly, and flung out his arms. He groaned aloud 
in the throes of madness and cried : ‘Pylades, Py lades, look over 
there ! See the dark huntress, the dragon from Hades, who wants 
to murder me ! She is coming at me, and her head is ringed with 
hissing snakes. And there — another — she is breathing fire ! She 
is carrying my own mother in her arms, and now she is threaten- 
ing to hurl a rock at me ! Help ! She is killing me !’ But we could 
see nothing of all the horrors he raved about,” the herdsman 
continued. ^‘He must have taken the bellowing of our cattle and 
the barking of the dogs for the voices of the Furies. And now 
we were alarmed, because the stranger drew his sword, rushed 
at our cows, and slashed right and left until the sea was red with 
their blood. At last we managed to gather our wits, blew into 
our conch shells to summon the peasants, and advanced on the 
armed stranger in a solid mass. His madness was slowly leaving 
him, and he fell on the ground, foaming at the mouth. We threw 
stones at him while his companion wiped the froth from his lips 
and put his own mantle around him. In another instant the youth 
seemed to be fuUy conscious of what was happening. He jumped 
up and defended himself and his comrade. But there were so 
many of us that soon the two strangers had to give up. We sur- 
rounded them and made them drop their weapons, and finally 
they yielded in sheer weariness. Then we captured them and took 
them to Thoas, our king. He had barely glanced at them when he 
ordered us to take them to you. O priestess, pray for many more 
such splendid victims, for if you sacrifice these men of Argos, 
Greece will atone for all the pain you were forced to suffer, and 
you will be avenged for their attempt to kill you as an offering 
for Artemis at Aulis.” 

The herdsma.1 had ended and awaited the commands of the 
priestess. She told him to bring her the strangers, but when she 
was alone, she said to herself ; ‘T have always felt pity for my 
countrymen and wept whenever Argives fell into my hands. But 
now that a dream has given me the certainty that Orestes, my 
beloved brother, no longer sees the light of day, now all Achaeans 
who approach this coast shall find me merciless. For the unhappy 
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are always hostile to the happy. The Argives dragged me like a 
lamb to the altar where my own father was willing to see me 
slaughtered! Never shall I forget my terror! If Zeus drove 
Menelaus, who urged that I be sacrificed, and Helen, who caused 
the siege of Troy, to these shores, I should rejoice, and — ” 

But here she was interrupted by the approach of the captives. 
“Loosen their hands,” she commanded. “The consecration they 
are to receive demands that they be free of all bonds. And now 
go into the temple and make the necessary preparations.” Then 
she turned to the strangers and asked: “Who is your father, 
your mother, your sister, if you have a sister, who is to be robbed 
of such strong, fine brothers? Where have you come from? You 
must have a long journey behind you, but now you must prepare 
for one still longer, for you are going to the underworld.” 

Orestes answered her: “Whoever you may be, do not speak to 
us in so compassionate a voice. It is not fitting for the executioner 
to comfort his victim before he strikes him dead. If death is 
inevitable, then lament is useless. No tears, either from you or 
from us ! Let Fate take her course.” 

“Which of you two is Pylades ? Tell me that first of all,” said 
the priestess. 

“This is he,” said Orestes, pointing to his friend. 

“Are you brothers?” 

“Through friendship, not by birth,” Orestes replied. 

“And what is your name ?” 

“Call me an exile,” he answered. “Better I die nameless, for 
then no one can taunt me.” 

The priestess was vexed by his defiance and pressed liim at 
least to tell her what city he came from. When she heard the 
name of “Argos,” she trembled and exclaimed excitedly: “By 
Zeus, do you really come from there?” 

“Yes,” said Orestes. “I come from Mycenae, where Fortune 
once favored my house.” 

“If you come from Argos, stranger,” cried Iphigenia with 
growing suspense, “you must have news of Troy. Is it true that 
the city lies in ruins? Did Helen return to her husband?” 

“It is as you say.” 

“And how is the commander of all Argives — ^I think his name 
is Agamemnon, son of Atreus?” 
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Orestes shuddered at her question. He turned his head from 
her and said: “I do not wish to speak of him, O priestess.” But 
she begged him in such pleading words that he gave in to her. 
“He is dead,” he said in a low voice. “His own wife killed him.” 

The priestess of Artemis uttered a cry of distress. But she 
collected herself and continued questioning the stranger. “And 
is that woman still living?” 

“She is no longer ahve,” was his reply. “Her own son killed 
her. He took on himsdf the burden of avenging his father, but 
he is suffering for it.” 

“Is any other child of Agamemnon’s alive?” 

“Two daughters, Electra and Chrysothemis.” 

“And what is known of his eldest daughter, of the one who was 
sacrificed?” 

“That a hind died in her stead. She herself vanished. She must 
be dead long since.” 

“And is the son of murdered Agamemnon still alive?” the girl 
asked hesitatingly. 

“Yes,” said Orestes. “He is an exile, and wanders without rest 
through all of Greece.” 

“Away with you, beguiling dream !” Iphigenia said to herself. 
Then she bade the servants withdraw, and when she was alone 
with the two youths, turned to Orestes and said in a low voice : 
“Listen to what will be of profit to you and me. I shall save your 
life if you agree to take to Mycenae, which is both your home 
and mine, a letter I shall write to my people.” 

“I do not care to save myself unless my friend is also saved,” 
said Orestes. “He did not leave me in my misery, and I shall 
never leave him !” 

“How noble and brotherly a friend!” Iphigenia exclaimed. 
“If only my brother were like you I For you must know that I 
too have a brother, only that he is very far away. But I have not 
the power to save both of you. The king would never permit it. 
So let your friend Pylades return to Greece in your stead.” 

“Who will sacrifice me to Artemis?” asked Orestes. 

“I myself. Such is the command of the goddess,” Iphigenia 
replied. 

“Will you, a frail girl, slay men?” 

“No. My office is to sprinkle your hair with sacred water. The 
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temple servants take care of the rest. Your body will be burned 
in a rocky gorge.” 

“Oh, that my sister could bury my bones !” sighed Orestes. 

“That cannot be, since she lives in far away Argos,” answered 
the girl, much moved. “But I myself shall quench the glowing 
ashes of your pyre and pour on it offerings of oil and honey. 
I shall adorn your grave as though I were, indeed, your sister.” 
With that she left them to write the letter. 

When the two friends were alone — for the men who guarded 
them stood at some distance — ^Pylades could no longer restrain 
himself. “No !” he cried. “I cannot live if you die ! Do not ask 
me to consent to so disgraceful a proposal. I shall follow you to 
death, just as I followed you across the sea. Phocis and Argos 
would brand me a coward. All the world would say that I betrayed 
and killed you to inherit your realm — ^and all the more so be- 
cause I am to become your brother-in-law and courted Electra 
without asking a dowry. But aside from all this, I cannot live 
without you. If you die, I die!” 

Orestes tried to dissuade him from his purpose, and they were 
still disputing when Iphigenia returned with the letter in her 
hand. First she made Pylades swear to deliver it and in return 
she gave her word to save him. Then she decided to teU him the 
contents, in case the letter were lost in the course of the journey, 
in an accident perhaps, and the bearer himself survive. “Tell 
Orestes, son of Agamemnon,” she said, “that Iphigenia was taken 
from the altar in Aulis by Artemis, that she is alive, and — ” 

“Where is she.?” broke in Orestes. “Can the dead awaken?” 

“She stands before you,” said the priestess, “but do not in- 
terrupt me.” Then she continued her message : “My dear brother 
shall take me home to Argos, away from these barbarians, from 
this altar where I am forced to murder strangers. If he does not 
do this, a curse shall rest on him and his house.” 

The friends were speechless with amazement. At last Pylades 
took the letter, turned to his friend, and gave it to him with the 
words ; “I shall immediately perform what I have sworn to carry 
out. Here, Orestes, take the letter your sister Iphigenia sends 
you !” Orestes let it fall to the ground and locked his sister in his 
anns. She pushed him from her, unable to believe the truth, until 
he told her incidents from the history of her house whidh only 
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one of the family could know. Then she cried out joyously: *^So 
you are here and mine, my only brother ! How young you were 
when I left you in the arms of your nurse, how carefree and 
happy! Yes, as happy as we are now that we have found each 
other again 1” 

But Orestes’ brow had clouded. He had remembered the danger 
threatening him and his friend. ‘We are happy now,” he said. 
“But for how long? Are we not faced with death?” 

And now Iphigenia too was seized with terror. “What can I do 
to save you?” she asked. “How can I send you back to Argos? 
How rescue you and your friend from falling as victims at the 
altar? Oh, that the gods would give me counsel! But quickly 
now — ^before Thoas becomes impatient at the delay in sacrificing 
you. Tell me, tell me everything that has happened at home.” 

Orestes hastily told her the tale of horror, lightened by only 
one piece of good news, the betrothal of Electra to Pylades. 
While she listened, the girl cast about for some possibility of 
saving her brother. When he had ended she had found a way. 
“I have thought of a plan,” she said. “The madness which at- 
tacked you when you were taken captive on the shore shall serve 
me as a pretext. I shall tell the king what is entirely true : that 
you have come from Argos, where you murdered your mother; 
that you are unclean because you have not atoned, and are there- 
fore not acceptable to the goddess ; that you must first be purified 
in the sea to wash the blood of murder from your body. And I 
shall tell him that because you touched the image of the goddess 
with supplicating hands, it too is unclean and must be cleansed 
in the waves. Since I, the priestess, am the only one allowed to 
handle the image, I myself shall carry it down to the shore, and 
you shall both accompany me, for I shall say that Pylades is an 
accomplice in your crime. I must convince the king of all this 
with crafty words, for he is too shrewd to be deceived easily. And 
once we reach the shore and board your ship, you and your men 
must do the rest.” 

They had been talking in the court of the temple, far from 
the servants and guards. Now the captives were again handed 
over to the attendants, and Iphigenia conducted them into the 
interior of the temple. Shortly afterwards, Thoas, the king of 
the Tauri, arrived with his retinue and asked for the priestess, 
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for he could not understand why the bodies of the strangers were 
not already burning at the altar of the goddess. As he reached 
the doors of the tonple, Iphigenia crossed the threshold with the 
image of Artemis in her arms. “What are you doing, daughter 
of Agamemnon?” the king exclaimed in surprise. “Why have 
you taken the image from its sacred pedestal? Why are you 
carrying it away ?” 

“A terrible thing has happened, O king,” said the priestess, 
her face drawn with emotion. “The victims who were captured 
near the shore are not pure. When they approached the goddess 
to clasp her in supplication, the imeige turned of itself and low- 
ered its lids. For these two are guilty of an awful crime.” And 
now she told her tale which in aU essentials was the truth, and 
asked the king’s permission to purify the image of the taint the 
strangers had put on it, and to cleanse the victims themselves, 
that they might be fit for sacrifice. To make her story seem more 
plausible, she had the strangers fettered again and their faces 
veiled from the rays of the sun, as it was customary to do with 
those who were unclean. She also begged the king to leave with 
her the slaves he had brought in his retinue, for greater security. 
He — so she said with shrewd forethought — ^was to send a mes- 
senger to the town, bidding the citizens remain within the walls 
until the purification was over, so that they might not be exposed 
to the contaminating presence of guilty men. The king himself 
was to stay in the temple during her absence and see to it that the 
entire building was filled with cleansing fumes, so that on her 
return she might find it ready for the sacred rites. The moment 
the strangers issued from the gates of the temple, the ruler was 
to hide his face in his robe, lest the mere sight of them should 
stain him. “And if I stay down at the shore for a long time, O 
king,” she said, “do not grow impatient. Remember that it is a 
very great and terrible crime which must be washed from the 
victims.” 

The king consented to everything. He veiled his face when 
Orestes and Pylades were led out of the temple, and soon Iphi- 
genia, together with the captives and some of the king’s slaves, 
was on her way to the sea. Thoas entered the temple and had it 
purified, as the priestess hadi demanded. 

Several hours passed, and suddenly a messenger came running 
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from the direction of the shore. He was panting. “Faithless 
women !” he gasped to himself, as he knocked at the closed gates. 
“Ho there, inside!” he cried. “Open ! And tell the king that I am 
the bearer of bad news !” 

The gates swung open, and Thoas himself stood on the thres- 
hold. “Who dares disturb the peace of these halls with such 
clamor.'”’ he asked with a frown. 

“Hear, O king, what I have to tell you,” the man replied. “The 
priestess of this temple, that Argive woman, has fled with the 
captives, and they have stolen the image of the revered patron 
goddess of our country ! Her long tale of needed purification was 
nothing but lies !” 

“What is this you say I” cried the king who could not believe 
his ears. “What evil spirit possessed this woman? Who are the 
men with whom she fled?” 

“She has fled with her brother Orestes,” said the messenger. 
“With the very man whom she pretended to purify as a victim. 
Listen to the whole story, and then find a way to pursue the 
fugitives, for they have a long distance to go and are still within 
reach of your revenge! When we came to the shore, Iphigenia 
motioned us to halt, fcr we were not to stand too close to the 
sacred rites. She herself loosed the bonds of the strangers and 
bade them precede her. This in itself seemed suspicious to us, but 
we thought we had to obey the commands of your priestess, O 
king! And then it seemed that the rites of purification were 
really under way, for Iphigenia chanted magic spells and prayed 
in solemn tones and with curious words. We lay on the sand and 
waited. But all at once it occurred to us that the captives, who 
were no longer shackled, might have killed the unarmed priestess 
and escaped. So we jumped up and rounded the wall of rocks 
which had hidden Iphigenia and the victims from our sight. And 
then we saw an Argive ship with fifty rowers sitting at the oars ! 
On the shore, not far from the stem, stood the strangers, no 
longer captive ! Some of the crew weighed anchor, others coiled 
the ropes, and still others were letting down ladders for the two 
youths. We no longer hesitated. We saw through the whole web 
of lies and seized the woman who was still on the shore. But 
Orestes, loudly proclaiming his identity and purpose, defended 
his sister with Pylades. We could not succeed in dragging her 
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off* Since neither we nor the strangers were armed, we fought 
with our fists. But in the end we were forced to retreat, for the 
men in the ship were launching arrows at us. At the same instant, 
a huge wave drove the ship still nearer the shore, and it was all 
but shattered. At that Orestes took the priestess in his arms — she 
still carrying the image — ^waded through the water, and quickly 
climbed the ladder into the ship. There he laid his sister with 
her sacred burden down on the deck. Pylades came close after, 
and when all were safely aboard, the crew broke into triumphant 
cries and began to row swiftly away. While the ship was crossing 
the bay, it glided gently through the water, but as soon as it 
reached the open sea, a gust of wind drove it back to the shore, 
in spite of the straining of the oarsmen. Then Agamemnon’s 
daughter rose and pleaded aloud : ‘O Artemis, daughter of Leto, 
you yourself, through the oracle of Apollo, your brother, de- 
manded to return to Greece. Take me there with you, and forgive 
your priestess the bold deceit I practiced against the ruler of 
this country whom I was forced to obey for so many years. You 
too have a brother whom you love ! Then be gracious to the mortal 
brother and sister who love each other !’ And when she had ended, 
all the crew at her command stopped rowing and sang the song 
of supplication which they call a paean. But the ship continued 
to drive toward the shore, and I hurried to tell you what had 
happened. If you send men to the coast at once, you will recap- 
ture them. For unless the angry sea grows quickly calm, the 
strangers cannot escape. Poseidon is angry. He remembers the 
destruction of Troy, his favorite city. He is the sworn enemy of 
all Argives and of the line of Atreus in particular. Unless I am 
very much mistaken, he will put Agamemnon’s children in your 
power this very day.” 

Thoas had waited impatiently for the messenger to finish. The 
moment he had ended, the king commanded all his people to 
mount horses and ride to the coast. They were to take the ship 
as soon as the waves hurled it ashore, and with the help of offended 
Artemis capture the fugitives. They were to sink the ship with 
all the crew, but the two strangers and the priestess were to be 
thrown into the sea from a tall cliff, or impaled alive on a pole. 

The cavalcade was already storming toward the shore when 
a dazzling apparition halted them. Against his will, the king 
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reined in his horse. Pallas Athene, encircled with shining clouds, 
floated between heaven and earth in all her majesty and splendor 
and her voice sounded like thunder in the ears of the Tauri. 
‘‘Where are you going, King Thoas?” she cried. “Where are 
you going in such breathless haste? Mark the words of a goddess. 
Stop your people in their hot pursuit, and let my wards leave 
your country unmolested. Apollo’s oracle proclaimed the will of 
Fate. It is the Fates who brought Orestes to these shores, so that 
he might be cured of his madness and take his sister back to her 
native land, and with her the image of Artemis who also wishes 
to dwell in my beloved city. For my sake, Poseidon will quiet the 
sea and carry the ship home. Orestes will build a new and splendid 
temple for the goddess in Athens, and Iphigenia will continue to 
be the priestess of Artemis. The daughter of Agamemnon shall 
die and be buried in her own country. And you, Thoas, king of 
the Tauri, shall not begrudge her this happiness. You shall give 
up your anger.” 

King Thoas reverenced the gods devoutly. He threw himself 
on the ground before the vision and said : “O Pallas Athene, base 
is he who hears the will of the gods and does not obey, or even 
tries to resist. Your wards shall take the image of Artemis where 
they will and set it up in its new shrine. I lower my lance at the 
command of the gods.” Then he turned to his men. “Back to 
our city !” he ordered. 

And what Athene had predicted came true. Tauric Artemis 
was lodged in a temple in Athens, and Iphigenia continued to 
be her priestess. In Mycenae, Orestes ascended the throne of his 
fathers. He married Hermione, the only daughter of Menelaus 
and Helen. She had been betrothed to Neoptolemus, son of 
Achilles, but Orestes slew him and was made king of Sparta. 
Even before that he had taken over the rule of Argos, so that he 
now had a greater realm than his father had ever ruled. Electra 
became the wife of Pylades and shared the throne of Phocis with 
him. Chrysothemis died unwed. Orestes himself grew very old, 
but in his ninetieth year the curse of the Tantalides struck once 
more : a serpent bit him in the heel, and he died of its venom. 




ODYSSEUS 


TELEMACHUS AND THE SUITOES 

T he war for Troy was over, and all the Argive heroes who had 
escaped death on the battlefield and survived the storms on 
the homeward journey had reached their native shores. Only 
Odysseus, son of Laertes, the king of Ithaca, had not returned. 
A strange fate had overtaken him. After many wanderings he 
had landed on a lonely island covered with wild forests. It was 
the island of Ogygia, and there the nymph Calypso held him 
captive in her grotto, because she wished to have him for her hus- 
band. But he was faithful to Penelope, the wife he had left behind 
in Ithaca, and at long last the gods on Olympus pitied his sad 
lot — all but Poseidon, the sea-god. He was the ancient enemy of 
Odysseus, and while he did not dare destroy him, he put every 
possible obstacle in his way and drove him wandering over the 
sea. It was he who had cast him ashore on the island. 

But now, while Poseidon was feasting with the Ethiopians, 
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the iinmortals resolved that Odysseus was to be released by 
Calypso. At Athene’s request, Hermes, the messenger of the gods, 
went to the lovely nymph to announce the decision of Zeus. Athene 
herself, meanwhile, boimd to her feet the golden sandals which 
carried her over lands and seas, took in her hand the sharp- 
pointed lance with which she had overcome many a hero in battle, 
and descended from the rocky peak of Olympus. She flew to the 
island of Ithaca, on the west coast of Greece. There she assumed 
the form of Mentes, leader of the Taphians, and went to the 
palace of Odysseus. 

Here there was sad confusion. Beautiful Penelope, daughter of 
Icarius, and her young son Telemachus had not been able to re- 
main masters in their own house. When Odysseus failed to return, 
long after the news, of the fall of Troy and the homecoming of 
other heroes had reached Ithaca, the rumor of his death spread 
and was given more and more credence. Penelope was looked on as 
a young and wealthy widow, and she attracted many suitors. 
Twelve rich lords came from Ithaca alone, twenty-four from the 
neighboring island of Same, twenty from Zacynthus, and from 
Dulichium flfty-two. Besides these, there were among their 
retinue a singer and a herald, two expert cooks, and a large fol- 
lowing of slaves. All the lords courted Penelope and used up the 
stores of absent Odysseus. For over three years they had eaten, 
drunk, made merry, and lived on the fat of his land. 

When Athene arrived in the shape of Mentes, she found the 
suitors playing draughts in front of the palace. They were seated 
on the hides of cattle they had taken from the stalls of Odysseus. 
Heralds and servants went among them, mixing wine and water 
in bowls, cutting and serving meat, and cleaning the tables with 
sponges. Telemachus, the son of the house, sat among the suitors 
idth a sad heart and thought of his father. He longed for him to 
come and drive out the throng of arrogant wastrels. When he 
saw Mentes, he ran forward to greet him, clasped his right hand 
in welcome, and asked him into the house. They entered the great 
hall, and Telemachus took the stranger’s lance and leaned it 
against the spear rack. Then he led his guest to a chair covered 
with soft tapestry and put a footstool under his feet. He himself 
sat beside him. A woman slave brought water in a golden pitcher 
for the stranger to wash his hands. Then meat and bread were 
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served and the cups filled with wine. Soon after, the suitors joined 
them and began to eat and drink with much gusto. Then they de- 
manded music. The herald handed Phemius, the singer, his grace- 
ful lyre, and he plucked the strings and chanted his tale. 

While the suitors listened, Telemachus turned his head to his 
guest and whispered in his ear : “My friend, I shall unburden my 
heart to you, if I may. Do you see how these men are wasting the 
fortune of my father, whose bones are perhaps at the bottom of 
the sea, or rotting on an alien shore? I fear he will never return 
to punish them. But tell me where you come from, who you are, 
and the names of your parents. Perhaps you were a friend of my 
father’s?” 

“I am Mentes, son of Anchialus,” answered Athene. “I rule 
the island of Taphos and have come here by ship to barter iron 
for copper in Temese. Ask Laertes, your grandfather, who, they 
say, is eating out his heart in sorrow far from the city, and he will 
tell you that from time immemorial our houses have been bound 
by the ties of hospitality. I came because I thought your father 
had returned. I see he has not, but I am sure he is living! Perhaps 
he has been shipwrecked on some savage island and is held cap- 
tive there. But my spirit, which can look into the future, tells 
me that it will not be for long. He will soon be released and return 
to his country. You are your father’s true son, dear Telemachus ! 
How you resemble him in your features, above all your eyes! 
I knew your father well before he left for Troy. Since then I 
have not seen him. But tell me, what are all these people doing in 
your house? Are you celebrating a wedding, or is this some other 
festive banquet?” 

Telemachus answered him with a sigh: “All these men you see 
are courting my mother and eating us out of house and home. 
We may have been prosperous once, but now everything is 
changed. My mother cannot bear the thought of marrying again, 
but while she refuses her consent, she cannot get rid of her suitors, 
who are consuming our substance and will soon bring me to ruin.” 

The goddess replied in sorrowful but angry tones : “How much 
you need your father ! Let me counsel you how to drive this swarm 
of wooers from your palace. Speak to them tomorrow and bid 
them return to their homes. Tell your mother that if she wishes 
to marry again, she should go to her father. In his house, the 
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wedding can be arranged, and there they can see to her dowry. 
You yourself, however, make ready your best ship. Take twenty 
oarsmen and set out to look for your father. First go to Pylos 
and question Nestor. If he cannot tell you anything, go on to 
Sparta, to Menelaus, for he was the last of the Argives to reach 
home. If you learn from him that your father is alive, then have 
patience one more year. But if you hear that he has died, return 
home, make offerings to the dead, and heap him a burial mound. 
If the suitors are still in your house, you must kill them openly 
or by guile. For you are no longer a boy who needs a guardian. 
Have you not heard of the glory Orestes won by slaying Aegis- 
thus, who had murdered his father? You are tall and strong. 
Conduct yourself accordingly and see to it that later generations 
have nothing but praise for you !” Telemachus thanked his guest 
for his fatherly counsel and wanted to give him a gift in parting. 
But Mentes promised to come again and take it with him on his 
way back to his own country. Then he, who was Athene, vanished. 
Like a bird she flew upward, and Telemachus trembled, for now 
he guessed that he had been talking to an immortal. 

In the meantime, Phemius had been singing of the perilous 
homeward journey of the Achaeans. Lonely Penelope sat in her 
chamber, and the song drifted up to her. She veiled herself and 
with two of her tirewomen descended to the great hall. There she 
went up to the singer and said: “You know many joyful tales, 
Phemius. Gladden the hearts of my guests with them, but do not 
sing of matters which torment me and wring my soul. For even 
without your song, I do nothing but think of the man whose fame 
has travelled over all of Greece, and who has not come home.” 

But Telemachus spoke kindly to his mother. “Do not reprove 
the singer for giving voice to what kindles his soul at the mo- 
ment,” he said. “Let him sing of the Danai. Odysseus is not the 
only one who has not returned. Think how many others have 
perished. And you, dear mother, go back to your chamber and 
direct your women in spinning and weaving. Giving orders is the 
business of men and above all mine, for I am master in this 
house.” 

Penelope was surprised to hear such determined words from 
her son who seemed suddenly to have ripened into manhood. She 
returned to her room and mourned her husband in solitude. Whrai 
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she was gone, Telemachus joined the suitors, who were reeling 
and shouting over their cups, and called aloud : ‘‘Enjoy the feast, 
but do not make so much noise ! It takes silence to delight in song. 
Tomorrow I shall call an assembly of the Achaeans, and then I 
shall demand that each of you return to his own home before 
you have entirely used up my father’s property.” 

The suitors scowled and bit their lips at the resolute speech of 
the young man. But they stubbornly rejected his suggestion to 
woo Penelope at the house of her father, Icarius. After much 
wrangling and jeering they retired to their couches, and Tele- 
machus too went to rest. 

The next morning he rose early, slung his sword over his shoul- 
der, left his room, and ordered the herald to summon the citizens of 
Ithaca to a council. The suitors were also asked to attend. When 
the people had gathered, the young prince appeared before them, 
lance in hand. Pallas Athene had made him taller and so Hand- 
some that all those who saw him were struck with wonder. Even 
old men reverently made way for him as he strode toward the chair 
of his father Odysseus. The first to speak was Aegyptius, who was 
bent with age and rich in experience. His eldest son Antiphus had 
gone to Troy with Odysseus and been killed on the journey home. 
His second son Eurynomus was one of the suitors, and his two 
youngest sons still lived in their father’s house. Aegyptius faced 
the assembly and said: “We have not come together since Odys- 
seus went away. Who is it that has summoned us now? Is it an old 
or a young man, and why has he called us? Has he heard of foes 
^ approaching? Has he something to propose for the welfare of 
our country? In any case, I believe he has honest intentions, and 
I ask Zeus to bless his purpose.” 

Telemachus rejoiced in the happy omen he saw in these words. 
He rose and took the scepter which Peisenor, the herald, handed 
him. Then he turned to Aegyptius and said : ‘Noble old man, he 
who has summoned you stands before you. It is I who am in 
trouble and need. First, I lost my father who was once your king, 
and now my heritage is being wasted so that soon nothing will be 
left. My mother Penelope is pressed by unwelcome suitors. They 
refuse to woo her in her father’s house, as I have proposed to them. 
Day after day they slaughter our cattle and sheep and drink 
the wine sealed in our jars. What can I do against so many? You 
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suitors, do you not realize you are wrong? Do you not fear these 
citizens and the vengeance of the gods? Did my father ever 
offend you? Have I myself ever done you harm which would 
entitle you to take what is mine in recompense? No, you have 
caused me sorrow through no fault of my own.” 

So said Telemachus, and bursting into angry tears he threw 
his scepter on the ground. The suitors had listened in silence, 
and no one except Antinous, son of Eupeithes, ventured to reply. 
He, however, rose and cried : ^‘Defiant boy, how dare you malign 
us ! It is not we who are to blame, but your mother ! She has been 
deceiving us ! Three years have passed ; the fourth is almost up, 
and still she scoffs at our wooing. She shows favor now to this one 
and now to that, but her true thoughts are quite different. We 
have discovered her ruse ! She began weaving a large web and 
announced to us, her assembled suitors : ‘The wedding shall wait 
until I have finished weaving the shroud for my husband’s old 
father, Laertes, so that no Achaean woman can ever say his body 
was not clad as befits a king.’ This devout pretext of hers won 
us over. We consented to wait. She really sat at her loom all day 
and worked at her weaving, but at night, by torch-light, she 
secretly unravelled everything she had woven by day. In this way 
she put us off for three years. But finally one of her handmaids, 
who spied on her, told us the truth, and then we ourselves sur- 
prised her as she was undoing her work, and forced her to finish 
the shroud. So our answer to you, Telemachus, is this : send your 
mother to her father, if you wish. But command her to marry the 
man her father and she herself may choose. If she prefers to go 
on deceiving us and putting us off, we shall go on living on your 
stores. In any case, we shall not retprn to our homes until your 
mother has taken a husband.” 

Then Telemachus replied : ‘T cannot compel my mother, who 
bore and reared me, to leave my home against her will, Antinous. 
Neither Icarius, her father, nor the gods would approve such a 
course. If you have any sense of fairness at all, provide your 
banquets from your own stores. Let each take his turn in feasting 
the rest. If it pleases you better to devour the means of one man 
without attempting to pay back what you have taken — do so. 
But I shall implore Zeus and the immortals to help me deal out 
to you your just deserts.” 
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While Telemachus was speaking, Zeus sent him a sign. Two 
eagles soared down from the mountains on widespread pinions. 
First they flew side by side, and then they circled each other. 
When they were directly above the assemblage, they looked down 
threateningly and began to tear at each other’s throats and heads. 
Then they swept upward to the right and winged over Ithaca. 
Halitherses, the aged soothsayer versed in reading the future 
from the flight of birds, interpreted this as an omen of destruc- 
tion for the suitors. He claimed Odysseus was alive and near, and 
that his coming would spell death for them. But Eurymachus, 
son of Polybus, scoffed at the old man and said ; “Go home and 
tell your own children what fate is in store for them, foolish old 
man ! You will not trouble us with youi prophecies. Many birds 
fly around in the beams of the sun, and they do not all foretell 
something. There is nothing more certain than that Odysseus has 
died far from his native land.” And the other suitors applauded 
his words and insisted that Penelope should go to her father’s 
house and choose a husband. 

Telemachus made no further effort to persuade them other- 
wise. He asked the people of Ithaca for a swift ship with twenty 
oarsmen, for he wanted to set out for Pylos and Sparta to seek 
news of his father. If he were alive, Telemachus would wait an- 
other year. If he were dead, he woulo urge his mother to marry 
again. And now Mentor, the friend of Odysseus, to whom he had 
entrusted the welfare of his house while he was fighting for Troy, 
rose in council. Angrily he turned toward the suitors and said : 
“It would be no wonder if a king lost his sense of justice and 
treated his people with cruelty ! They do not deserve any better! 
Who among you remembers Odysseus, who was always kind to 
you and ruled over you like a father.!* Are you not letting these 
suitors squander his substance unhindered.!* They are hardly to 
blame, for they are encouraged by rumors that Odysseus will 
never return. But the people of Ithaca are to blame because they 
are silent and do not even attempt to curb the suitors with a 
single word, although they are in the majority.” 

At that, Leocritus, one of the boldest of Penelope’s wooers, 
jeered at Mentor and said: “Just let Odysseus come if he likes, 
old mischief-maker I We shall see if he can get the better of us ! 
And believe me, Penelope herself, much as she yearns for him. 
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would be least pleased if he were actually to appear. HI luck 
would soon overtake him! And now let us leave this meeting. 
Mentoi and Halitherses will do to speed Telemachus on his 
journey. But what do you wager that he will be here for weeks 
to come, and wait safe in Ithaca for news of his father? I am sure 
he will never start for Pylos !” 

The assembly broke up speedily and with a great deal of noise. 
The people of Ithaca returned to their houses and occupations, 
and the suitors sat at their ease at the board of Odysseus. 



TELEMACHtrS AND NESTOE 

Telemachus went down to the shore. He washed his hands in the 
surf of the sea and called to the god who had come to him in human 
shape the day before. At his prayer, Pallas Athene approached 
him in the shape of Mentor, his father’s friend, and said : “If the 
spirit of your father, wise Odysseus, has not wholly forsaken 
you, stir up your soul to action and carry out your decision. I, 
your father’s friend, will see to it that a swift ship is prepared 
for you, and I will accompany you myself.” Telemachus, who 
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thought he had heard the counsel of Mentor, hastened toward the 
palace, firmly resolved to set out on his journey. On the way he 
met Antinous, who caught at his hand laughingly and said: 
“Why so rebellious and gloomy.^ Come, eat and drink with us as 
you did before. Let the citizens see to your ship and its crew, 
and when everything is ready, sail to Pylos if you like.” 

But Telemachus replied : “No, Antinous. I can no longer sit 
at the same board with you. I am not a boy any more. From now 
on, whether I go or stay, you shall deal with a full-grown man. 
But I wiU go, and nothing shall keep me!” And as he spoke, he 
withdrew his hand and hurried to his father’s storerooms where 
gold and bronze were kept, where costly tunics filled the chests 
and flasks of fragrant oil and big jars of old wine were set up 
around the wails. All these things were under the care of 
Euryclea, an old serving-woman. When he had entered and closed 
and bolted the doors behind him, he said to her : “Quick, fill twelve 
two-handled jars with the choicest wine and seal them well. Then 
pour twenty measures of barley-meal into well-sewn skins, and 
put everything together. Before nightfall, but after my mother 
has gone to her sleeping-chamber, I shall fetch everything. Do- 
not tell her that I have gone to look for my father until twelve 
days have passed, unless she asks for me before that.” Euryclea. 
wept at his going, but promised to do as he had asked. 

Meantime Athene had assumed the shape of Telemachus, en- 
listed men for the journey, and borrowed a ship from Noemon, 
a wealthy citizen of Ithaca. Then she dazed the minds of the- 
suitors. The cups dropped from their hands, and they fell into* 
a deep sleep. When she had done this, she again appeared as 
Mentor, joined Telemachus, and urged him not to put off his 
departure. Swiftly th^ went to the shore where they found the 
ship and the crew. They had ample provisions stored in the hold 
and then went aboard. When the waves were already lapping the 
keel and the wind swelled the sails, they poured a libation to the 
gods and all night sped over the sea with a favorable breeze. 

At sunrise, Pylos, Nestor’s city, lay before their eyes. The 
people had come down to the shore in nine groups, each of which 
sacrificed nine black bulls to the god of the sea. They burned the 
offering to Poseidon and prepared to feast on the meat. When 
the men from Ithaca landed, Athene in the guise of Mentor led 
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TdernsLchtis into the center of the ring where Nestor sat with his 

sons. 

Servants went back and forth preparing the board, while 
others turned the meat on the roasting-spits. As soon as the 
Pylians saw strangers come ashore they thronged to meet them, 
clasped their hands in greeting, and pressed Telemachus to sit 
beside their king. Peisistratus, Nestor’s son, who was as young as 
Telemachus, greeted him and Mentor with the warmest hospi- 
tality and bade them take a seat of honor on the thick, soft fleeces, 
between Nestor and his son Thrasymedes. Then he set before them 
the choicest pieces of meat, fllled two golden cups with wine, drank 
to them, and said to the old man who was Athene : “Pour a liba- 
tion to Poseidon, O stranger, and tell your younger friend to do 
likewise. For mortals are in need of the favor of the gods.” Athene 
took the cup, begged Poseidon to bless Nestor, his sons, and his 
people, and prayed that he might help Telemachus accomplish 
what he had set out to do. Then she poured the wine out on the 
sand and told the son of Odysseus to do the same. 

When they had eaten and drunk, old Nestor graciously asked 
the strangers where they had come from and what was the object 
of their journey. Telemachus replied to both questions, and when 
he began to speak of his father he sighed and said: “Up to now 
our attempts to find out what has happened to him have been in 
vain. We do not know whether he died on the mainland, at the 
hands of foes, or drowned in an angry sea. And so I beg you to 
tell me what you know. Perhaps you yourself witnessed his death, 
or heard of it from travellers. Do not spare us from a sense of 
pity, but tell us the truth.” 

“Now that you speak of those mournful years, I shall tell you 
the whole tale,” answered Nestor. And — ^after the fashion of old 
men — ^he began very far back. First he named the heroes who had 
died near the walls of Troy. He told of the quarrel between the 
two sons of Atreus, and finally of his own journey home. Of 
Odysseus he knew just as little as Telemachus himself. But he 
related the story of Agamemnon’s death in Mycenae, and the 
vengeance of Orestes. In the end he advised Telemachus to go to 
Sparta, to King Menelaus, who had only just returned from a 
distant land on whose coast a storm had wrecked his ship. Since 
he had been on his homeward journey longer than any other Ar- 
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give hero, he was the most likely to have heard something, some- 
where, of the fate of Odysseus. 

Athene approved Nestor’s counsel and said : ‘^While we have 
been talking with one another, darkness has fallen. Permit my 
young friend to accompany you to your palace and sleep there. I 
myself will see to the ship and spend the night aboard. In the 
morning I shall sail to the Cauconians, where I have a debt to 
collect. But I beg you to send my friend Telemachus to Sparta 
with one of your sons and to give him your swiftest horses.” 

So saying, Athene suddenly changed into a sea-eagle and 
soared into the sky. All gazed after her in astonishment and 
Nestor took Telemachus by the hand and said: ‘‘You have no 
cause to be sad, for, young as you are, gods protect you and walk 
at your side. Your companion was Athene, the daughter of Zeus, 
who also favored your father above all the other Achaeans.” Then 
the old man prayed to the goddess, promised to sacrifice a vear- 
ling heifer to her the next morning, and, with his sons and the 
husbands of his daughters, conducted his guest to the palace in 
Pylos. Here a last libation was poured and the cup passed from 
one to the other. Then they lay down to sleep. For Telemachus, 
a couch had been prepared in the great hall, and next to him lay 
Peisistratus, Nestor’s brave son. 

At the first pale light of dawn Nestor rose, went to the thresh- 
old, and seated himself on one of the polished stones which were 
placed on either side of the door. His own father, Neleus, had 
liked to sit there. Presently his six sons joined him, and the last 
to come, Peisistratus, brought with him the guest from Ithaca, 
lordly Telemachus. And now the heifer, which Nestor had 
pledged the goddess, was led to the palace. Laerces, the gold- 
smith, was summoned to gild her horns. Slaves fetched wood and 
fresh water and prepared the sumptuous board. Up from the 
shore came the comrades of Telemachus. Two of Nestor’s sons 
held the cow by her gilded horns. Another brought a basin and 
barley for the offering, a fourth the ax to strike down the victim, 
a fifth held the bowl to catch its blood. When the animal had been 
felled with the ax, Peisistratus, the sixth son, cut its throat, while 
Nestor’s wife and daughters prayed to the gods. The best pieces 
were burned as an offering to Athene, and on them dark wine was 
poured. The rest was put on spits and roasted. 
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Meanwhile Telemachus refreshed himself in a warm bath, and 
now appeared clad in a splendid tunic and a costly mantle. While 
all feasted, the best and fleetest horses were harnessed to take the 
guest to Sparta. A servant put wine and provisions into the 
chariot which Telemachus mounted. Up beside him sprang Peisis- 
tratus, and he took the reins and swung the goad. The horses flew 
along the road, and soon Fylos was left behind. All day long 
they drove, and the horses did not tire. 

When the sun was about to set and all the roads grew dark, 
they came to the city of Pherae, where an Argive hero by the 
name of Diodes, son of Ortilochus, had his house. He received the 
two with warm hospitality and they spent the night with him. 
The following morning they drove on between flelds of wheat and 
on the next evening came to the great city of Lacedaemon or 
Sparta, flanked on all sides by steep, jagged mountains. 


TELEMACHUS IN SPAKTA 

King Menelaus was holding a feast in his palace in Sparta. 
Among the throng of his neighbors and relatives a singer was 
plucking the strings of his lyre. Tumblers kept the guests amused 
with their agile leaps and somersaults. Menelaus was celebrating 
the betrothal of two of his children, Hermione, Helen’s daughter, 
who was to be the bride of Neoptolemus, son of Achilles, and 
Megapenthes, Menelaus’ son by a slave woman, whom the king 
was giving in marriage to a well-bom Spartan girl. In the midst 
of the joyful tumult, Telemachus and Peisistratus arrived and 
were announced to Menelaus by Eteoneus, one of his warriors, 
who asked whether the horses of the strangers were to be un- 
harnessed, or whether, because of the great crowd of guests, the 
two young men should be sent to the house of another. “Eteon- 
eus !” exclaimed Menelaus. “What foolish talk is this? You know 
how many times I have enjoyed the hospitality of others, and 
that I should never turn a stranger from my door for any reason 
whatsoever. Have their horses unyoked at once, and invite thmi 
in to the feast.” 

Eteoneus quickly left the hall with a number of servants. They 
unharnessed the sweating horses and walked them to the stable, 
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where the manger had already been filled. The chariot was set 
against the white wall near the entrance. The guests were con- 
ducted to the palace, where a bath had been prepared to cleanse 
them of the dust of the journey. Then they were taken to King 
Menelaus, who bade them sit beside him at the board. Telemachus 
was astonished at the splendor of the hall and the abundance and 
richness of the fare set before them. ‘‘Look, Peisistratus,” he 
whispered to his friend. “Look at all that flashing bronze, gold, 
silver, and ivory! What priceless treasure! Zeus’ palace on 
Olympus cannot be more magnificent !” 

Telemachus had lowered his voice, but Menelaus had caught 
the last few words. “No mortal can compete with Zeus,” he said 
smilingly. “His palace and all he possesses is imperishable. But 
it is true that among mortals it might be difficult to find one who 
could vie with me in wealth. For what I have, I have collected by 
wanderings and hardships. It took me eight years to come home. 
I was in Cyprus, Phoenicia, Egypt, Ethiopia, and Libya. Now 
there is a country for you ! The lambs are bom with horns on 
their heads. The sheep bear young three times a year, and neither 
masters nor herdsmen ever lack meat or milk and cheese. But 
while I was collecting treasure in many lands, \ny brother in 
Mycenae was killed by the guile of his faithless wife, so that I 
cannot enjoy these possessions with a light heart. You must have 
heard all these things from your fathers — ^whoever they may be. 
Believe me, I should be satisfied with a third of what I own, if 
only the heroes who fell at Troy were still alive ! And there is 
one, in particular, whom I mourn so bitterly that the thought of 
him makes food lose its savor and troubles my sleep. For no 
Argive had to suffer as greatly as Odysseus. I do not even know 
whether he is living or dead. Perhaps his people are mourning his 
death by now — ^his old father Laertes, Penelope, his faithful wife, 
and his son Telemachus, who was a small child when his father 
left for the war.” 

So spoke Menelaus, and he moved the heart of Telemachus so 
that the tears fell from under his lashes and he hid his eyes in his 
crimson robe. At that the king of Sparta knew that he must be 
the son of Odysseus. 

While he was pondering this, Helen came from her fragrant 
chamber, and her beauty was like that of a goddess. A throng of 
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lovely handmaids surrounded her. One placed a chair for her, 
another spread a fleecy rug beneath it, while a third brought her 
the silver basket she had once received from the queen of Thebes 
in Egypt. It was filled with spun yam, and a spindle with violet 
wool lay on top. The queen seated herself in the chair, put her 
feet on a stool, and began to ask her husband about the strangers 
who had recently arrived. ‘‘Nowhere in the world have I seen any- 
one who looked so exactly like noble Odysseus as does this youth,’^ 
she said softly to Menelaus, and he answered: “That is just how 
it seems to me ! Hands and feet, the expression of the eyes, the way 
the hair grows — ^all resembles him ! Besides, the young man wept 
a short time ago when I spoke of Odysseus.” 

Peisistratus had heard them talking and now said aloud : “You 
have guessed right, King Menelaus. This is Telemachus, the son 
of Odysseus. But he is too modest to tell you himself. Nestor, my 
father,* sent us here together to see if Telemachus cannot find out 
what has become of his father.” 

“Indeed !” exclaimed Menelaus. “Then my guest is really the 
son of my dearest friend, of the man whom I should receive with 
the warmest hospitality if he were here on his way home, in his 
own person !” And as the king went on to speak of Odysseus with 
words of love and longing, all who heard him shed tears — ^Helen, 
Telemachus, Menelaus himself, and even the son of Nestor who 
was reminded of his own brother Antilochus, who had died in 
saving his father before the walls of Troy. 

But after a time they remembered how useless and joyless a 
thing it is to grieve at a feast. They finished their meal, and after 
the servants had poured water for their hands, prepared to go 
to their couches. But Helen, the daughter of Zeus, who was versed 
in magic, cast into the last round of wine a herb which blots out 
the memory of pain and eases all sorrow. Anyone who drank of 
the draught so blended would shed no tear for a whole day, not 
even if his father or mother died, or if his son or brother were 
slain by a foe before his very eyes. So they all grew merry and 
talked far into the night. Crimson blankets were spread for the 
guests on the couches in the portico, but Menelaus and Helen 
slept in the inmost chamber of the palace. 

The next morning the king asked his guests the purpose of 
their journey. When he heard about the suitors and the state of 
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affairs in Ithaca^ he said indignantly : “And those wretches plan 
to take the place of great Odysseus! Even as the lion returns to 
his lair, in which a hind has laid to sleep her young while he was 
away in a fertile valley, so Odysseus will come back and put an 
end to them — ^an end full of terror ! Listen, and I will tell you 
what Proteus, the old man of the sea, told me in Egypt. Under 
my hands he took on one shape after another, but finally I got 
the better of him and forced him to reveal the destinies of the 
Argive heroes who were on their homeward journey. ‘In my 
mind’s eye,’ said the god, ‘I see Odysseus shedding tears of long- 
ing on a lonely island. The nymph Calypso is keeping him there 
against his will, and he has neither a ship nor oarsmen to take him 
home to his native land.’ This is all I can tell you about your 
father. Stay with us eleven or twelve days, and when you go we 
shall give you precious gifts in parting.” 

Telemachus thanked him, but he did not consent to remain. 
Then Menelaus gave him a mixing-bowl of silver, with a rim of 
gold. It was of incomparable beauty, the work of Hephaestus 
himself. And an abundant morning meal of the meat of goats and 
sheep was prepared for the guests. 


THE suitors’ plot 

While Telemachus was away in Pylos and Sparta, the suitors on 
the island of Ithaca, in the palace of Odysseus, continued their 
bouts and amused themselves with throwing the discus and the 
spear. One day, when Antinous and Eurymachus, the strongest 
and handsomest among them, were sitting a little apart from 
the rest, Noemon, son of Phronius, went up to them and said: 
“Do you know when Telemachus is expected back from Pylos? 
The ship on which he is making his journey is mine. I lent it to 
him, but now I need it myself to sail to Elis. I keep mares there 
for breeding, and I want to fetch a colt to tame it and train it.” 

The two suitors were surprised, for they did not even know 
that Telemachus had left. They thought he had retired to his 
property in the country, where he had herds of goats and swine. 
Now they jumped at the conclusion that he had forced Noemon 
to give him his ship. But the man denied this. “I gave it to him 
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of my own free will,” he said. ‘^Who would refuse an act of friend- 
ship to one who is in trouble? That would have been unfeeling 
and harsh. Besides, he was accompanied by noble youths, and 
Mentor went with them as their guide — or was it perhaps a god 
in the guise of Mentor? For now that I come to think of it, I saw 
Mentor himself here only yesterday !” So saying, Noemon left 
the suitors and went back to his father’s house. 

But Antinous and Eurymachus were astonished and vexed at 
thic unexpected news. They rose and joined the others who were 
seated in a circle, resting from their games. Seething with anger, 
Antinous cried to them with flashing eyes : ‘‘This Telemachus has 
gone on his quest. He has undertaken the journey we refused to 
believe in. May Zeus destroy him before he does us any harm ! 
Give me a swift-sailing boat, friends, with twenty oarsmen, and I 
shall lie in wait for him in the strait between Ithaca and Same, 
so that his voyage of exploration may end in death.” All ac- 
claimed his plan and promised to get him everything he re- 
quired. Then the suitors withdrew into the palace. 

But there was one who spied on the council they held there. It 
was Medon, the herald, who hated the shameless suitors, even 
though he performed services for them. He had stood outside, 
but close enough to hear every word they said, and now he hurried 
to Penelope to report their plot to the queen. Her knees shook 
as she listened. For a long time she was speechless with distress. 
Her breath failed her, her eyes filled with tears. “Oh, why did my 
son have to go?” she burst out at last. “Is it not enough that his 
father has perished? Shall the name of our house be blotted from 
the earth?” And when Medon could give her no explanation, she 
sank weeping on the threshold of her chamber, and her handmaids 
lamented with her. “Why did he go without telling me?” cried 
Penelope. “I would have advised him against this journey! Call 
Dolius, my old servant, and tell him to go to Laertes and give him 
this sad news. Perhaps that old and experienced man will think 
of something we can do.” 

Then Euryclea, the old serving-woman, opened her lips and 
said : “I shall not hide it from you any longer, my queen, even if 
you kill me for keeping silence up to now. I knew of his going. I 
myself gave him everything he needed for his voyage. He made 
me swear not to tell before the twelfth day, unless you yourself 
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noticed his absence. But now I advise you to bathe and adorn 
yourself, and to pray for protection for your son at the altar of 
Athene, daughter of Zeus.” 

Penelope did as the old woman had counselled. When she had 
pleaded for the safety of Telemachus in solemn prayers, she lay 
down to sleep. And in a dream Athene sent her Iphthime, her 
sister, the wife of the hero Eumelus. Iphthime comforted her 
and promised that her son would return. ^‘Be of good courage,” 
she said. ‘‘Your son has a guide whom all other men would envy 
him. Pallas Athene herself goes at his side. She will protect him 
against the suitors. It is she who has sent me to you in your 
dream.” So said the vision and vanished through the bolted door. 
And Penelope woke from her sleep fiUed with courage and glad- 
ness. 

Meantime the suitors had prepared their ship, and Antinous 
boarded it with twenty sturdy oarsmen. A rocky island with many 
[ jutting cliffs lay in the middle of the strait which separated 
: Ithaca and Same. Toward this island the suitors steered and 
waited for Telemachus, hidden from sight in an inlet. 

t 

ODYSSEUS LEAVES CALYPSO AND IS SHIPWRECKED 

Hermes, the messenger of Zeus, stepped from the upper air and 
swooped down upon the sea, skimmed the waves like a sea-gull, 
iand sped to Ogygia, Calypso’s realm, as the gods had com- 
manded. He found the fair-tressed nymph at home. A fire was 
burning on her hearth, and the spicy fragrance of split cedar logs 
drifted over the island. Calypso was singing sweetly in her 
chamber, while she wove an exquisite web with a shuttle of gold. 
Her grotto stood in a grove green with alder, poplar, and cypress, 
and in the trees nested bright-colored birds and also hawks, owls, 
and crows. Vines clung to the vaulted rock, and clusters of ripen- 
ing grapes glistened on the thick-leafed stalks. Four springs rose 
close to one another and ran a twisting course through meadows 
strewn with violets, parsley, and pungent herbs. 

Hermes stood for a moment and marvelled at the beauty of the 
island. Then he entered the grotto. Calypso recognized him at 
once, for though they may live far apart, the gods know each 
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other the moment they meet. Odysseus, however, was not there. 
He was sitting on the shore, as usual, gazing out over the vast 
ocean with tears in his yearning eyes. 

When Calypso heard Hermes’ message, she was silent for a 
time and then said mournfully: ‘‘O cruel and jealous gods! Do 
you not suffer an immortal to love a mortal and choose him for 
her husband? Do you begrudge me the companionship of a man 
whom I saved from death when he was flung ashore here, clinging 
to a plank? His ship had been struck by lightning, and all his 
friends had sunk to the bottom of the sea. I received the poor cast- 
away with great kindness. I fed him and tended him and held out 
to him the boon of immortality and eternal youth. But since it is 
impossible to disobey the command of Zeus, let him go out to sea 
again. But do not expect me to send him away myself, for I have 
neither ships nor oarsmen. I can give him nothing but good advice 
on how to reach his native land unharmed.” 

Hermes was well-pleased with her answer and hastened back to 
Olympus. But Calypso went to the shore, came close to Odysseus, 
and said: ‘Wou need no longer sorrow here, your eyes clouded 
with tears. I shall let you go. Come, hew timbers for a raft. Fasten 
cross-planks upon it and build a raised deck. I myself shall pro- 
vide you with water, wine, and food. I shall give you clothing and 
launch a favorable wind from the land. And may the gods send 
you safely home !” 

Odysseus looked at the goddess suspiciously and said : “I fear 
you have something quite different in mind ! Never shall I board 
a mere fragile raft until you swear to me with the oath of the gods 
that you are not plotting to do me harm.” 

But Calypso smiled, gently passed her hand over his hair, and 
replied : “Do not torture yourself with idle fears. The earth, the 
sky, and the Styx shall be witness to my oath that I do not wish 
you ill. I am only advising you to do what I myself should do 
were I in your position.” With these words she turned to go, 
and Odysseus followed her. In the grotto she bade him a tender 
farewell. 

The raft was soon built, and on the fifth day Odysseus em- 
barked with the wind in his sails. He himself sat at the rudder and 
steered carefully and well. Sleep did not lower his lids. Stead- 
fastly he gazed at the constellations and charted his course ac- 
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cording to the signs Calypso had explained to him in parting. 
For seventeen days his way was smooth. On the eighteenth he 
sighted the mountains of Scheria. The land lay like a shield in 
the dull sea. 

But now Poseidon, who was just returning from Ethiopia, saw 
him from the hills of the Solymi. He had not attended the last 
assembly of the gods, and now realized that they had used his 
absence to free Odysseus from Calypso’s snares. ‘‘Well,” he said 
to himself, “he shall have plenty of trouble !” And with that he 
summoned the clouds, churned up the sea with his trident, and 
called to the tempest to wrap land and sea in darkness. The winds 
howled around the raft, and Odysseus trembled and groaned 
aloud that he would rather have died at the hands of the Trojans. 
Wliile he was lamenting, a wave broke over him and swept his 
raft into a whirlpool. The rudder slipped from his grasp. The 
mast, the yards, and the planks drove here and there across the 
angry waters. Odysseus was washed under, and his wet tunic 
dragged him down. At last he came up, spat out the brine he had 
swallowed, and swam toward the floating timbers. He reached 
the biggest of them and swung himself on it. And as he was cast 
hither and thither like a thistle in the autumn wind, Leucothea, a 
sea-goddess, saw him, and her heart filled with pity. Like a sea- 
fowl she rose up from the deep, perched on the raft, and said : 
“Listen to what I advise you, Odysseus. Take off your clothes, 
leave the plank to the storm, wind my veil about you, here under 
your breast, and then swim, and scorn the terrors of the sea.” 
Odysseus took the veil, and the goddess vanished. Though he had 
small faith in her words, he obeyed her directions. Like a rider he 
sat astride his plank, drew off the tunic Calypso had given him, 
wound the veil around his body, and slipped into the wild waves. 

Gravely Poseidon shook his head when he saw the bold 
swimmer. “Well then,” he said, “wander through the sea until 
Zeus sends you aid. You shall still have more than enough to 
suffer.” With these words the god left the sea and withdrew to 
his palace. For two days and nights Odysseus was driven through 
the ocean. At last he saw a wooded shore where the surf pounded 
against high cliffs. A wave carried him toward the coast before 
he had time to come to any decision. With both hands he gripped 
a jutting rock, but another wave cast him back into the sea. He 
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began swimming again, and after a long and almost despairing 
effort found a small, shallow bay, where a river emptied into the 
sea. Here he prayed to the god of the river, who heard him and 
calmed the current and made it possible for him to reach the land. 
Breathless and exhausted Odysseus sank down. The water gushed 
from his nose and mouth, and, numb with fatigue, he lost con- 
sciousness. When he woke from his faint, he unwound Leucothea’s 
veil and gratefully flung it back into the waves, that it might re- 
turn to its owner. Then he threw himself down among the reeds 
and kissed the earth. He was naked and cold, and he shivered in 
the grey dawn. Searchingly he looked around and saw a wooded 
hill. This he climbed and bedded himself under two twisted olive 
trees, one wild and one tame, and so thickly leafed that neither 
wind, nor rain, nor the rays of the sun could penetrate the foliage. 
Here he heaped a bed of leaves, lay down, and covered himself 
with more leaves. Quickly he fell asleep and forgot the hardships 
he had suffered, nor did he think of the dangers still in store for 
him. 
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While Odysseus slept, Pallas Athene, his patron, busied herself 
in his behalf. She hastened to the island of Scheria, where the 
Phaeacians had built their city. They were governed by wise 
King Alcinous, and it was to his palace that the goddess turned 
her steps. Here she went to the chamber of Nausicaa, the king’s 
young daughter, who in loveliness and charm was like the im- 
mortals. She was sleeping in a spacious room, and at the doors 
were two handmaids who kept watch over her. Athene approached 
the girl’s couch as quietly as a breath of air. She assumed the 
shape of one of her playmates and said to her in her dream: 
^‘What an idler you are ! Your mother will not be pleased with 
you ! The cupboard is full of unwashed clothing. What would 
you do if you were betrothed tomorrow? You would lack clean 
garments for yourself and for those who escort the bride. So rise 
with the dawn to wash robes and tunics. I myself will help you, 
so that the work goes more quickly. You know you will not be 
single for long. Have not the noblest among your people been 
courting you these many months?” 

The dream came to an end. Swiftly Nausicaa rose from her 
couch and went to her parents. Her mother was already seated 
at the hearth, spinning purple thread with her handmaids, but 
the king met his daughter at the door. He was about to go to a 
council of lords he had called for that morning. But the girl 
stopped him, took him by the hand, and said coaxingly : ‘‘Dear 
father, have them make ready a wagon, so that I can take my 
clothing down to the river to wash it. You too must have clean 
garments for the council, and your five sons, three of whom are 
still unwed, always want to look trim and fine for the feast and 
the dance. And it is I who must attend to all these things.” 

So said the girl, for she was too shy to speak of her own be- 
trothal. Her father, however, guessed what was in her mind, and 
said with a smile : “Go, my child. You shall have a big wagon and 
mules to draw it. Tell the servants to harness them at once.” 
Soon after, the girl and her handmaids loaded the wagon. Her 
mother gave her a goatskin of wine, bread, and other food for the 
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day, and when Nausicaa had swung herself up on the wagon, she 
added a flask of oil so that she and her maidens could anoint their 
bodies after the bath. Nausicaa herself took the reins and the 
goad and guided the mules to the pleasant shore of the river. 
Here she and her companions unyoked them, let them pasture on 
the thick grass, and took the clothes to the washing-place, where 
they put them into trenches dug in the earth for this purpose, 
which filled with water from the river. Her handmaids washed the 
clothes and stamped on them to remove the stains. Then they 
rinsed them and spread them on the bank where the clean pebbles 
formed a shelf of stone. When all was done, the girls bathed, 
rubbed their bodies with fragrant oil, merrily ate the food they 
had brought with them, and waited for the sun to dry their 
washing. 

They decided to while away the time with playing ball in the 
meadow. They laid aside their headgear, which was a hindrance 
to swift motion, and Nausicaa, who was taller and fairer than all 
the others, sang as they played. Finally Nausicaa threw the ball 
to one of her playmates, but Athene changed its direction so that 
it fell into the river, where the current was swift and strong. At 
this the girls gave little shrieks of distress, and Odysseus, who 
was lying nearby under the olive trees, awoke. He half rose and 
listened. “Where am I?” he asked himself. “Have I come to 
savage shores peopled with robbers and murderers? But those 
are surely the voices of girls, or perhaps nymphs of springs or 
hills. It may be that I am among friendly people, after all.’^ 

As he was pondering these things in his mind, he reached out 
with his sinewy right arm and broke a thick-leafed bough from 
the twisted tree to cover his nakedness. When he emerged from 
the thicket, holding it in front of him, he seemed like a shaggy 
lion among all those delicate girls. His hair was stiU matted 
with salt foam and seaweed. Taking him for a monster, the girls 
fled in all directions. Only the daughter of Alcinous remained. 
Athene had breathed courage into her heart, and bravely she 
faced the stranger. Odysseus did not know whether to clasp her 
knees or keep at a distance and ask her to give him clothing and 
point him the way to the houses of men. He decided that this latter 
course might be better, and so he called to her: “I do not know 
whether you are a goddess or a mortal, but whoever you may be. 
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I implore your protection. If you are a goddess, you must be 
Artemis, for you are lithe and beautiful as she. But if you are a 
mortal, then your parents and brothers are blessed indeed. Their 
hearts must dance with delight to have so lovely a daughter and 
sister. And how happy will he be who takes you home as his wife ! 
But look graciously on me, for I have suffered almost unendur- 
able hardships. Twenty-one days ago I left the island of Ogygia. 
A storm tossed me about on the ocean and finally cast me ashore 
here, where I know no one, and no one knows me. Have pity on 
me. Give me clothing; show me the city you live in, and may the 
gods give you what your heart desires — ^a husband, a home, and 
quiet happiness.” 

Nausicaa answered him; “Stranger, you do not look like a 
base or foolish man. You have turned to me and my country, and 
you shall lack neither clothing nor whatever else a suppliant has 
the right to expect. I shall take you to our city and tell you the 
name of our people. These shores and these fields are inhabited 
by the Phaeacians, and I am the daughter of Alcinous, their 
king.” So she spoke and called to her maidens, assuring them that 
there was no cause to fear the stranger. But they hesitated, and 
each urged the other to go first. Finally they obeyed their mis- 
tress, and while Odysseus washed the salt water from his limbs 
in a hidden cove, they laid out for him a tunic and a mantle. After 
he had bathed and anointed himself, he put them on. And Athene 
made him more stately and handsome. She smoothed his hair, and 
it curled like the petals of hyacinths, and she shed radiance over 
his features. Tall and beautiful he left the shelter of the hushes 
and seated himself at some distance from the girls. 

Nausicaa looked at him with wonder and said to her com- 
panions : “Surely, all the gods cannot be against this man. One 
at least must be for him, and has brought him to our coast. How 
insignificant he seemed when first we caught sight of him, but now 
he looks like an immortal. If only he were one of our people and 
Fate had chosen him to be my husband ! But now quickly, girls, 
let us give him food and drink.” And Odysseus satisfied the 
hunger and thirst he had suffered for so long. 

Then the wagon was loaded with the clean garments, the mules 
were yoked once more, and Nausicaa again took the reins. But 
she asked the stranger to follow on foot in the company of her 



handmaids. “Do this,” she said to him with all kindness, “while 
we go through the fields and meadows. Soon you will see the city. 
It is circled by a high wall on all sides except where it faces the 
sea, and there it is protected by a wide harbor with a narrow 
entrance to it. You will find the market place and a splendid 
temple to Poseidon, beside which ropes, sailcloth, oars, and other 
wares for seamen are made and sold. For our people have not 
much use for bows and arrows ; they are a nation of sailors. Now 
when we approach the town, I should like to avoid cause for idle 
talk. A peasant might meet us and say : ‘Who is that tall, hand- 
some man following Nausicaa? Where did she pick him up? Most 
likely she intends to marry a stranger.’ And that would mean dis- 
grace for me. I myself would not like it if a friend of mine were 
seen with a stranger before the day of her marriage. And so 
when you come to the grove of poplars which is sacred to Athene, 
and to the spring which rises there and winds through the 
meadow, wait for a little while, just until you think we have 
reached the city. The grove is no farther away than a herald’s 
call can travel. Then go on. You will easily recognize my father’s 
palace. Gro there, and clasp my mother’s knees. If she feels kindly 
disposed toward you, you may be certain that you will see the 
land of your fathers again.” 
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So said Nausicaa and drove her wagon slowly, so that her com- 
panions and Odysseus could follow. At Athene’s grove the hero 
fell behind and said a fervent prayer to his protectress. The 
goddess heard him, but she feared the anger of her father’s 
brother, Poseidon, and so she did not appear. 


ODYSSEUS AND THE PHAEACIANS 

When Odysseus left the sacred grove, the girl had already arrived 
in her father’s palace. Athene protected him all the way to the 
city. For fear that a bold Phaeacian might offend the unarmed 
stranger, she veiled him in mist, though he himself did not notice 
this. When he drew near the gates she could not refrain from 
confronting him, so she assumed the shape of a young girl carry- 
ing a pitcher to draw water. ‘^My child,” said Odysseus to her, 
‘Vould you show me the way to the palace of King Alcinous? I 
am a stranger from a faraway land, and no one knows me here.” 

‘‘Gladly,” said the goddess in the guise of the girl. “My own 
father lives close by. But walk quietly at my side. The people here 
are not very fond of strangers. Their adventurous seafaring life 
has made them bold and defiant.” With these words Athene led 
the way and Odysseus followed, and no one at all could see the 
two. He could admire the harbor, the ships, and the high walls 
undisturbed. Then Athene spoke : “This is the house of Alcinous. 
Enter without fear. He who is brave, succeeds ! But let me give 
you one piece of advice. Go to the queen before all ! Her name is 
Arete, and she is her own husband’s niece. For our former king, 
Nausithous, son of Poseidon, and Periboea, daughter of Eury- 
medon, king of the Giants, had two sons, Alcinous, our king, and 
Rhexenor. Rhexenor did not live long and left one daughter. 
Arete, our queen. Alcinous honors her as much as a man can honor 
a wife, and all the people hold her in reverence too, for she is 
wise and understanding and can even judge in the quarrels of 
men. If you can win her favor, all will be well with you.” 

So said Athene and hastened away. Odysseus stood motionless, 
entranced by the beautiful palace before him. It was high, and 
dazzling as sunlight. On either side of the gate the walls were of 
solid bronze with a cornice of bluish metaL A golden door closed 
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off the inner house. Its silver posts rose from a threshold of 
bronze. The lintels were also of silver, and the handle of gold. 
Dogs of silver and gold, the work of Hephaestus, stood right and 
left, like palace guards. When Odysseus entered the haU, he saw 
chairs covered with rich and delicate tapestries. On these the lords 
of that country sat at the board. The Phaeacians loved much 
feasting and drinking. On high bases stood the golden statues of 
youths. Their hands were extended and held burning torches to 
light the banquet. Fifty women servants were in the palace. Some 
ground grain in a handmill ; others wove, and still others sat and 
turned the spindle. The women in that country were as good at 
weaving as the men at sailing. Outside the court was an orchard 
four acres in size, circled by a fence and planted with trees bear- 
ing juicy pears, figs, pomegranates, apples, and olives. There 
was fruit both winter and summer, for the warm west wind al- 
ways blew over the land. Often, in the same season, some trees 
were just bursting into bloom while others were already covered 
with fruit. Near the orchard was a vineyard with clusters of 
grapes swelling in the sun. Others were being harvested, and some 
were still quite green and hard, or just taking on color. At the 
other end of the garden flowers bloomed and shed their sweet 
odors, and a spring gushed from the ground and wound through 
the shrubs and blooms in a crystal stream. Another spring rose 
at the very threshold of the palace court, and here the people 
came to fetch water. 

When Odysseus had gazed his fill at all these splendors, he 
entered the palace and went to the king’s great hall. Here the 
nobles of the land had gathered at a banquet, but because the 
day was drawing to a close, they were beginning to feel drowsy 
and were about to end the feast by pouring a libation to Hermes. 
Shrouded in mist Odysseus traversed the rows of banqueters, but 
when he reached the king and queen, Athene lifted her hand and 
the cloud melted from about him. He threw himself down before 
Queen Arete, clasped her knees, and said : “O Arete, daughter of 
Rhexenor, as a suppliant I lie before you and your husband. 
May the gods give you life and happiness as surely as you will 
give me help to return to my native land ! For it is a long time 
that I have been wandering in exile, far from my own people.” 

So said the hero and sat down in the ashes of the hearth, close 
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to the glowing fire. The Phaeacians looked at him in wondering 
silence. But finally gray-haired Echeneus, oldest among the 
guests and versed in the ways of the world, turned to the king 
and spoke. ‘‘Truly, Alcinous,” he said, “it is not fitting anywhere 
on earth that a stranger should sit in the ashes. I am certain that 
all agree with me and are only awaiting your command. So raise 
the stranger from the dust and seat him in a comfortable chair, 
like ourselves. The heralds shall blend wine for a libation to Zeus, 
the guardian of hospitality, and the servants offer our new guest 
food and drink.” 

The king was well-pleased with these words. He took the 
stranger by the hand and led him to a chair at his own side, which 
Laodamas, his favorite son, had to vacate. All was done as 
Echeneus had advised, and Odysseus feasted with the rest as an 
honored guest. When a libation to Zeus had been poured, the 
assemblage broke up, and the king invited them back for the next 
day. He did not ask the stranger his name or his line, but 
promised him hospitality in the palace and a safe return home. 
But as he looked at the hero, on whom Athene had shed a glow of 
unearthly radiance, he added: “Should you, however, be one 
of the immortals, who sometimes visit the feasts of men in human 
form, you will not need our help, and it is we who must ask your 
protection !” 

“Do not believe that for an instant, 0 king,” said Odysseus. 
“Neither in stature nor in shape do I resemble the gods of 
Olympus. I am a mortal like yourself, but an unhappy mortal ! 
Show me the man you think the most luckless on earth, and I 
shall prove to you that my misfortune exceeds his. When I en- 
tered the palace, I thought of nothing but satisfying my hunger 
at your board, and from this alone you can see that I am a poor 
mortal man.” 

When the guests had left and the king and queen were alone 
in the hall with the stranger, Arete studied his tunic and mantle 
and recognized her own workmanship. ‘^I must ask you a ques- 
tion, stranger,” she said. “Will you tell me who you are, from 
whence you come, and who gave you these garments you are 
wearing.?” Odysseus replied with a truthful account of his stay 
with Calypso on Ogygia, his disastrous journey, and his en- 
counter with Nausicaa, who had dealt so generously with him. 
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When he ended, Alcinous smiled. “My daughter did quite 
right,” he said. “But she was remiss in one point; she should 
have brought you to us herself.” 

“Do not reprove her for that, O king,” said Odysseus. “She 
was eager to do as you say, but I myself refused, partly out of 
shyness, and partly because I thought that you might be vexed. 
For mortals are full of mistrust.” 

“Never should I be vexed without reason,” said the king. “But 
order is good in all things. Now, if it were the will of the gods 
that a man like yourself should ask my daughter to wife, how 
gladly would I give you a house and possessions ! I shall, how- 
ever, not keep you here by force. Tomorrow you shall have help 
to go wherever you wish. I shall give you a ship and oarsmen 
who will take you to your country, even if it is as far away as the 
most distant island we traffic with.” 

>- 

Odysseus received this promise with deep gratitude, bade his ; 
royal hosts goodnight, and rested from his hardships on a soft I 
couch. 

Early the following morning King Alcinous summoned his ^ 
people to an assembly in the market place of his city. He took his i 
guest there with him and sat side by side with him on polished ^ 
stones. In the meantime, Athene, in the shape of a herald, went | 
through the streets, calling the citizens to the council. They ^ 
streamed from all directions, and the market place soon filled ^ 
with an eager throng. Admiringly they looked at the son of 
Laertes, whom Pallas Athene had lent more than human majesty 
and stature. In a solemn speech, the king commended the stranger 
to his people and asked them to put at his disposal a good ship 
with fifty-two Phaeacian oarsmen. He also invited the lords to a 
banquet in honor of his guest and gave orders that Demodocus, 
to whom Apollo had given the power of song, should attend to 
gladden the hearts of his guests with his verses. 

When the assembly was dissolved, the oarsmen made ready the 
black ship, as the king had commanded. They brought the mast, 
attached the shining sails and spread them wide, and rested the 
oars in leather loops. Then they went to the palace. The halls 
and the courts were already swarming with guests, for young 
and old had come. Twelve sheep, eight boars, and two oxen had 
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been slaughtered for the feast, and the smell of roasting meat 
hung in the air. The singer too had arrived, led by the herald, 
for to Demodocus the Muses had given both good and ill. They 
had taken from him the light of his eyes, but had lit his heart 
with song. The herald guided him to a chair at the pillar in the 
middle of the hall. He put his lyre where the blind man could 
easily reach it, and set before him a table with food and a brim- 
ming cup. When the feasting was over, the singer began his tale. 
He sang of the heroes of Troy whose fame had already spread 
over the world, and above all of the courage of two heroes whose 
names were on aU lips, Achilles and Odysseus. 

When the son of Laertes heard his own name celebrated in 
song, he hid his face in his mantle that no one might see the tears 
which rose to his eyes. Whenever Demodocus paused, he lifted his 
head and reached for the cup. But when the singer went on with 
his story, he again veiled his face. No one noticed this except the 
king who sat beside him and heard him heave a deep sigh. Since 
he did not wish to sadden his guest, he bade the singer put an 
end to his recital and announced that there were also to be con- 
tests in honor of the stranger. “Our guest,” he said, “shall tell 
his people at home that the Phaeacians excel in wrestling and 
boxing, as well as in jumping and racing.” At that, everyone left 
the board and hastened to the market place. There was a throng 
of noble youths, among them three sons of Alcinous, Laodamas, 
Halius, and Clytoneus. These three opened the games with a 
foot race on the sand-strewn course which stretched as far as 
eye could reach. At a given sign they stormed forward, and the 
dust swirled under their flying feet. Clytoneus soon outstripped 
his brothers and was first to reach the goal. Next came the 
wrestling match, and here young Euryalus was victorious. In the 
jump, Amphialus outdid his rivals; in hurling the discus, Ela- 
treus won, and in boxing, Laodamas, the king’s favorite son. 

And now Laodamas rose and said to the young men : “Should 
we not ask if the stranger is versed in one or another of our 
sports.? His body, his thighs, and his feet promise well. His arms 
are sinewy, his neck is strong, and he is of powerful build. It is 
true that hardship and grief have left their mark on him, but he 
still seems full of the strength of youth.” 

“You are right,” said Euryalus. “Ask him yourself, O prince. 
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and invite him to join in the games.” This Laodamas did with 
courtesy and warmth. 

But Odysseus replied: *‘Are you doing this to mock me? Sor- 
row gnaws at my soul, and I have no heart for games. I have 
worked and suffered enough, and now I want nothing but to re- 
turn to my native land.” 

Euryalus was ill-pleased with this answer. ‘^Stranger,” he 
said, ‘‘you do not act like a man who is skilled in our games. You 
are, most likely, a captain or a merchant, but certainly no 
athlete!” 

Odysseus frowned at him and said: “These are rude words, 
my friend, and you are a forward boy. But the gods do not give 
beauty and grace, and wisdom and eloquence besides, all to one 
man! Many a person is insignificant to look at, but his words 
cast a spell, so that all who hear him are enchanted. Such a man 
stands out in assembly and is honored like an immortal. On the 
other hand, there are those who look like gods, but their words 
lack charm and spirit. Still, I know something about contests, 
and when I was young and strong, I did not hesitate to measure 
my strength with the boldest. Now, to be sure, battles and suffer- 
ings have weakened me. But you have challenged me, and so 1 
shall try.” 

So said Odysseus and rose from his seat without laying aside 
his mantle. He chose a discus, larger, thicker, and heavier than 
any the Phaeacian youths had thrown, and hurled it with such 
vigor that the stone hummed through the air. The men near him 
drew back as he cast, and the discus flew far beyond the target. 
Quickly Athene, in the guise of a Phaeacian youth, made a mark 
where it had fallen and cried : “A blind man could find this mark, 
for it is far beyond all the rest. In this contest you will surely 
be the victor !” 

Odysseus felt glad to think that he had such a true friend 
among the people and said with a lighter heart : “Well, young 
men, cast as far as that, if you can ! And you, over there, who 
insulted me, come here, and I shall take part in whatever contest 
you like. I shall compete with each and every one, but not with 
Laodamas — for who wants to fight his host? My special accom- 
plishment is shooting with the bow, and no matter how many 
competed with me, I should be the first to hit the target. I know 
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of only one who can do better than I — ^Philoctetes. He often beat 
me at Troy when we practiced shooting. And I am just as expert 
at throwing the javelin. I can cast it as far as another shoots an 
arrow. But in the foot race, some of you will probably excel me. 
The sea has sapped too much of my strength, especially those 
many days I sat on my raft without food.” 

When the young men heard this, they fell silent. But now the 
king spoke. “You have shown us your strength, stranger,” he 
said. “And from this moment on, no one shall question your 
power. But when you sit at home with your wife and children, 
remember that we too are sturdy and skilled. We are not great 
boxers and wrestlers, but we are splendid runners and excellent 
sailors. As for feasting, plucking the strings, and dancing — vre 
are past masters at that ! With us you will find the most beautiful 
garments, the most refreshing bath, and the softest couch. Come 
then, dancers and singers ! Show this stranger what you can do, 
so that he may praise you when he reaches his country. And do 
not forget to bring the lyre of Demodocus !” 

Nine chosen men levelled the ground for the dance and staked 
off the space for the performance. The lyre player advanced 
toward the center, and the dance began. Boys in the first bloom 
of youth moved in perfect rhythm, leaping on light feet. Odysseus 
was filled with wonder. Never had he seen so charming a dance. 
And the singer, meanwhile, chanted merry episodes from the 
lives of the gods. When the dance was over, the king bade his son 
Laodamas dance with lithe Halius, for these two were the best, 
and no one dared vie with them. They took a purple ball. One 
leaned backward and threw it high up, and the other leaped and 
caught it in the air before his feet touched the ground again. 
Then they swung around each other with effortless grace, always 
casting the ball, and the other young men, who formed a ring 
about them, clapped their hands in time. Odysseus was full of 
admiration. He turned to the king and said : “Alcinous, you may, 
indeed, boast that you have the most agile dancers in the world. 
There is no one who can surpass your people in this art.” 

Alcinous was well-pleased with his guest’s praise. “Did you 
hear?” he called to the Phaeacians. “Did you hear what this 
stranger has to say about you? He is a man of good judgment 
and certainly merits a substantial gift. Each of the twelve princes 
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of our land — and I myself as the thirteenth — shall bring a 
mantle, a tunic, and a talent of gold. Then let us put all these 
things together and present them as one parting gift, which will 
surely gladden his heart. And in addition to this, Euryalus shall 
address friendly words to him, so that he may not bear us the 
slightest grudge.” All the Phaeacians loudly acclaimed his words. 



A herald was sent to collect the gifts. And Euryalus took his 
sword with the silver hilt and sheath of ivory and offered it to 
the guest, saying: “If I have said anything to offend you, let the 
winds blow it away. And may the gods grant you a safe journey 
home. We all wish you welfare and happiness !” 

“May you never repent of this gift !” said Odysseus as he slung 
the beautiful sword over his shoulder. It was sunset by the time 
the presents were all gathered in and laid down before the queen. 
Alcinous asked her for a well-wrought chest, and into this the 
garments and the gold were laid. Then it was carried into the 
palace for Odysseus, and the king, who had gone there with all 
his retinue, added still more sumptuous robes and an exquisite 
cup of gold. While a bath was being prepared for the guest, the 
queen showed him the contents of the chest and then said : “See 
how the lid is fastened, and then close the chest yourself, so that 
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no one can rob you while you sleep.’’ Odysseus closed the lid care- 
fully and secured the chest with intricate knots. Then he re- 
freshed himself in the bath and was just about to join the men^ 
who were already seated at the board, when, at the entrance to 
the hall, he found Nausicaa standing beside the doorpost. He had 
not seen her since his arrival in the city, for she had kept to the 
women’s chambers, apart from the banquets of the men. Now, 
before his departure, she wanted to see the distinguished guest of 
her house once more. She cast a glance of wondering admiration 
at his tall form and handsome face, detained him gently, and 
said: ‘‘All happiness to you, noble stranger! And think of me 
sometimes when you reach the land of your fathers, for I had the 
m privilege of saving your life.” 

E Odysseus was deeply moved. “Nausicaa,” he said, “if Zeus 
h grants me a safe return, I shall address you with prayers every 
ji day, as if you were a goddess.” With this he entered the hall and 
2 took his place at the king’s side. The servants were just cutting 
S the meat and pouring wine into the cups from the mixing-bowl. 
E Blind Demodocus was led in and seated himself by the central 
5 pillar of the hall, as before. Then Odysseus summoned the herald, 
cut the best piece from the back of a roasted boar lying in front 
of him, put it on a platter, and said: “Herald, give this to the 
singer. Although this is not my home, I should like to do him a 
courtesy, for singers are honored all over the world. The Muse 
herself has taught them the art of song and watches over them 
with favor.” Gratefully the blind singer received the gift. 

When the meal was over, Odysseus again turned to Demodo- 
cus. “I prize you beyond other mortals,”, he said to him. “How 
well you have sung of the fate of the Argive heroes — as if you 
yourself had been with them and seen and heard everything! 
Now chant us the tale of the wooden horse and the part Odysseus 
had in that adventure.” Joyfully the singer obeyed, and all 
listened to his song. When Odysseus heard his own praises, he 
again wept and hid his tears, but Alcinous noticed it. He bade 
the singer be silent and said to the Phaeacians: “Better let the 
lyre rest now, for not everyone is rejoicing in this tale Demodocus 
has sung. Our guest is saddened by it, and our company does not 
cheer his heart. But a man should love his guest like his brother ! 
Tell us at last, stranger, who your parents are, and what country 
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you are from. Everyone, whether he be a noble or a common 
man, has a name ! And if my Phaeacians are to take you home, we 
must know the name of your country and of your city. That is all 
they require. They do not need a pilot. If you only tell them the 
name of the place, they will find their way through fog and 
darkness.” 

At this friendly request, the Argive hero replied: “Do not 
think, O king, that your singer has not pleased me. It is delight 
to listen when such a man lifts his godlike voice, and I know of 
nothing pleasanter than when guests at a feast hang on the words 
of the singer while they sit at the board heaped with bread and 
meat and the cupbearer pours wine from the full bowl. But now, 
my dear hosts, you wish to hear about me, and I fear my own tale 
is bound to sadden me still more. Where shall I begin? Where 
shall I end? But first of all I shall tell you my name and my 
country.” 


ODYSSEUS TELLS THE TALE OF 
HIS WANDERINGS TO THE PHAEACIANS 

The Ciconet. The Lotos-Eatere. The Cyclopes, Polyphemus 

I am Odysseus, the son of Laertes. I am known among men, and 
the fame of my wisdom has spread over the earth. My country is 
the sunny island of Ithaca, in the midst of which rises the wooded 
mountain Neriton. Scattered in the sea around Ithaca are 
many smaller inhabited islands. Same, Dulichium, Zacynthus. 
My country is rugged, and it rears vigorous men — ^but everyone 
thinks his own native land best and sweetest! And now listen to 
the tale of my unfortunate journey home from Troy. The wind 
carried me from Ilium to Ismarus, the city of the Cicones, which I 
sacked with my friends. We killed the men and divided the women 
and other spoils among us. My advice was that we leave as quickly 
as possible, but my companions were less cautious and insisted 
on lingering at their revels. In the meantime those Cicones who 
had fled at our coming had won allies among their comrades 
farther inland, and now they fell on us as we sat at the banquet. 
There were too few of us to resist them. They defeated us. Six 
men from each of our ships lost their lives in the city. The rest of 
\I8 escaped death only by frantic flight. 
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We steered toward the west, but our hearts were sad for the 
friends we had lost. And then Zeus sent a tempest from the north. 
Barth and sea were wrapped in clouds and darkness. We lowered 
our masts, but before we could draw in the sails the yards cracked 
and the sailcloth hung in tatters. We managed to reach the coast 
and lay at anchor two days and two nights, until we had repaired 
the yards and spread new sails. Then we set out again, full of glad 
hope of reaching our native land. But when we rounded the 
promontory of Malea, at the southern tip of the Peloponnesus, 
the wind suddenly veered and drove us out to sea. For nine days 
we were beaten and battered by the blast. On the tenth we reached 
the coast of the Lotos-Eaters who feed on nothing but the fruit 
of the lotus. We went ashore for a supply of fresh water and sent 
two of our number to explore the lay of the land. A herald ac- 
companied them. They happened on the assembly of the Lotos- 
Eaters and were courteously received by this gentle people who 
did not dream of doing us harm. But the fruit of the lotus which 
they gave our envoys has a strange effect on men. It is sweeter 
than honey, and whoever tastes of it wants to remain in that 
country forever and refuses to return home. We had to fetch 
our comrades back to the ship by force while they wept and 
struggled. 

In the course of our further journey we came to the cruel and 
savage people of the Cyclopes. These do not work the land, but 
leave everything to the gods. And, actually, everything grows 
there without ploughing or sowing, wheat, barley, and vines bear- 
ing huge clusters of heavy grapes. Zeus sends gentle rains and 
blesses the soil. The Cyclopes have no laws and hold no assembly. 
They live in vaulted caves on the tops of rocky mountains. Each 
leads his life with his wife and children, just as he pleases, and 
no one pays any attention to his neighbor, A short distance from 
the land of the Cyclopes a wooded island lies in the bay. It serves 
as a pasture for wild goats which breed there, untroubled by the 
huntsman. No human being lives on it, and the Cyclopes, who 
know nothing of the art of shipbuilding, cannot cross to it. Men 
could make a fruitful place of this island, for the ground is very 
fertile. Lush green meadows run along the coast, and farther 
inland the soil is crumbly and good. The low hills would make 
excellent vineyards. And there is a harbor so sheltered from winds 



eu ODYSSEUS 

that one would need neither anchors nor ropes to secure his ships. 
Right where you land pure water gushes from a stony gorge, and 
tall poplars circle the spring. To this place a friendly god 
guided our ships in the darkness of night. When day dawned, we 
went ashore and shot so many goats that there were nine for each 
of my twelve ships, and I kept ten for myself. The livelong day 
we sat on that pleaisant shore and refreshed ourselves with goat- 
meat and the strong red wine which we had taken from the city 
of the Cicones and brought with us in jars. 

But the next morning I grew curious about the opposite shore. 
I did not know an3rthing about the Cyclopes then. Many of my 
companions boarded the ship with me and we rowed across. When 
we landed we saw a high cave overgrown with laurel, and around 
it many sheep and goats. Great stones had been rammed into the 
earth to wall in a court, and tall firs and oaks formed an im- 
penetrable fence around it. Later we discovered that within this 
enclosure lived a man of gigantic stature. He pastured his herds 
on distant meadows and had nothing to do with his kind. He was 
a Cyclops, lonely and lawless. When we had surveyed the shore, 
I chose twelve of my boldest companions and told the rest to stay 
aboard, row the ship out of sight, and wait at anchor. I took with 
me a skin of the best wine. A priest of Apollo had given it to me 
in Ismarus because I spared him and his family. I thought that 
this wine and the abundant provisions we had taken with us in 
a basket would win over whoever might be living in this place. 

When we reached the cave we found no one there, for the 
Cyclops had taken his sheep to pasture. We entered, notwith- 
standing, and marvelled at what we saw. All along the walls were 
enormous cheeses. In the pens were lambs and kids, and each kind 
of creature was in its own stall. The floor was covered with bas- 
kets, milking-pails, jugs of whey, and casks. My comrades urged 
me to take as many of the cheeses as we could carry, drive the 
lambs and goats to our ship, and return to our friends on the 
island. Oh, if only I had followed their advice ! But at the time 
I was eager to find out who inhabited the cave, and I wanted to 
receive a gift from my host, rather than leave with stolen goods. 
So we lit a fire and made an offering. Then we ate a little of the 
cheese and waited for the master of the house to return. 

At last he came. On his massive shoulders was an enormous 



load of dry wood which he had collected to cook his evening meal. 
He threw it on the ground, and the crash was so great that we 
started up and then hid in the farthest comers of the cave. We 
watched him drive in those of his herd he wanted. The rams and 
the he-goats had to stay in the outside enclosure. And now he 
closed off the entrance with a tremendous rock. Twenty-two four- 
wheeled wagons could not have budged it from its place. After 
that, he sat down at his ease, milked the ewes and the she-goats, 
let the little lambs and kids suck at the udder, curdled half the 
milk, and placed it in wicker baskets. The other half he poured 
into large vessels, for this was his daily draught. When he had 
finished his work he poked the fire, and now he spied us in our 
distant corners. This was the first time we had got a good look 
at him too. Like all the Cyclopes he had a single flashing eye in 
the middle of his forehead. His legs were like the trunks of thou- 
sand-year-old oaks, and his arms and hands were big and power- 
ful enough to play ball with blocks of granite. ‘‘Who are you?” 
he thundered at us in his great rough voice. “Where have you 
come from? Are you pirates, or what trade do you ply?” 

Our very hearts trembled at his roaring, but I managed to 
collect myself and replied : “We are no pirates ! We are Achaeans 
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on the way home from the war of Troy, and we have lost our way 
on the sea. We cmne to you to beg your protection and help. 
Fear the gods and hear us ! For Zeus is the patron of suppliants 
and avenges any wrong done to them !” 

But the Cyclops only burst into hideous laughter. “You are 
a fool, stranger!’* he said. “You do not know the men you are 
dealing with ! Do you think we are concerned with gods and their 
vengeance? What do the Cyclopes care about the Thunderer 
and all the rest of the immortals put together? We are mightier 
than they ! Unless my own heart prompts me to mercy, I shall 
spare neither you nor your friends. But first of all, tell me where 
you have hiddai your ship. Where have you cast anchor? Is it 
nearby?” 

This was a shrewd question, but I was ready with a shrewder 
reply. “My ship,” I told him, “was smashed on the cliffs of this 
island by Poseidon the Earth-Shaker. These twelve men and my- 
self are the only ones who escaped destruction.” 

The monster said nothing in reply. All he did was to put out 
his huge hands, grab two of my companions, and dash them to 
the ground so that blood and brains spurted through their shat- 
tered skulls. Then he chopped them up for his evening meal and 
satisfied his hunger like a lion devouring his prey in the moun- 
tains. And he ate not only their flesh, but their entrails as well, 
and he crunched their bones to the marrow. All we could do was 
lift our hands to Zeus and lament this awful crime. 

After the giant had filled his belly and quenched his thirst with 
milk, he threw himself on the floor of the cave to sleep. And now 
I prepared to have at him, to thrust my sword into his side, be- 
tween his midriff and liver. But I quickly gave up the idea. For 
how could this have helped us ? Who could roll the enormous stone 
from the mouth of the cave? We should all have died a miserable 
death. So we let him snore on and waited for the dawn in fear 
and trembling. When morning came the Cyclops rose, fanned the 
fire, and did his milking. Then he reached for two more of my 
companions and ate them for his breakfast, while we watched in 
speechless terror. After that he drove his well-fed herd out of 
the cave. He himself went last and put the stone back in its place, 
as one puts the lid on a quiver. Finally he whistled shrilly to his 
beasts and strode off with echoing tread. We remained behind. 



ODYSSEUS 6i7 

and each thought of how he might be next to die. But I kept tum- 
ing plan after plan over in my mind. At last I hit on a scheme 
which I thought might work. Beside a sheeppen lay the Cyclops* 
mighty club. It was of green olive wood, and he was waiting for 
it to season before carrying it with him. In length and thickness 
it was like the mast of a ship. From this club I split off a staff 
about six feet long. My comrades smoothed it for me and then I 
sharpened it to a point and hardened it in the fire. This staff I 
carefully hid in a pile of manure at the side of the cave. Then we 
cast lots as to who was to help me pierce the monster’s eye while 
he lay asleep. The lot fell on the four bravest, those whom I my- 
self would have chosen. 

At nightfall the loathsome shepherd returned with his flock. 
This time he did not leave any of the animals in the court but 
drove them all into the cave. Perhaps he was vaguely suspicious ; 
perhaps a god had decided to help us. After that, everything took 
its course just as on the evening before: he put the stone back 
in its place and ate two of our number. While he was busy with 
this, I had filled a wooden jug with the dark wine from our wine- 
skin. Then I approached the Cyclops and said : ‘‘Here, take it and 
drink. Wine tastes good after human flesh. I want you to know 
what a precious brew we carried with us on our ship. I took it 
with me to offer you in return for hospitality and for helping us 
to get to our country. But you have dealt very differently with 
us. May no mortal ever visit you hereafter !” 

The Cyclops took the jug without deigning to reply and 
emptied it at one gulp. It was easy to see how delighted he was 
with the strength and sweetness of the wine. For the first time he 
spoke in cordial tones. “Stranger,” he said, “give me another 
drink. And tell me your name, so that I may offer you a gift. For 
we Cyclopes also have good wine. And now I shall tell you whom 
you see before you : I am Polyphemus.” 

So said the Cyclops, and I was only too glad to give him more 
of my wine. Three times I filled the jug, and three times he was 
stupid enough to drain it to the last drop. When the draught 
began to do its work and his mind clouded, I said: “You want to 
know my name, Cyclops ? I have a rather odd name. It is No Man. 
All the world calls me No Man. My father and my mother and 
aU my friends use this name.” 
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The Cyclops replied : “Well then, here is the gift I have in 
nhnd for you. No Man is the one I shall eat last of all his com- 
panions. Are you pleased with the gift, No Man?” 

But the last words sounded blurred. His tongue was heavy. 
He leaned back and then sprawled on the floor. His thick neck 
was bent, and in his drunkenness he vomited human flesh and 
wine. And now I quickly held my staff in the glowing ashes until 
it caught fire. When it began to glow I drew it out, and with my 
four comrades I pierced his great eye and turned the staff like 
a carpenter drilling timber for a ship. His lashes and brows were 
scorched, and his eye hissed like hot iron in water. He leaped up 
with a howl so loud that the whole cave shook, and we fled into 
its farthest corners. 

Polyphemus jerked the staff out of his eye and flung it away, 
while the blood streamed from the socket. Then he began to rage 
around like a madman. He shrieked and shouted and called on his 
fellow Cyclopes who lived scattered over the mountains. They 
came running from all sides, surrounded the cave, and asked 
what had happened. “No Man is murdering me !” he cried. “No 
Man has tricked me !” When the Cyclopes heard this, they said : 
“Well, if no man is hurting you, what are you shouting about? 
You must be out of your mind. But that is a sickness we have no 
remedy for.” They went away, and my heart swelled with satis- 
faction. 

And now the blind Cyclops began to stumble through the cave, 
still moaning with pain. He took the stone from the opening, but 
he himself sat down in the entrance and groped about with his 
hands to catch any one of us who tried to go out with the sheep. 
For he thought me dull enough to attempt such a thing. But I 
was again busy with plans and Anally found a way. All around 
us were m*iny large rams with thick, heavy fleece. These I bound ' 
together in threes with the willow withes of the Cyclops’ sleeping 
mat. Every middle ram carried under his belly one of our men, 
while the rams on either side protected this secret burden. I 
myself chose the bellwether, who was bigger than *dl the rest. I 
gripped his back, worked myself down under his belly, and clung 
to his curly wool. Thus concealed under the beasts we waited for 
morning. At dawn the rams were the first to go out to pasture. 
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The ewes bleated in the stalls with stiff, full udders, waiting to be 
milked. 

Polyphemus carefully passed his hands over the backs of the 
rams to make sure no one was on them, but he never thought 
of reaching around under them. My wether came last, for he was 
slowed by the burden he bore. Polyphemus stroked him too and 
said : ‘^My good bellwether, what makes you go out of the cave 
so slowly? Usually you do not let any of the rest of the flock get 
ahead of you. You are always first on the meadow and at the 
brook, and in the evening first to return to your stall. Are you 
sad because your master has lost his eye? If you could talk, I am 
sure you would tell me where that scoundrel and his companions 
are hiding. Once I have dashed out their brains against these 
stone walls, I could recover from the sorrow which No Man has 
brought me.” 

So said the Cyclops and let the wether pass. And now all of us 
were outside! The moment we were a short distance from the 
cave, I let myself drop to the ground and then loosed my com- 
panions. Alas I There were only seven of us left ! We embraced 
and lamented for those we had lost. But I signed to them not to 
weep aloud, but to drive the rams quickly to our ships. And when 
we sat on the rowing benches, safe and sound, when the ships slid 
smoothly over the waters and we were a herald’s cry from the 
shore, I called to the Cyclops who was climbing the hill with his 
herd: ‘^Let me tell you, Polyphemus, that you have eaten the 
companions of a man who is by no means insignificant ! At last 
your evil deeds have been requited, and you have felt the punish- 
ment of Zeus and the other gods !” 

When Polyphemus heard this, he broke into a savage fit of 
rage. With a violent wrench he tore a huge rock from the moun- 
tain and hurled it at our ship. And his aim was so accurate that 
he missed the stern by only a very little. Even so the waves rose 
high from the splash of that huge block of stone and our ship was 
driven back to the shore, so that it took all our strength to row 
forward and away from the giant. And now I called to him a sec- 
ond time, although my friends feared another rock and tried to 
prevent me. ‘‘Listen, Cyclops !” I shouted, “if anyone should ever 
ask you who blinded you, you shall give a more correct answer 
than you gave the Cyclopes. Tell them that you were blinded by 
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the conqueror of Troy, by Odysseus, son of Laertes, who Kves on 

the island of Ithaca.” 

At this the Cyclops howled with fury and grief and called : “So 
the ancient prophecy has been fulfilled! Years ago a soothsayer, 
Telemus, son of Eurymus, lived in our land and grew old there. 
It was he who told me that Odysseus would deprive me of my 
sight. I always thought this Odysseus would be a huge fellow 
like myself, that he would challenge me to single combat. But now 
it is this little chap who came, this weakling, who fuddled me 
with wine and put out my eye while I was drunk ! I beg you to 
return, Odysseus ! This time I shall be a good host to you and ask 
the sea-god to take you home safely. For you must know that I 
am the son of Poseidon, and he and no other can heal me.” With 
that he began to pray to his father Poseidon to keep me from 
reaching my country. “And should he return,” he ended, “let it 
be after many years. Let him be sad and alone on the ship of 
strangers, and let him find nothing but unhappiness when he 
reaches his home.” 

So he prayed, and Poseidon granted his prayer. When he had 
done talking, Polyphemus gripped another rock and tossed it 
toward us, and this time too he almost hit us. But we managed to 
row out of the swirl of waters and soon reached the island where 
the rest of our ships were riding safely at anchor. Our friends, 
who had been greatly troubled at our long absence, received us 
with cries of joy. As soon as we landed, we distributed the sheep 
we had stolen from the Cyclops. But in addition to my share, my 
companions agreed to give me the wether who had carried me 
out of the cave. I immediately offered him up to Zeus and burned 
the legs of the beast in his honor. But the god spumed the sac- 
rifice and refused to be propitiated. It was his will to let all our 
ships and all my companions perish. 

But we did not know this at the time. We were carefree and 
gay, and feasted and drank until the sun set in the sea. Then we 
lay down on the shore and fell asleep to the sound of the surf. 
When the sky reddened with dawn, we boarded our ships and 
rowed on toward home. 
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ODTSSEtTS CONTTNUES HIS TALE 

The Leather Bag of Aeolue. The Laestrggonians, Circe 

After iliis we came to an island which was the dwelling of 
Aeolus, son of Hippotes, a cherished friend of the gods. This 
island floated about in the sea. It waS' circled by a wall of bronze 
built along the edge of steep rock which rimmed the land. On it 
was the palace of Aeolus. He had six sons and six daughters, and 
with them and his wife he feasted day after day. This good ruler 
was our host for a full month. He asked us all about Troy, about 
the Argives and their return from Ilium. We told him everything 
in great detail ; when we finally begged him to help us on our 
way home, he was very willing. Among other things he gave us 
a taut leather bag. In it were many winds which blow across the 
earth, for Zeus had made Aeolus the keeper of the winds, and 
he had the power to loose those he wanted and to bid them fly or 
stay. He himself bound the bag to the ship with a silver cord and 
tied it up so well that not a breath of air could escape. But he 
had not imprisoned all the winds. For when we set out, the gentlest 
west wind swelled our sails and would have brought us safely 
home had not our own folly plunged us into disaster. 

We had been travelling for nine days and nine nights ; on the 
tenth night we were so near the coast of Ithaca that I could see 
the watch fires burning on the shore. And then — of all times — I 
had to grow irresistibly sleepy ! I had been up and managing the 
sails the entire voyage, for I wanted to get home as quickly as 
possible and did not wish to entrust this important business tq 
anyone else. Now, while I slept, my companions began to discuss 
what might be in the bag King Aeolus had given me in parting. 
And it seemed that all of them thought it must be filled with 
silver and gold. In the end, one of them, an envious fellow, said: 
“This Odysseus is honored and made much of wherever he goes. 
Look at the spoils he carried off from Troy alone ! But we, who 
mdured exactly the same hardships and dangers, are going home 
empty-handed. To crown it all, Aeolus has given him a whole 
sack of gold and silver! How about looking into it, at least, and 
finding out how much treasure it contains?” The others instantly 



agreed to this unfortunate suggestion. They untied the bag, but 
hardly had it been opened before the winds all rushed out and 
drove our ship back to the high seas. 

The noise of the gale woke me. When I saw the disaster which 
had overtaken me, I felt like jumping overboard and drowning 
in the waves. But I thought better of it and decided to bear up 
under whatever might come. The rage of the tempest drove us 
back to the island of Aeolus. Here I left my men on the ships and 
went to the palace with one friend and a herald. We found the 
king, his wife, and his children at their midday meal. They were 
amazed to see us, but when they heard the cause of our return, 
the ruler of the winds rose from his chair and cried: “Vilest of 
mortals ! It is clear that the gods are pursuing you with their 
wrath. But a man whom immortals hate must not be my guest, 
and I shall not assist him any further. Leave this house, you who 
are accursed!” And with that he drove me from his threshold. 
With heavy hearts we again boarded our ships and sailed on. 
For seven days we rowed, but saw no land. Then we gave up 
hoping. 

At last we sighted a coast and a city with many towers. Its 
name was Telepylus, and the people were called Laestrygonians, 
as we learned later on. We entered an excellent harbor, protected 
on all sides by rock, so that the waters in the bay were smooth 
as a mirror. I anchored my ship, climbed to a rugged height, and 
looked around. Nowhere did I see ploughed fields, farmers, shep- 
herds, or cattle. All I could detect was smoke from a great city 
mounting to the sky. So I sent two friends and a herald to recon- 



noitre. They found a path leading through woods and walked 
toward the smoke until they were near the city. Here they met a 
girl carrying a pitcher. She was the daughter of Antiphates, king 
of the Laestrygonians, and was on her way to the spring called 
Artacia, from which the inhabitants of that place drew water. 
The girl was so tall that they marvelled at her stature. She spoke 
to them in a friendly manner and told them what they wanted 
to know about her father’s palace, the country, the city, and its 
people. But when they actually reached the city and approached 
the palace, they froze with horror, for the queen of the Laestry- 
gonians confronted them, tall as a mountain. It seemed that the 
Laestrygonians were man-eating giants! She lost no time in 
calling her husband, who at once seized one of my envoys and 
gave orders to prepare him for the evening meal. The two others 
fled in mortal terror. But the king roared orders to pursue them, 
and over a thousand giants, fully armed, came and hurled stones 
at our ships, so that the air was filled with the crash of timbers 
and the groans of the dying. I had anchored my own ship in 
the shelter of a cliff, where it was safe from the missiles. Now I 
took into it those who were still alive and made off with all possible 
speed. The other ships sank, and with them, alas ! many of my 
comrades. 

Crowded into a single ship, we rowed on and came to the island 
of Aeaea. This was the home of a beautiful goddess, child of the 
sun-god and Perse, daughter of Oceanus and sister to King 
Aeetes. Her name was Circe, and she lived in a splendid palace. 
But when we entered the bay of the island we did not know who 
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lived there. We cast anchor, and, almost dead with fatigue and 
sorrow, lay down and slept for two days and nights on the grassy 
shore. On the third day, I took my sword and lance and set out 
to explore the island. Soon I saw smoke rising, but mindful of 
the terrible adventure we had only just survived, I decided to 
return to my friends. It was a long time since we had had suffi- 
cient food. One of the gods must have taken pity on us, for sud- 
denly I saw a stag with broad antlers running out of the woods 
and down to the stream. I cast my lance at him, and it struck him 
in the back, coming out at the belly. Then I planted my foot 
against the animal, drew out the spear, twisted myself a rope of 
willow withes, bound together its ankles, and carried it to the 
ship on my back. It was so heavy a burden that I had to lean on 
my lance in walking. 

My companions started up joyfully when they saw the fine 
beast on my shoulders. We roasted the stag, fetched what bread 
and wine we still had on the ship, and sat down to eat. Not until 
now did I report the column of smoke I had seen mounting from 
some habitation. But my men received the news dejectedly, for 
they remembered the cave of the Cyclops and the land of the 
Laestrygonians. I was the only one who kept up his courage, and 
I divided the crew into two groups, one of which I was to lead, 
the other Eurylochus. Then we shook lots in a brazen helmet. 
The lot fell on Eurylochus, and so he, with twenty-two men, 
set out toward where I had seen the smoke. 

They soon came to the stately stone palace of Circe, lying in 
a fair green valley. But imagine their amazement when they saw 
shaggy-maned lions and wolves with long sharp teeth prowling 
around in the walled court in front of the^palace ! They looked at 
these beasts in terror and were just going to flee from that un- 
canny place when the animals surrounded them. But, oddly 
enough, they advanced slowly, wagging their tails like dogs who 
go to meet their master to receive a tidbit he has brought them 
from a feast, and they behaved in an altogether gentle and docile 
fashion. Later we discovered that they were really men whom 
Circe had changed into animals. 

Since these beasts made no motion to stop my companions, 
they took courage again and approached the gates of the palace. 
From within, they heard the beautiful voice of Circe. She was 
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seated at her loom, weaving a mantle such as only a goddess can 
contrive, and singing as she worked. The first to see her and 
to rejoice in what he saw was Folites, my particular friend. At 
his advice, the rest called to Circe to come out, and she came to 
the gate and smilingly invited them in. All followed her except 
Eurylochus. He was a cautious man, tempered, moreover, by bad 
experience, and he suspected some trickery or other. 

The rest entered the palace where Circe bade them be seated on 
sumptuous chairs. She had cheese and flour, honey and Pramnian 
wine brought, and proceeded to mix these ingredients to a cus- 
tard. But as she worked, she secretly added baneful drugs which 
would make her guests forget their native land and rob them of 
their true form. And the dish did its work ! As soon as my men 
had eaten of it, they were turned into bristly swine. They com- 
menced to grunt, and Circe drove them into sties and threw to 
them acorns and.wild cherries. 

Eurylochus had watched part of what happened and guessed 
the rest. He hurried back to the ship as fast as he could to tell 
us of what had befallen our comrades. But when he reached us, 
his terror wm still so great that he was unable to utter a single 
word. The tears gushed from his eyes, and he was speechless with 
grief. 

At last, when we pressed him to talk, full of concern and sur- 
* prise, he broke his silence and told us what he had seen. The 
moment he had ended I slung my sword and bow over my shoulder 
and asked him to lead me to the palace. He, however, clasped 
my knees with both hands and pleaded with me to give up mv 
plan, or at any rate not to take him with me. “Believe me,” he 
said in a voice choked with tears, “you will not return, nor will 
you bring back our friends. Oh, let us flee this accursed island !” 
I permitted him to stay, but I myself resolved to do what I could 
to save my companions. 

On the way I met a beautiful youth. He held out to me a golden 
staff by which I recognized Hermes, the messenger of the gods. 
Clasping my hand, he said : “Why do you wander through the 
woods where you do not know the way? Circe, the sorceress, has 
turned your friends into swine and shut them up in sties. Do you 
think you can rescue them ? More likely she will add you to the list 
of her victims. But I have been sent to help you. If you carry with 
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you this herb” — and here he dug a black root bearing a milk- 
white bloom out of the earth — ^“she will not be able to harm you. 
What she will do is prepare a wine custard and blend into it some 
magic potion. But this herb will prevent her from turning you 
into a beast. Should she, however, try to touch you with her long 
magic wand, rush at her with your sword as if you intended to 
kill her. Then it will be easy to compel her to swear a sacred oath 
not to trick you in any way. After that, stay with her if you like. 
There will be no further danger. And once you have made friends 
with her, she will not refuse your request to return your com- 
panions to their proper shape.” 

So said Hermes and left to return to high Olympus, while I 
walked toward Circe’s palace. At my call, she opened the gates 
and bade me enter. I followed her, seething with anger, sat down 
in a sumptuous chair, and let her put a footstool under my feet. 
Under my very eyes she prepared her wine custard in a cup of 
gold. She could hardly wait for me to finish eating, and when I 
had emptied the cup she touched me with her wand, without the 
faintest doubt of her powers, and said: “Out to the pigsty to 
join your friends !” But I snatched my sword from its scabbard 
and rushed at her as though I meant to kill her. At that she 
screamed, threw herself on the floor, clasped my knees, and 
moaned : “Who are you, great and mighty man, whom my potion 
has left untransformed? No other mortal has ever been able to 
resist my witchcraft. Can it be that you are Odysseus, whose 
arrival, on your way home from Troy, Hermes predicted to me 
long ago? If it is you, put up your sword and let us be friends.” 

But I did not lower my threatening hand and replied : “How 
can you, Circe, ask me to be friends with you, who have turned my 
companions into swine ! Am I not forced to think that you are 
using kindly words oijy to lure me into some trap? I cannot be 
your friend until you &..ear a sacred oath not to harm me in any 
way.” She instantly swore the oath I had demanded of her, and 
now I felt at ease and spent a carefree night. In the early morn- 
ing, her handmaids, who were lovely and gentle nymphs, busied 
themselves in ordering the chambers of their mistress. One spread 
the chairs with soft crimson mats, another placed silver tables 
beside them and golden baskets on the tables. A third mixed wine 
and water in a silver bowl and set out cups of gold; and the 
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fourth fetched clear water from the spring and poured it into a 
cauldron which she placed over a flame. When the water was 
warm, I took a refreshing bath, rubbed my body with perfumed 
oil, and dressed. Then I was bidden to the morning meal which I 
was to take in Circe’s company. Now although I was served with 



good and abundant food, I did not put out my hand to eat, but 
sat opposite my beautiful hostess silent and sad. When she finally 
asked me the cause of my sorrow, I said: “What man who has 
not lost all feeling for what is just and fair could eijoy food and 
drink while he knows that his friends are unhappy ? If you want 
me to take pleasure in your company, restore my dear com- 
panions to their proper shape, that I may feast my eyes on 
them.” 

This was enough for Circe. She left the room, holding her wand 
in her hand. Outside, she opened the door of the sty and drove 
out my friends. I followed her, and they crowded around me as 
swine. But now she anointed each with a salve, and suddenly they 
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shed their bristly hides and became men again, <mly younger and 
handsomer than before. They rushed up to me full of joy and 
clasped my hands. But when they recalled what they had just 
beoi through, their eyes filled with tears. Then Circe said to me: 

have done what you asked! And now do what I beg of you: 
beach your ship, store its cargo in one of the rock grottoes on 
the shore, and be my honored guest, together with all those who 
are with you !” 

Her courteous words won my heart. I returned to the shore 
and the friends I had left behind. They had given me up, and 
now rushed toward me with tears of joy. When I suggested that 
we beach the ship and remain with the goddess a while as her 
guests, all were willing except Eurylochus, who objected vehe- 
mently. “Do you really want to go to that witch of your own 
free will?” he cried. “Are you longing to be turned into lions, 
wolves, and swine, and guard her palace in these horrible shapes ? 
Have you forgotten how the Cyclops dealt with us when Odysseus 
was unwise enough to let us fall into his power?” When I heard 
him say this about me, I had the greatest desire to draw my sword 
and strike his head from his trunk, even though he was a kinsman 
of mine, but my friends saw my sudden movement toward the 
hilt; they took hold of my arm, and brought me back to my 
senses. 

And now we all started on our way inland. Even Eurylochus, 
whom my threatening gesture had frightened, no longer refused 
to join us. In the meantime Circe had ordered baths prepared for 
our friends. They had anointed themselves with perfumed oil 
and put on the splendid tunics and mantles she had provided 
for than. When we arrived they were feasting at the board. 
What a happy reunion ! Clasping of hands, embraces, tears of 
joy ! Circe bade us all be of good courage and was so kind to 
us that our hearts grew lighter from day to day, and we stayed 
with her for many months. But when the year drew to a close, my 
comrades begged me to set out on the journey home. Their words 
moved me, and that very evening I clasped Circe’s knees and 
implored her to keep her word and send us home. “You are right, 
Odysseus,” she replied. “I must not try to force you to remain 
here with me. But before you return to Ithaca you must travel 
to Hades, to the bleak realm of Persephone, and ask the soul 
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of Tiresias, the blind soothsayer of Thebes, to foretell the future, 
for Persephone has allowed him to retain the gift of prophecy 
even after death. The souls of the other dead are only like hover- 
ing shadows.” 

When I heard this, I lost heart and began to weep. I shud- 
dered at the thought of visiting the dead and asked her who 
was to be my guide, for no man of flesh and blood had ever sailed 
to the underworld. “Do not worry about your ship or look for a 
guide,” Circe answered. “Raise your mast and hoist the sails. 
The north wind will take you there, and once you have crossed 
Oceanus, the waters which encircle the earth, land on the low 
shore at the point where you will see tall poplars and willows 
growing side by side. That is the grove of Persephone, and 
there you will find the entrance to the underworld. In a valley, 
near a rock where the roaring currents of Pyriphlegethon and 
Cocytus, a branch of the Styx, flow into Acheron, you will find 
a cleft which leads into the land of shades. There you must dig 
a hole and offer honey, milk, wine, water, and flour to the dead. 
You must also promise to sacrifice a heifer to them when you 
reach Ithaca, and to offer a black ram to Tiresias besides. After 
that, slaughter two black sheep, a ram and a ewe, and look 
through the cleft at the pointed streams, while your companions 
burn the animals in honor of the gods and pray to them. Then 
you will see the souls of the dead, and these phantoms shaped of 
air will try to approach and taste the blood of the victims. But 
you must fend them off with your sword and not permit them to 
come closer until you have consulted Tiresias, for he will soon 
appear and tell you about your journey home.” , 

These words gave me some comfort. The next morning I sum- 
moned my friends in order to prepare for our departure. Now 
one of them, Elpenor, the youngest of them all, but a man who 
was neither very brave nor very wise, had drunk a little too much 
of Circe’s sweet wine, left the others to cool his hot face, and 
lain down on the flat roof of the palace. There he had fallen asleep 
and spent the night in undisturbed rest. When the noise and 
bustle of my companions woke him, he started up in a daze, forgot 
where he was, and instead of making for the stair, walked to the 
edge of the roof and fell off. He broke his neck, and his soul 
descended to the underworld. 
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I gathered my friends about me and said: know you think 
we are setting out for our beloved native land. But this, alas ! is 
not so, for Circe has bidden us go elsewhere first. We must visit 
Hades and there ask the soul of the soothsayer Tiresias concern- 
ing our journey.” When my companions heard this, their hearts 
almost broke with sorrow. They tore their hair and broke into 
loud lament. But there was no help for it. I commanded them to 
go to the ship with me. Circe had preceded us to put aboard the 
two sheep we were to sacrifice, together with the honey, wine, 
and flour. When we reached the shore, she slipped past us in 
silence. We pushed the ship into the water, raised the mast, 
spread the sails, and mournfully sat down on the rowing benches. 
Circe sent us a fair wind. It swelled our sails, and soon we were 
out on the high seas. 
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ODYSSEUS CONTINUES HIS TALE 
The Realm of Shades 

The sun dipped into the sea. A steady wind drove our ship to 
the end of the world, to the land of the Cimmerians, which is 
wrapped in eternal mists and never lit by the rays of the sun. 
And there was Oceanus, the river which bounds the earth. We 
came to the rock and the streams which join their waters, and 
there we made our offerings, just as Circe had bidden us. The 
moment the blood from the throats of the sheep flowed into the 
pit we had dug for the sacrifice, the souls of the dead emerged 
from the cleft. Young men and old, girls and children came, and 
many heroes with gaping wounds and bloodstained armor. They 
thronged about us with sobbing sighs and hovered over the pit. 
Terror almost got the better of me. I told my companions to bum 
the sheep quickly and pray to the gods. Then I drew my sword 
and kept the shades from lapping the blood, for Circe had said 
that first I was to put my question to Tiresias. 

But before him came the soul of our friend Elpenor, whose 
body still lay unburied in Circe’s house. With tears in his eyes he 
complained of his sad lot and pleaded with me to sail back to the 
island of Aeaea and bury him with all due honors. I promised him 
that I would, and he seated himself opposite me. Thus we sat and 
conversed sorrowfully, the shadowy form of Elpenor and I, hold- 
ing my sword across the pool of sacrificial blood. Soon after this, 
the shade of my mother, beautiful Anticlea, joined us. She had 
still been alive when I left for Ilium. Silently she seated herself 
and stared at the blood. Never once did she look at me, her son. 

And now the shade of Tiresias appeared, a golden staff in his 
right hand. He recognized me at once and said : ‘^Son of Laertes, 
what prompted you to leave the light of the sun and visit this 
place of dread? But since you are here, take your sword from the 
pit, that I may drink of the blood and so be able to foretell your 
fate to you.” At his words I withdrew from the pit and thrust my 
sword into the earth. The shade drank the dark blood and began 
to speak: ‘'You hope, Odysseus, that I shall predict a happy 
homecoming for you. But a god will put obstacles in your way, 
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and you cannot evade the hand of ihe Earth-Shaker, whom you 
have deeply offended by putting out the eye of his son Poly- 
phemus. StiU, in the end you will return, so do not give way to 
despair. First you will land on the island of Thrinacia. If you 
want to reach home, do not touch the sacred herds of the sun-god 
which are pastured there. Should you harm them, your ship 
and your friends will be destroyed. And even if you yourself 
escape, you will arrive in Ithaca only after many years, alone, 
poor, and on an alien ship. Even then you will not find happi- 
ness, but will encounter arrogant men who are squandering your 
property and wooing your wife Penelope. You will slay them 
openly or by guile. But soon after you shall take your oar on 
your back and wander on and on until you come to men who do 
not know the sea, who have no ships, and do not season their food 
with salt. When, in that faraway land, you meet a man who tells 
you that you are carrying a winnowing fan on your back, thrust 
your oar into the ground, make an offering to Poseidon, and go 
home again. Your realm will prosper, and at long last you will 
die an old man’s death, far from the sea.” 

This was what he told me. I thanked the seer and asked him 
another question I had in my heart. “Tell me this : there sits the 
shade of my mother. How can I make her recognize me?” 

“Let her drink of the blood,” the soothsayer replied, “and she 
will break her silence.” 

Then I let my mother approach, and she drank. Suddenly she 
knew me, gazed at me with wet eyes, and said : “Dear son, how 
could you, who are still alive, enter this place of death? Did not 
Oceanus and the other rivers keep you back? Have you been 
wandering about since the fall of Troy? Can you not return to 
Ithaca?” When I had answered her questions, I asked her how 
she had died, for she had been still alive when I left for Troy. 
And then, my heart beating with fear, I inquired about the 
others I had left behind. “Your wife,” she told me, “is unshakably 
faithful and weeps for you day and night. Your son Telemachus 
sees to your property, and no one has taken over your scepter. 
Your father Laertes leads a peasant’s life in the country and 
never comes into the city any more. He does not live in a royal 
chamber or sleep on a soft couch. Like a slave he lies in the ashes 
beside the hearth, throughout the winter, and his clothing is of 
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the poorest sort. In summer he sleeps on a heap of fallen leaves 
under the open sky. And all this he does for grief at your fate. I 
myself died of sorrow for you, dear son. It was not sickness that 
took me from the earth.” 

As she spoke I trembled with yearning. But when I tried to 
take her in my arms, she dissolved like the shapes in our dreams. 
And now other shades came, many of them women famed on 
earth. They all drank of the blood of the victims we had slaugh- 
tered and told me their story. When they had vanished, I saw a 
sight that made my heart turn over. I saw the soul of great 
Agamemnon ! Slowly he moved toward the pit and drank of the 
blood. Then he looked up, recognized me, and began to weep. In 
vain he reached for me with his strengthless hands. Then he 
answered my eager questions. ‘‘Noble Odysseus,’^ he said, “per- 
haps you think that the sea-god destroyed me, or that enemies 
got the better of me while I was drinking at a feast. But this 
is not so. Just as one slays an ox at the stall, so Clytaemnestra 
and her lover Aegisthus killed me in the bath, killed me who had 
journeyed toward home so full of longing for my wife and chil- 
dren ! That is why I now counsel you, Odysseus, not to trust your 
wife too much. Do not let affection lead you to tell her all your 
secrets! But I forget! Penelope is virtuous and wise. And the 
child she nursed when you and I left for Greece, the child Tele- 
machus, is now a youth who will receive his father full of filial 
love. Clytaemnestra did not even let me feast my eyes on my 
son Orestes before she murdered me. In any case, I advise you 
to land secretly on the coast of Ithaca, for no woman can be 
wholly trusted.” 

With these somber words the shade of Agamemnon turned and 
vanished. After him came the shades of Achilles and his friends 
Patroclus and Antilochus and Ajax the Great. Achilles was the 
first to drink. He recognized me in amazement. I told him why 
I had come. But when I said to him that he, the most renowned 
of all the Argives, must be happy even in Hades, as the greatest 
among the dead, he answered mournfully : “Do not try to find 
comforting words about death, Odysseus! Rather than be lord 
over all the throngs of the dead, I should choose to till the fields 
like a serf who has no property and no heritage.” Then he begpd 
me to tell him about the feats of his son Neoptolemus, and when 
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he had heard of his courage and glorious deeds, he grew more 
contoit. Finally he strode from me with mighty steps and was 
lost from sight. 

All the other souls who had drunk of the blood were willing to 
speak to me. Only Ajax, whom I had once conquered in the fight 
for the weapons of Achilles and who had taken his life because of 
this, stood to one side and nursed his grudge. I addressed him with 
gentle words : “Son of Telamon, can you not forget your anger 
even in death, your anger about the weapons of Achilles which 
the gods gave to the Argives only to put a curse on them? For 
because of them we lost you who were like a tower in battle. Not 
we were guilty of your death ! It was Fate. Then curb your wrath, 
noble prince, and speak !” The shade did not reply, but turned 
away into the darkness. 

And now I saw the shades of heroes long dead : of Minos, who 
judges the dead; of the great hunter Orion, who stood, club in 
hand, driving away the phantoms of lynxes and lions ; of Tityus, 
on whose liver two vultures fed, in punishment for his crime; 
Tantalus, who thirsted amid waters rising to his chin. Whenever 
he leaned to drink they receded, and the trees laden with fruit, 
which grew at his side, whipped upward 'wdth the wind whenever 
he reached for them; his hand clutched the empty air. I also 
saw Sisyphus straining to roll a huge boulder up a mountain. 
He pressed his whole weight against it and worked with his arms 
and legs, but whenever he got near the top the stone rolled down, 
and he had to begin his labors aU over again. The sweat poured 
from his limbs, and dust rose in clouds about his head. Near him 
was Heracles, that is, the shade of Heracles, for he himself dwells 
on Olvmpus, and his wife is the goddess of eternal youth. But 
his shade was dark as night and fitted an arrow to the bow, ready 
to launch it at an enemy. A gold sword strap, decorated with the 
shapes of many different animals, hung over his shoulder. 

He too disappeared, and throngs of other shades hovered 
around me. I should have liked to see Theseus and his friend 
Pirithous. But suddenly those shadowy hosts filled me with ter- 
ror, as if the Medusa had turned her dreadful head to look at 
me. Quickly I left with my companions and went back to the shore 
of Oceanus. And first I fulfilled my promise to Elpenor; we 
sailed back to Circe’s island. 



ODYSSEUS CONTINUES HIS TALE 

The Sirens. ScyUa and Charybdis. Thrmacia and the Herds of 
the Stm-god. Shipwreck. Odysseus and Calypso 

When we had burned the body of our comrade and buried his 
bones in the earth of Aeaea, we heaped a burial mound for him 
and set a pillar on it. Circe received us with warm hospitality 
and provided us with ample stores for our further j oumey . 

The first adventure — of which we had been forewarned by 
Circe — awaited us on the island of the Sirens. These are nymphs 
who sing so sweetly that all listen spellbound to their song. They 
stand on a green shore and lift their lovely voices whenever a ship 
comes by. But he who is beguiled and lands is destroyed, for the 
coast of their island is strewn with bleaching bones. When we 
approached the realm of the Sirens, the fair wind which had 
floated us gently on suddenly stopped, and the sea lay smooth 
as a mirror. My comrades lowered the sails, folded them, laid 
them down in the ship, and began to row. But I thought of 
Circe’s words. “When you are close to the island of the Sirens,” 
she had told me, “stop up the ears of your companions with wax, 
so that they can hear nothing. But if you yourself desire to hear 
the song, have them fetter your hands and feet and bind you to 
the mast. The more you implore them to let you go, the more they 
shall tighten the ropes.” 


eee odyssevs 

This I remembered. I cut a slab of wax, kneaded it until it was 
soft, and with it stopped up the ears of my men. They, in turn, 
tied me to the mast, plied their oars, and calmly rowed through 
the waters. When the Sirens saw the ship, they csune to the edge 
of the shore in the shape of beautiful girls and raised their clear- 
toned song: 

Come, famed Odyseeut, glory of ad Greece, 

Turn from your course and hearken to our song! 

Ere now has never dusky ship sailed hy 

But that its helmsman paused at our sweet voice. 

Took his fuU joy of it, and went his way 
Made wiser by the tale of what he heard. 

For we know all the tods that in wide Troy 
Trojan and Argive hy gods* wiU endured. 

And in our wisdom know aU things besides 
That come to pass upon the fruitful earth. 

As I h'stened, my heart almost burst with the yearning to go 
to them. I motioned with my head that I wished to be loosed from 
the mast, but my comrades, who could hear nothing, rowed the 
faster, and two of them, Eurylochus and Perimedes, came and 
tightened the cords as I had bidden them. Not until we were 
safely out of reach of the Siren song did my companions take the 
wax out of their ears and cut my bonds. I thanked them for 
remaining steadfast in ignoring my entreaties. 

After a short while I sighted a fountain of spray and heard 
the roar of surf. This was Charybdis, a whirlpool which three 
times a day shot out from under a cliff and in the backwash 
sucked down any ship which happened to pass at that moment. 
My men dropped their oars in horror, and the tide threatened 
to carry them away. The ship did not move. Then I jumped from 
my seat and went from man to man, speaking words of courage. 
“My friends,” I said, “we are old hands at meeting danger ! Come 
what may, nothing worse can befall us than what happened in 
the cave of the Cyclops ; but even there I found a way out. Now 
too you must do as I say. Grip your oars” — for they had caught 
them up from the sea — ^“and make straight for the surf. I have 
faith that Zeus will help us. You, our helmsman, shall guide the 
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ship as well as you can. Keep to the rocks, so that we will not be 
caught in the whirlpool.” In this way I warned my friends of 
Charybdis, but I said nothing of Scylla, the monster Circe had 
described to me, for I feared they would again drop their oars 
and lose them. And in my concern I forgot another piece of advice 
Circe had given me. She had told me not to gird on armor for the 
fight with this monster. I, however, put on my cuirass, took two 
spears, went to the bow, and prepared to meet Scylla. But though 
my eyes ached with peering about I could not discover her, and I 
waited in deadly fear as the ship came closer and closer to the 
narrows. This is how Circe had described Scylla to me : “She is 
no mortal foe, but rather immortal disaster. Courage cannot 
prevail against her. The only possibility of escape lies in flight. 
Her house is opposite Charybdis: a steep rock whose jagged 
point is always hidden in gray cloud. In the middle of this rock 
is a cave as black as night. Here Scylla lives and proclaims her 
presence by a loud barking and whining which scans like that 
of a young dog. This monster has twelve shapeless feet and six 
snaky necks. At the end of each is a hideous head with three rows 
of gnashing teeth, ready to crush her prey. Half of her is con- 
cealed in her cave, but her heads she puts out of the cleft and 
fishes for seals, dolphins, and other large creatures of the sea. 
Never has a ship passed her without losing some of its crew. 
Usually she snatches a man with each pair of her toothy jaws 
before anyone is even aware of her nearness.” 

This was the picture I saw in my mind’s eye. And now the ship 
had come close to Charybdis, which was sucking in the sea with 
greedy mouth and spewing it out again. The water seethed like a 
kettle over the fire, and white spray filled the air. But when the 
tide was drawn in the sea looked turbid, the rock seemed to thud 
with thunder, and one could look far down into a cavern of black 
slime. While we stared spellbound and our helmsman steered left 
and away from the whirlpool, we inadvertently came too near 
Scylla. At one gulp she snapped up six of my comrades. I saw 
them struggling in the air between her teeth. One moment they 
moved their arms and legs convulsively and cried to me for help, 
the next they were ground to pulp. I have suffered much on my 
wanderings, but never have I seen a more pitiful sight. 

And now we were safely through the narrows betweoi Charyb- 
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dis and Scylla, and before us lay Thrinacia, shining in the sun. 
The roar of the surf died away, and we heard the lowing of the 
sacred cattle of the sun-god and the bleating of his sheep. Mis- 
fortune had freshened my memory, and I immediately told my 
companions that both Tiresias and Circe had bidden me flee the 
island of Helios. This grieved and annoyed my companions be- 
yond measure, and Eurylochus said angrily : “Odysseus, you are 
a cruel man. You are made of iron and inflexible. Do you seri- 
ously intend to deprive us of the rest we need so much.? Are 
you going to prevent us from setting foot on this island and 
refreshing ourselves with food and drink? Must we ride on over 
the black sea through the long night? Suppose a tempest over- 
takes us in the darkness ! Let us at least anchor near this friendly 
shore until the sun rises again.’’ 

When I heard him rebelling against my counsel, I knew very 
well that a hostile god was planning our destruction. All I said 
was: “Eurylochus, it is not difficult for you to persuade me, 
for I am one man against many. I shall yield to you. But first 
you must all swear a sacred oath not to slaughter a single one 
of the sun-god’s animals, no matter how many herds of cattle 
or sheep you may see. Let us be content with the provisions Circe ^ 
has given us in such abundance.” They were all willing enough 
to take the oath. We entered the bay from which the fresh water 
poured into the salt, set foot on land, and prepared our meal. 
When we had eaten, we began to lament our friends whom Scylla 
had devoured, but we were so tired that we fell asleep in the midst 
of weeping. 

Perhaps two thirds of the night had gone by, when Zeus sent 
a roaring gale. At dawn we rowed our ship into a safe grotto. 
Again I warned my friends not to touch the sun-god’s creatures, 
for I realized that the stormy weather would force us to remain 
on the island longer than we had expected. It turned out to be 
a solid month. The south wind alternated with storms from the 
east, and both were against us. As long as the food and the wine 
Circe had given us lasted, there was no trouble. But when we 
had eaten up all we had and began to feel hungry, my comrades 
went fishing and hunting birds, while I walked along the shore, 
hoping to meet a god or a mortal to help us in our distress. When 
I was well away from the rest, I washed my hands in the sea, so 
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that I could pray with clean palms outstretched, and begged 
the immortals to rescue us. But all they did was to make me 
drowsy. I fell asleep. 

While I was gone, Eurylochus rose and gave dangerous coun- 
sel to my companions. “Listen to me!” he said. “We are in great 
need. Death is terrible in any form, but the worst death is by 
starving. Why should we hesitate to sacrifice the finest of the 
cattle to the gods and satisfy our hunger on the remaining meat? 
As soon as we reach Ithaca, we can propitiate Helios by building 
him a splendid temple and filling it with precious gifts. But 
should he be so angry that he sends a tempest and sinks our 
ship on the way, well, I for my part would rather die instantly 
by drowning than drag out my life famishing slowly on this 
island.” 

My hungry comrades were well-pleased with these words. They 
immediately singled out the best cattle from the herds of the 
sun-god, prayed to the gods, slaughtered the beasts, wrapped 
the entrails and haunches in fat, and offered them up to the 
immortals. Since they had no wine left, they sprinkled them with 
water from a spring. The rest of the meat they put on spits. They 
were just about to eat when I awoke and smelled the odor of roast- 
ing from far-off. I raised my hands to heaven. “O father Zeus 1” 
I cried. “You made me drowsy to destroy me 1 What crime have 
my men committed while I slept?” 

In the meantime the sun-god had already been told what had 
occurred in his sanctuary. Angrily he summoned the immortals 
and complained of the wrong done to him. He threatened to drive 
the sun chariot down to the underworld to shine among the dead 
and never again light the earth if the evildoers were not sternly 
punished. Zeus rose from his seat in majesty. “Do not stop shin- 
ing for gods and men, Helios,” he said. “I myself shall shatter the 
ship of those robbers with a thunderbolt and sink it to the bottom 
of the sea.” These words of Zeus were reported to me by Calypso 
who had heard them from Hermes, the messenger of the gods. 

When I joined my friends I reproved them bitterly. But it was 
too late. The cattle had been slaughtered, and frightful signs 
made it clear that a crime had been committed : the hides of the 
bullocks crept about as if they were alive; the meat on the spits 
bellowed. But my hungry men paid no attention to these evil 
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portents. For six days they feasted. On the seventh, when the 
storm seoned past, we boarded our ship and steered for the sea. 
When we were out of sight of land, Zeus massed a roof of blue- 
black clouds right over our heads, and the water grew darker 
and darker. Suddenly a furious gale swept on us from the west. 
The mast broke and fell, sweeping the sails with it. The whole 
weight landed on our helmsman and cracked his skulL Like a 
diver he plunged headlong into the waves, and the waters swal- 
lowed his body. And now lightning struck the ship and filled 
the air with sulphurous fumes. My companions fell from the deck 
and struggled in the surf like sea-crows, until they all sank. I 
was the only one left on the ship, and I paced the deck until the 
sides broke away from the keel. But I had my wits about me, 
seized the backstay made of oxhide, and lashed the mast to the 
keel with it. On this raft I sat, called on the gods, and let the sea 
toss me hither and thither. 

At last the storm abated, and the west wind died down. But the 
south wind begaa t5 blow in its stead and filled me with new 
terror, for it threatened to drive me back to Scylla and Charyb- 
dis. And this really happened! At dawn I saw Scylla’s pointed 
cliff dwelling and the swirling waters of Charybdis. The whirl- 
pool swept my mast into the abyss. I myself seized the bough of 
a fig tree growing on the rock, clung to it, and hung in the air 
like a bat until my mast and keel were spewed up again. The 
instant I saw them, I let myself drop on my raft and used my 
hands to row frantically away from those angry waters. But I 
should have been lost, had not Zeus fioated me past Scylla and 
guided me safely out of those narrows. 

For nine days I was tossed about on the sea. On the tenth night 
the gods had pity on me and cast me ashore on the island of 
Ogygia. There Calypso gave me food and drink and nursed me 
back to health. But this, my last adventure, I have already told 
you, O king. 
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ODYSSEUS BIDS THE PHAEACIAHS FABEWELl. 

Odysseus had ended the tale of his adventures and fell silent, 
weary with the long telling of it. The Phaeacians, who had 
listened with delight, were also silent, for they were still undor 
the spell of what they had heard. Alcinous was the first to speak. 
“Hail to you,” he said, “the noblest guest this palace has ever 
sheltered! And now, since you are in my realm, I hope your 
wanderings are over, and that you will soon be in the house of 
your fathers and forget all you have suffered.” Then he turned 
to his friends. “Listen to what I have to say to you,” he said. 
“A chest has been filled with beautiful tunics and mantles for 
our guest, and with wrought gold and many other gifts. Let 
each of us add to these a large tripod and a cauldron. It is much 
to give, but the people will recompense us.” 

All applauded this suggestion, and the gathering dispersed. 
On the following morning the Fhaeacians brought tripods and 
cauldrons to the ship, and Alcinous himself helped stow them 
under the rowers* benches in such a way that the oarsmen would 
not be hindered by them. After that, the farewell feast was held 
in the palace. Zeus received his share of the slaughtered cattle, 
and blind Demodocus sang his most beautiful songs while the 
guests ate at the board laden with rich and delicate food. 

But Odysseus was not there in spirit. His glance kept straying 
to the window to look at the sun, and he yearned for the hour of 
its setting as fervently as the peasant who has guided the plough- 
share through his fields the livelong day and yearns for his 
evening meal. At last he could no longer restrain his eagerness 
and said to his kingly host: “Great Alcinous, pour the libation, 
and let me go ! You have done for me all that my heart could 
desire. The gifts are on my ship, and all is ready for departure. 
May the immortals heap blessings on you ! And may I find wait- 
ing for me faithfully my wife, my son, my kinsmen and friends.” 

All the Phaeacians joined him in this wish. Alcinous hade 
Pontonous, the herald, fill the cups for a last time, and eadi 
man pour^ a libation to the gods of Olympus for the safe and 
joyful return of their guest. Then Odysseus rose, gave his cup 
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to Queen Arete, and said : ‘‘Live in happiness, O queen, and may 
old age and death, which overtake all mortals, come to you late 
and lightly. I am leaving for my home. May you have joy of 
your husband, your children, and your people !” 

So said Odysseus, and he crossed the threshold of the palace. 
Alcinous commanded a herald to accompany him to the ship, 
and Arete sent three of her servants. One carried the tunics and 
mantles, the second the closed chest, and the third food and wine. 
All these things were taken aboard. Then a thick mat was laid 
on the deck and smooth linen spread over it. Silently Odysseus 
lay down to sleep. The rowers took their places. The ship was 
loosed from its moorings and sped over the waters to the steady 
beat of the oars. 
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ODYSSEUS BEACHES ITHACA 

The sleep of Odysseus was sweet and peaceful as death. The 
ship glided across the sea as swiftly and safely as a four-horse 
chariot speeds over the plain or a hawk flies through the air. It 
seemed to know it was carrying a precious burden, a man who 
in wisdom was the peer of gods, and who had home more than 
mortal suffering, though now his slumber had blotted out the 
memory of battle and shipwreck. 

When the brightest of the stars shone in the sky, announc- 
ing the coming of day, the ship approached Ithaca, and soon 
it entered the bay consecrated to Phorcys, the old man of the 
sea. Here two rocky promontories jutted out into the waters, one 
on each side, and formed a safe harbor. Midway between them 
grew an old olive tree, and beside it was a twilit cave, the dwelling 
of nymphs. In it were rows of bowls and jars of stone where 
bees stored their honey. There were also looms of stone, strung 
witli purple thread, which the nymphs wove into beautiful gar- 
ments. Two springs, which never ran dry, gushed through the 
cave. It had two entrances, one toward the north wind for mortals 
to enter, the other, a hidden door toward the south wind, for the 
immortal nymphs. Near this cave the Phaeacians landed. They 
lifted Odysseus with the linen sheet and the mat on which he lay, 
and laid him down in the sand under the olive tree, still over- 
powered by sleep. Then they unloaded all the gifts Alcinous and 
Arete had sent to the ship and put them a little to one side, so 
that a passerby might not see them too readily and perhaps rob 
the sleeper. Since they dared not wake him, thinking that his 
deep slumber was sent by the gods, they took to their oars again 
and steered for home. 

But Poseidon, the sea-god, was angry at the Phaeacians, be- 
cause with the help of Pallas they had gone contrary to his wish 
that Odysseus suffer many woes ; so he asked Zeus for permission 
to take vengeance on them. The father of gods granted his re- 
quest. As their ship approached the island of Scheria and sped 
toward the home coast with billowing sails, Poseidon rose through 
the waves, struck it with the flat of his hand, and then sank back 
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into the sea. Instantly the ship and everything on it was turned 
to stone and rooted fast. The Phaeacians, who had sighted the 
ship and run to the shore to welcome their countr3unen, were 
amazed to see it stop in full course. But Alcinous guessed what 
had happened. He called an assembly and said: fear this is 

the fulfillment of an ancient prophecy of which my father told 
me. Poseidon — so he said — hates us because, good sailors that 
we are, we bring all strangers who ask our help safely back to 
their native lands. And one day, he went on to tell me, one of our 
ships, returning from such a journey, would be turned to stone 
and would be rooted fast before our city like a rock. From this 
day forward we must give up our custom of seeing strangers 
home. But now let us sacrifice twelve bullocks to the angry sea- 
god, lest he surround our city with a solid wall of stone.” When 
they heard this, the Phaeacians shuddered with terror and has- 
tened to prepare the victims. 

Odysseus, meanwhile, had wakened. But he had been away 
from Ithaca so long that he did not recognize his own country. 
Besides, Pallas Athene had shed a mist over the land, because 
she did not want him to reach his palace before preparing him 
for what he would find there. And so everything, the winding 
paths, the bay, the cliffs, and the tall trees, looked unfamiliar 
to him. He sat up, struck his forehead with his hand, and la- 
mented: *‘To what new and strange land have I come? What new 
monsters shall I find here? If only I had stayed with the Phaea- 
eians, who received me so hospitably! But it seems they have 
betrayed me, for they promised to take me home to Ithaca, and 
now they have abandoned me on a foreign coast. May Zeus avenge 
me for this ! They have, most likely, stolen the gifts I had aboard.” 

He looked around and saw tripods, cauldrons, gold, and cloth- 
ing in orderly piles. He began to count his goods, but nothing 
was missing. While he was still hesitating what to do, Athene 
came up to him in the shape of a youth, a shepherd, but deli- 
cately formed as the son of a king. Her mantle fell in folds from 
her shoulders, and she wore sandals and carried a spear in her 
hand. Odysseus was glad to see a human being and courteously 
inquired where he was and whether this were the mainland or an 
island. “You must be from far away,” the goddess replied, “if 
you do not know the name of this country. All the world has 
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heard of it. It is, to be sure, a hilly region, and we cannot raise 
horses as they do in the land of the Argives. But we are not poor. 
The earth yields a plentiful harvest of grain and grapes. We 
have countless herds of cattle and goats, tall forests, and pure 
springs. And those who live here have helped make the land 
famous. Even in Troy, which is surely a distant city, people have 
heard of the island of Ithaca !” 

How Odysseus rejoiced to hear the name of his own country! 
Still, he was careful not to blurt out his name to the unknown 
shepherd. He pretended to have come from the far-off island 
of Crete Muth half his property. The other half, so he said, he 
had left there for his sons. He had slain a man who tried to rob 
him — so he spun out his tale — and had been forced to flee from 
his native land. When he had finished his story, Fallas Athene 
smiled and passed her hand caressingly over his face. And sud- 
denly she changed into a tall, beautiful woman. “Really !” she 
said to him. “Even among the gods themselves it would take a 
cunning knave to outdo you ! Even in your very own realm you 
will not cease dissembling ! But let us say no more about it. I agree 
that you are the craftiest of men, just as I am the wisest of the 
immortals. Yet you did not recognize me! You did not dream 
that I was beside you and saw to it that the Phaeacians met you 
courteously and hospitably. And now I have come to help you 
hide the gifts they gave you, to warn you that trouble awaits 
you in your palace, and to discuss with you the best way to meet 
it.” 

Odysseus looked at the goddess in astonishment and answered: 
“Noble daughter of Zeus, how could a mortal recognize you who 
can assume so many different shapes? I have not seen you in your 
own form since the fall of Troy. But now I beg you to tell me 
whether it is really true that I am in Ithaca, or whether you 
deceived me to comfort me in my distress?” 

“Use your eyes I” Athene replied. “Do you not recc^ize the 
bay of Phorcys, that olive tree, the cave of the nymphs where 
you offered up many a sacrifice in days gone by, and those dark- 
wooded mountains, the range of Neriton?” So spoke Athene, 
and she dissolved the mist so that the hero saw his country clearly 
before him. Joyfully he threw himself on the earth, kissed it, 
and prayed to the nymphs, the patron deities of that place. Then 
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the goddess helped him hide his treasure in the recesses of the 
cave. When they had rolled a stone in front of it, Odysseus and 
Athene sat down under the sacred olive tree to devise death for 
the suitors of whose insolence Athene told him, as well as of the 
faithfulness of Penelope. 

“Had you not reported all this to me,” said Odysseus when 
he had heard what had happened, “I should have been killed on 
my arrival home, just as surely as Agamemnon was murdered in 
Mycenae. But if you, gracious goddess, give me your aid, I shall 
not be afraid to stand alone against three hundred foes !” 

“Be of good courage, my friend,” the goddess replied. “I shall 
never desert you. Above all I shall see to it now that no one on this 
island recognizes you. The flesh shall shrivel on your stately 
limbs, the brown hair vanish from your head. I shall clothe you 
in rags which everyone will regard Avith loathing. Your shining 
eyes shall lose their luster. Not only the suitors, but even your 
wife and son will take you for an old and ugly stranger. And 
now I want you to seek out your most honest and loyal subject, 
the man who tends your swine and is devoted to you from the 
bottom of his heart. You will find him at the rock of Corax, near 
the spring Arethusa, where he is pasturing the herd. Sit down 
beside him and ask him about everything that is going on here. 
In the meantime I shall hasten to Sparta and recall your son 
Telemachus, who went there to Inquire about you of Menelaus.” 

“Since you knew all about me,” said Odysseus with some an- 
noyance, ‘Vhy did you not tell him in the first place? Did you 
want him to wander over the sea like myself, while strangers 
waste his substance?” 

But the goddess comforted him, saying: “Do not fear for your 
son ! I myself guided him, and my purpose in urging his journey 
was to mature the youth through travel and let him win glory, 
so that on his return he might face the suitors as a man. Rest 
assured that he is not suffering the slightest discomfort. He is 
lodged in the palace of Menelaus and has all his heart could wish. 
It is true that the suitors are lying in ambush for him and want 
to kill him before he reaches home, but I do not think this will 
come to pass. Long before that, many of them will sprawl dead 
on the ground.” 

So said the goddess and lightly touched the hero with her staff. 
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Instantly his flesh shrivelled, his back grew bent, and he looked 
like a ragged and dirty beggar. She handed him a staff and a 
patched sack which he slung over his shoulder by its frayed cord. 
Then she disappeared. 



ODYSSEUS VISITS THE SWINEHERD 

In this shape Odysseus walked over the hills to the place his pa- 
tron goddess had described, and there he found Eumaeus, the 
swineherd, the most faithful of his servants. He was pasturing his 
herd on a wide piece of ground which he had hedged about with 
heavy stones. Within this enclosure were twelve pens, in each 
of which fifty sows were kept for breeding. The boars — only 
three hundred and sixty against six hundred sows ! — were out- 
side the pens. The reason there were so few of these was that day 
after day the suitors demanded a fatted boar for their feast. 
Pour dogs, which looked 6is savage as wolves, guarded the herd. 

The old man was cutting oxhide for sandals. He was alone. 
Three of his helpers were scattered over the meadow with the 
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animals, and a fourth had gone to the city to deliver the daily 
boar to the palace. 

The dogs were the first to notice Odysseus. They rushed at 
him with fierce barks, but all he did was to put aside his staff 
and sit down. And now he might have suffered the disgrace of 
being attacked by his own dogs, had not the swineherd hurried 
to the spot and driven them away with stones. Then he turned to 
his master, whom he took for a poor beggar, and said : “In an- 
other moment the dogs would have tom you to pieces, and a new 
burden would have been added to the weight of sorrow I already 
bear. It is bad enough that I must mourn for my master who is 
far away! Here I sit and have to fatten boars for strangers, 
while he himself, perhaps, has not even a crust to eat and wanders 
in foreign lands — ^that is, if he is still among the living! But 
come into my hut, poor old man. Let me give you food and wine, 
and when you have satisfied your hunger, you can tell me from 
where you have come and what you have suffered to look as 
wretched as you do.” 

They entered the hut of the swineherd. He heaped twigs and 
leaves on the floor for a pallet and covered it over with the shaggy 
skin of a wild goat. When Odysseus thanked him for his kind 
reception, Eumaeus replied : “Old man, one should never neglect 
a guest, not even the poorest. To be sure, I have not much to 
offer. If my good master had stayed at home, things would be 
better with me. He would have seen to it that I had a house, land, 
and a wife. Then I could play the host in quite another fashion ! 
But he is away — ^perhaps dead. And I wish ill luck to all of 
Helen’s line, she who is responsible for the death of so many 
brave men !” 

So saying, the swineherd bound up his tunic with his belt and 
went to the pens where there were countless young pigs. He took 
two and slaughtered them, to have something to set before his 
guest. Then he cut up the meat, sprinkled it with white flour, 
roasted it on spits, and handed it to Odysseus. From a large jug 
he poured honey-sweet wine into a wooden bowl, seated himself 
opposite him, and said: “Eat now, stranger! This is the best I 
have to offer. It is only the meat of young pigs, for the suitors 
get all the fatted boars. They are insolent men with even less fear 
of the gods than pirates ! They must have heard that my master 
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is dead, for they do not woo his wife according to the custom of 
righteous men. They never return to their own homes at all, but 
stay here squandering the property of Odysseus. They do not 
slaughter his cattle once or even twice a day, but every hour, 
and they eat and drink day and night! My lord is as rich as 
twenty other kings put together. He has twelve herds of cattle 
and as many herds of sheep, swine, and goats on his farms where 
his herdsmen and servants tend them for him. Here alone, he has 
eleven flocks of goats watched over by faithful men, but each 
man is forced to deliver a he-goat to the suitors day after day. 
I take care of his swine, and every morning I too must send those 
greedy guzzlers a boar.” 

As the herdsman talked, Odysseus quickly ate the meat and 
drained his cup without answering, like one who is not thinking 
of what he is doing. His mind was already intent on the revenge 
he was going to take on the suitors. When he had satisfied his 
hunger and thirst and Eumaeus had filled his bowl again, he 
drank to his health and said in a kind voice: “Describe your 
master to me in greater detail, my friend. It is quite possible that 
I know him, that I have met him somewhere, for I have been 
around in the world a good bit.” 

But the swineherd had small faith in this possibility. “Do you 
think it would be easy for a stranger, a wayfarer, to make us 
believe what he tells us about our master?” he said. “During the 
past years, vagabonds who wanted food and shelter have fre- 
quently come to my mistress and her son and told them tales of 
our dear lord which moved them to tears. But I am certain they 
lied to get food or clothing, and that dogs and birds have de- 
voured his flesh, or fish have eaten it, and that his bare bones are 
bleaching on some alien shore. Never again will I have so good 
a master ! He was a kind and thoughtful man ! When I think of 
him it is less as my lord than as an elder brother.” 

“Well then, because your doubting heart denies so firmly that 
he will return,” Odysseus said, “I swear to you that he will ! I do 
not lie like those other men who only wanted to get a new tunic or 
mantle with their tales! I shall not expect rewards until he re- 
turns. Though I am in rags and tatters, I shall tell only the 
truth; before the year is up— I swear it by Zeus, by your hospi- 
table board, and by the herds of Odysseus !— your master will 
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enter his house and punish the suitors who dare to make the life 
of his wife and son a burden to them.” 

“Old man,” said Eumaeus, “I shall not have to reward you 
for your prediction, for Odysseus will not return. Do not spin 
out your foohsh fancies. Drink your wine and let us talk of other 
things. I shall not hold you to your oath. I have no hopes con- 
cerning Odysseus, but I am troubled about Telemachus. I hoped 
to see him like his father both in body and spirit. But a god or 
a mortal has addled his brain, for he has gone to Pylos to make 
inquiries about my master. In the meantime, the suitors are lying 
in ambush, waiting to kill him, the last scion of the age-old line 
of Arcisius. But now tell me your own griefs. Who are you, and 
what has brought you to Ithaca?” 

Odysseus amused himself by telling the swineherd a long story 
in which he presented himself as the impoverished son of a rich 
man on the island of Crete and invented the wildest adventures. 
He claimed to have been in the war of Troy and to have come 
across Odysseus there. On the way home, he said, a tempest had 
cast him ashore on the coast of the Thesprotians, whose king 
had given him news of Odysseus. The king said that he had been 
his guest a short time ago and that he had left to travel to the 
oracle of Dodona to hear the bidding of Zeus. 

When Odysseus had finished his web of lies, the swineherd said : 
“Unhappy stranger! How you have touched me to the quick 
with the descriptions of your wanderings I The only thing I do 
not believe is what you have told me about Odysseus. An Aetolian 
assured me years ago that he had seen my master on Crete, where 
he was mending his ship. He said Odysseus was certain to come 
home that very summer, or in tlie autumn at the latest. And he 
invented all those lies because he was being hunted for murder 
and wanted to ingratiate himself with me. Ever since then I have 
been suspicious of anyone who claims to have seen Odysseus! 
You shall enjoy my hospitality without being driven to lies.” 

“Let us make a bargain,” said Odysseus. “If your master 
really returns, you shall give me a tunic and mantle and send 
me to Dulichium, where I want to go. If he does not, bid your 
helpers cast me from a clifif into the sea, as an example to other 
beggars gfiven to lying.” 

“That would be small glory for me !” the swineherd objected. 
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*‘How could I kin the guest I took into my own hut? If I did 
that, I could never pray to Zeus any more. But it is time for our 
supper. The rest will soon be here, and then we shall make merry 
together.” Shortly after this the other herdsmen arrived, and 
Eumaeus had them slaughter a five-year-old boar in honor of 
his guest. Part of it was offered up to the nymphs and the god 
Hermes. The moi had an ample share, but the best piece, cut 
from the back, was given to the guest, even though he looked 
like a beggar to his host. 

This moved Odysseus, and he cried out gratefully : “May Zeus 
cherish you, Eumaeus, as you have cherished me, though I am 
sorry enough to look at!” The swindierd thanked him and 
pressed him to eat. While they feasted, clouds drove across the 
moon, the west wind howled around the hut, and rain began to fall 
in torrents. Odysseus felt cold in his beggar’s rags, and, in order 
to attract his host’s attention to his plight and induce him to 
offer his own warm mantle, he began to tell a story he invented 
on the spur of the moment. 

“Listen, Eumaeus, and you other herdsmen,” he said. “Your 
wine has loosened my tongue, and I am tempted to relate what 
had perhaps better be left unsaid. Once, during the siege of Troy, 
when the three of us, Odysseus, Menelaus, and myself, together 
with our warriors, lay in ambush in a reedy swamp close to the 
walls of the city, night fell, and it became very cold. The north 
wind blew flurries of snow about us, and soon our shields were 
rimmed with ice. This did not matter to my friends. They 
wrapped themselves in their mantles and slept warmly enough. 
But I had left my mantle behind in the camp, since I hsid not 
counted on such weather. Now a good part of the night was still 
to come, and I knew that it would be coldest just before dawn. 
So I nudged Odysseus, who lay beside me, with my elbow and 
said to him : ‘If this cold keeps up, I shall freeze to death ! An evil 
god prompted me to set out in nothing but my tunic.’ When 
Odysseus heard tliis, he whispered back : ‘Don’t let anyone hear 
you ! You shall soon have what you need !’ He crooked his elbow, 
raised his head a little, and called softly to the others : ‘Friends, 
the gods have sent me a warning dream ! It seems we have ven- 
tured too far from our ships. Will not one of you go and ask 
Agamemmon to send ua more men?’ At bis words Thoas, son of 
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Andraemon, jumped up, eager to do his bidding, flung his mantle 
to the ground, and ran off to the camp. I picked it up, wrapped 
it around me, and slept comfortably until morning. If I were as 
young and strong now as I was then, perhaps some herdsman 
here would lend me his mantle to shelter me from the cold of 
night. But old and poor as I am, no one cares how much I freeze 
in these rags of mine !” 

“That was a fine hint you gave us in your tale,” said Eumaeus 
laughing. “We shall certainly take it, and you shall lack neither 
clothing nor anything else. Tomorrow you must put on your 
rags again, though, for we have no mantles to spare. But should 
the son of Odysseus return safely, he will surely give you a tunic 
and mantle and have you conducted wherever you wish to go.” 
And with that, Eumaeus took soft fleeces and heaped them near 
the hearth. When Odysseus lay down on them the swineherd 
covered him with his own thick mantle. While the others also set- 
tled down to sleep, he himself took his weapons in hand and pre- 
pared to spend the night near the pens. He took a shaggy goat- 
skin to shield him from the wind, and another to serve as bedding. 
In his hand he carried a sharp spear to fend off thieves or dogs. 
Odysseus watched him leave the hut and felt glad that he had a 
faithful servant who cared for his master’s possessions so con- 
scientiously, even though he thought him dead. 


TELEMACHTTS LEAVES SPAETA 

In the meantime Fallas Athene flew to Sparta, where she found 
the two youths from Pylos and Ithaca on couches in the palace of 
King Menelaus. Peisistratus, son of Nestor, was sound asleep, 
but Telemachus lay awake, worrying about his father. Suddenly 
he saw the daughter of Zeus standing at the foot of his bed. 
“Telemachus,” she said, “you do not do well in staying away from 
home while wanton suitors are feasting and drinking in your 
palace. Do not delay any longer, but ask Menelaus to let you 
return to Ithaca before your mother is compelled to marry 
against her will. For her father and brothers are urging her to 
choose Eurymachus for her husband. He has outdone all the 
rest in bringing splendid gifts and has promised a large marriage 
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settlement besides. Hasten hcnne, and — worst comes to worst — 
entrust your property to a loyal servant until such a time as the 
gods help you find a wife worthy of you. And one more thing: 
the strongest of the suitors are lying in wait for you in the strait 
between Ithaca and Same. They intend to kill you before you can 
reach your country. So steer away from there and travel only 
by night. A god will provide you with a fair wind. When you 
reach Ithaca, tell your companions to go to the city, but you 
yourself first visit Eumaeus who tends your swine. Stay with 
him until the following morning and from there send word of 
your safe arrival to Penelope, your mother.” 

When she had spokoi thus, the goddess returned to high 
Olympus. But Telemachus touched his friend’s boot with his heel 
and said: “Wake up, Peisistratus! Let us yoke the horses and 
start for home!” 

“What was that?” the other answered drowsily. “You surely 
don’t want to leave now, at dead of night? Wait until morning. 
King Menelaus will give us gifts in parting and speed us on our 
way with words of friendship.” They were still discussing their 
journey when dawn came. Menelaus was up even before his 
guests. When Telemachus saw him walking through the hall, 
he quickly put on his tunic, slung his mantle over his shoulder, 
approached the king, and begged him to let him leave for home 
that very day. 

“I shall not keep you if you long for your country,” Menelaus 
replied. “A host who burdens his guest with too insistent hos- 
pitality is a foe rather than a friend. It is just as discourteous to 
hold back one who wishes to hasten away as to remind one who 
lingers of departure. Wait just long enough for me to put gifts 
into your chariot, and for the women to prepare a meal for you.” 

“Noble Menelaus,” said Telemachus, “the only reason I wish 
to return to Ithaca is that I myself may not be killed while I am 
making inquiries about my father. It seems that dangers are in 
store for me, and that I am much needed in my palace.” 

When Menelaus heard this, he hurried to have the food made 
ready, and went to his storeroom together with Helen and his son 
Megapenthes. Here he selected a cup of gold and a silver pitcher. 
T TaTaii looked through her chest and fetched out the most beauti- 
ful of the garments she herself had woven. With these gifts the 
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three returned to their guest. Menelaus offered him the cup, 
Megapenthes set the pitcher before him, and Helen went up to 
him, carrying the garment, and said: “Take this gift, dear 
Telemachus, as a remembrance of Helen’s art. Your bride shall 
wear it on her wedding day. Until then, let it lie in your mother’s 
chest. But for you I wish a glad heart and a safe return to your 
father’s house.” 

Telemachus accepted the gifts with courteous words of thanks, 
and his friend Peisistratus admired them and stowed them away 
in the chariot. Then Menelaus feasted with the two youths for 
the last time. When they had already mounted the chariot, the 
king came with a full cup, poured a libation to the gods, implor- 
ing them to give the youths a happy homecoming, and bade them 
farewell and sent his greetings to his old friend Nestor. While 
Telemachus was still thanking his host, an eagle flew up from 
the court, to the right of the horses, carrying a white goose in 
his talons, and a crowd of men and women followed shouting. All 
rejoiced in this sign of good omen, and Helen said : “Listen to my 
prophecy, my friends ! As the eagle flew from his mountain aerie 
and snatched the goose fattened on the food of our house, so 
Odysseus will return from his long wanderings and avenge the 
wrong done him by the suitors who have grown fat on his pro- 
visions.” 

“May Zeus make this come true !” cried Telemachus. “And if 
he does, we shall pray to you as to a goddess, Queen Helen.” 

And now the two set out in their chariot. They spent the night 
with Diodes in Pherae, w^ho again received them with warm hos- 
pitality, and on the second day reached the city of Pylos. As they 
approached the gates, Telemachus turned to his young friend 
and said: “Dear Peisistratus, even though our fathers know and 
value each other, and though this journey we have taken together 
has made us such good friends, I do not want to enter the city 
with you. Do not be angry with me for this ! It is only that I fear 
your father will want to keep me as his guest out of the kindness 
of his heart, and you know yourself how important it is for me 
to get home as quickly as possible.” 

Peisistratus agreed that this would be the better course, and 
he guided the horses around the city confines and straight to the 
shore and the ship of Telemachus. Here he bade his friend a 
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tender farewell and said: ‘‘Now board your ship and leave as 
soon as you can, for if my father heard you were here, he would 
come and urge you to spend the night in our palace.” Telemachus 
did as Nestor’s son had bidden him. His companions boarded the 
ship and seated themselves at the oars. He himself stayed ashore 
near the stern just long enough to make an offering to Athene, 
his protectress. 

While he was still praying to the goddess, a man came toward 
him in great haste, stretched his hands out toward him, and cried : 
“By your offering, O youth, by the gods, and by the welfare of 
your house and your people, tell me who you are and where you 
live !” When Telemachus briefly told him what he wanted to know, 
the stranger continued: “I too am on a journey. I am Theocly- 
menus, the soothsayer. My family comes from Pylos, but I my- 
self lived in Argos. There I slew a man in a fit of anger. He has 
powerful kinsmen, and I am fleeing from his brothers and other 
male relatives, who have sworn to kill me. Henceforth I have no 
choice but to roam through the world as an exile. Regard me as 
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a suppliant, and let me board your ship with you, for my pur- 
suers are at my heels !” 

Telemachus, who was of a kindly disposition, gladly asked the 
stranger into his ship and promised to see to it that he wanted 
for nothing when they reached Ithaca. He took the spear from 
the soothsayer’s hands and laid it on the deck. Then he went 
aboard with Theoclymenus and sat down beside him in the stem. 
The rox>es which bound the ship to the shore were loosed, the 
mast, carved of pine, was fitted into its socket, and the white sails 
were fastened to the yards. A fair wind bellied out the cloth, and 
through the rushing waves the ship sped out to sea. 


•WITH THE SWINEHERD 

On the evening of that very day Odysseus had his meal with 
Eumaeus and the other herdsmen. To try his host and to find out 
how long he would give shelter to a poor beggar, Odysseus said 
to him after they had finished eating: “Tomorrow, my friend, I 
shall take my beggar’s staff and set out for the town, for I do not 
want to be a burden to you. Tell me the best way to go, and give me 
a guide as far as the gates ; then I shall wander about and see 
where I can get a little bread and wine. I should also like to go 
to the palace and tell Penelope what I know about Odysseus. 
Who knows but that the suitors may give me food and shelter 
in return for a little work? For I am very good at splitting wood, 
making a fire, turning the spit, serving meat and wine, and doing 
other things the rich expect from the poor.” 

But Eumaeus frowned and replied : “What talk is this ! Do 
you want to walk straight to your own destruction ? Do you really 
think those arrogant suitors want such as you for servants? They 
have quite other persons to see to their needs. Boys with bloom- 
ing faces, with perfumed hair and dainty tunics walk among the 
tables loaded with meat, bread, and wine, and pass the platters. 
Better stay with us — ^you are no burden — and wait until Telem- 
achus returns and supplies you with clothing and food.” 

Odysseus accepted this offer with thanks and then begged the 
herdsman to tell him about his master’s parents — whether they 
were still living or had gone the dark path to Hades. “Laertes, 
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his father, is still alive,’’ said !Eumaeus. ‘‘But he mourns Odys- 
seus and Anticlea, his own wife, who died of sorrow for her 
lost son. I too lament the death of that good woman, for it was 
she who brought me up with her daughter Ctimene, almost as if 
I had been her own child. Later, when her daughter married a 
man from Same, the mother fitted me out and sent me here, to the 
country. Now, to be sure, I have been deprived of many things, 
and live by my work as well as I can. Penelope, who is queen now, 
can do nothing at all for me. She is surrounded and spied on by 
her suitors, and an honest servant is not even admitted to her 
presence.” 

“But where do you come from, and how did you happen to get 
to the palace in Ithaca?” Odysseus asked. 

The swineherd filled his guest’s bowl and answered: “Drink, 
old man, while I tell you a story which I hope will not tire you. 
This is the season when the nights are long, and there is time both 
for talk and for sleep. Beyond Ortygia lies the island of Syria. 
It has not a large population, though the soil is fertile. Two cities 
are on it. Both were governed by a mighty king, by my father 
Ctesius, son of Ormenus. When I was quite a small boy, dishonest 
seamen from Phoenicia landed there. They had all sorts of fine 
wares for sale on their ship and stayed near our coast for a long 
time. Now in our palace was a woman from Phoenicia. My father 
had bought her as a slave. She was slender and lovely, skilled in 
crafts, and well-liked by everyone in our household. She fell in 
love with one of the traders from her own country, and the man 
promised to take her to Sidon. The faithless slave, on her part, 
pledged him certain things in return. Not only would she bring 
him gold to pay her passage, but something better! For — so she 
told him — she was the nurse of the little prince ! He was bright 
for his age and went with her whenever she had to do errands for 
the house. It would be easy to get him to come to the ship, and he 
should sell well enough to fetch the trader a substantial profit. 

“So the woman made a bargain with him and returned to the 
palace. The traders remained on our island for a full year. When 
they finally loaded their ship and prepared to sail for home, one 
of them came to the palace with a necklace of gold and amber 
beads for sale. My mother and her tirewomen were grouped 
around him, passed the charming trinket from hand to hand, 
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examined it, and offered him their price. While this was going on, 
the man nodded to the Phoenicicm, and hardly had he left the 
house before she took me by the hand and led me out. As we passed 
through the room which lay before the great hall, she saw the 
board spread for my father’s guests. I watched her take three 
gold cups and hide them in the folds of her mantle, but I was too 
unsuspecting to give it a thought and followed her. The sun was 
just setting when we reached the harbor and boarded the ship 
with the rest of the crew. 

“We left with a favorable wind, but when we were about six 
days out at sea, the false woman fell dead, struck by an arrow of 
Artemis, so they said, dead as a sea-fowl shot by the hunter. They 
threw her overboard as food for the fish, and I, a little child, was 
left alone among strangers, not one of whom had pity on me. 
After a time they landed in Ithaca, where Laertes bought me from 
the traders. That was the first time I ever saw this island.” 

“Well,” said Odysseus, “you need not lament your fate too 
bitterly ! For along with the bad, Zeus gave you much good. He 
put you into the hands of a good man who took care of your needs 
and on whose land you are still living well. I, on the other hand, 
am a beggar, wandering about in eternal exile.” 

While they were talking, the hours had sped. There was only 
a little time left to sleep before the dawn woke them. 


TELEMACHUS KETURNS 

That very morning Telemachus and his companions landed on 
the coast of Ithaca. Following Athene’s advice he ordered them 
to row on to the city, while he himself went ashore to visit the 
swineherd. He promised the men their pay and a merry feast on 
the following day. “But where shall I go, my son?” asked Theo- 
clymenus. “Who will give me shelter in the city? Shall I go 
straight to your mother’s palace?” 

“If things at home were as they should be,” Telemachus re- 
plied, “I should urge you to go there without more ado. But as 
it is, the suitors would never admit you, and my mother keeps to 
her room. It would be wiser for you to go to the house of Eury- 
machus, son of Folybus of Ithaca, a man highly esteemed by his 
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countrymen. Besides, Eurymachus is the most reasonable of my 
mother’s suitors.” 

While he was speaking, a hawk flew by on his right. In its 
talons was a dove whose feathers it was plucking as it flew. When 
the soothsayer saw this, he took the young man aside and 
whisperpd to him : ‘^If my knowledge of signs does not trick me, 
this is a happy omen for your house! Never will another line 
rule in Ithaca. It is you and yours who will govern this land 
forever !” 

Before bidding farewell to Theoclymenus, Telemachus com- 
mended him to the care of his best friend, Peiraeus, son of Clytius, 
to whom he sent word to take the seer into his house until he, 
Telemachus, came to the city. Then he left the ship and went 
his way on foot. 

In the meantime Odysseus and the swineherd were preparing 
the morning meal, while the helpers drove the herd to pasture. 
They had just begun to eat when they heard steps and the dogs 
jumped up. They did not snarl, but rather seemed to bark a joy- 
ful welcome. friend must be coming to see you,” said Odysseus. 
‘‘The dogs would not act this way toward strangers.” 

Hardly had the last word left his lips when he saw his own 
dear son Telemachus standing on the threshold. The herdsman 
dropped his bowl in glad excitement and ran to his young master. 
He embraced him and covered his head, his eyes, and his hands 
with kisses, weeping with joy, as though he were seeing some- 
one he loved who had escaped from death. An old father welcom- 
ing his late-born son when he comes home after ten years in 
foreign lands could not have been happier ! Telemachus did not 
enter the hut until Eumaeus had told him that nothing of im- 
portance had happened in the palace during his absence. Then 
he handed the swineherd his lance and went in. Odysseus wanted 
to give him his seat, but Telemachus waved him back with kindly 
words : “Stay where you are, stranger,” he said. “Eumaeus will 
find a place for me.” And the herdsman was, indeed, already heap- 
ing a pile of twigs and leaves and spreading over these a soft 
fleece. And now Telemachus sat down, and the swineherd served 
him with roast meat and bread, and mixed wine and water in a 
wooden bowl. While the three ate, Telemachus asked Eumaeus 
about the stranger, and the old man gave him a brief outline of 
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the long tale Odysseus had invented about himself. “And now,” 
he concluded, “he has fled from a Thesprotian ship and taken 
shelter with me. I shall put him in your hands. Do with him as 
you please.” 

“I am alarmed at the very idea,” Telemachus replied. “How 
can I take this man home with me — old and weak as he is ? It will 
be better for you to keep him here a while longer. I shall send 
him a tunic, a mantle, sandals, and a sword, and food enough so 
that you and your helpers need not share your stores with him. 
But he must not appear before the suitors, for they are so in- 
solent that even a powerful man could not prevail against them.” 

Odysseus expressed his amazement at the fact that the suitors 
dared defy the son of the house. “Can it be,” he asked Tele- 
machus, “that your people hate you ? Or have you a quarrel with 
your brothers? Or do you let those men oppress you of your own 
free will? If I were as young as you and the son of Odysseus, I 
should rather let myself be knocked senseless or die in my own 
house than passively watch such goings on !” 

Telemachus answered quietly: “The people do not hate me, 
and I have no brothers. I am an only son. But many men from 
the surrounding islands and from Ithaca itself are wooing my 
mother and regard me as their enemy. She has been evading them, 
but they stay, and soon I shall have nothing left to my name.” 
Then he turned to the swineherd and said : “And now do me the 
favor of going to the city and telling my mother that I have 
returned. But do not let the suitors hear you !” 

“Would it not be better for me to go by way of your grand- 
father Laertes?” Eumaeus asked. “They say that since you left 
for Pylos, he has neither eaten nor drunk, and has not even gone 
out to watch over the work done in his fields. He just sits there 
overcome with grief and grows feebler every day.” 

“In spite of that I cannot let you go the long way around,” 
said Telemachus. “My mother must be the first to hear of my 
homecoming. She will send a servant to bring the news to my 
grandfather.” And he urged the old man out of the hut. Eumaeus 
bound his sandals to his feet, took a lance in his hand, and 
hastened away. 
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ODYSSEUS REVEALS HIMSELF TO HIS SON* 

Pallas Athene had only waited for Eumaeus to leave the hut. 
The instant he was gone she appeared on the threshold in the 
form of a tall, beautiful woman. She did not reveal herself to 
Telemachus, but only to his father and the dogs, who did not bark 
but whined and ran to the other side of the court. The goddess 
motioned to Odysseus. He understood what she wanted and went 
outside. She met him at the wall and said : ‘‘Odysseus, you need 
no longer conceal your true self from your son. It will be better 
if both of you go to the city together to bring doom to the 
suitors. I shall not fail to join you, for I burn with eagerness to 
punish those scoundrels.” So said the goddess and touched the 
beggar with her golden staff. And a miracle took place. He grew 
taller, his face became smooth and tanned, and his hair and beard 
were thick and curled. A fine tunic and mantle clothed his strong, 
bronzed limbs. When she had brought about this change, the 
goddess vanished. 

Odysseus reentered the hut, and his son gazed at him in amaze- 
ment. Then he turned away his face, for he thought he was in 
the presence of a god, and said : “Stranger, you look very dif- 
ferent now than before ! You have other clothing, and your very 
features have changed. You must be one of the immortals! Let 
me bring you an offering and implore your favor.” 

“I am no god,” Odysseus replied. “Look at me, Telemachus ! 
Do you not recognize your own father, for whom you have grieved 
so many years.?” And as he spoke the tears gushed from his eyes. 
He hastened toward his son and clasped him in his arms. 

But Telemachus found it difficult to believe the truth. “No, 
no,” he cried. “You are not Odysseus, my father ! A god is trick- 
ing me only to plunge me deeper into despair. How could a mortal 
bring about such a change in his appearance with his own mortal 
powers ?” 

“Do not be so astonished, dear Telemachus,” said Odysseus. 
“It is really I who have returned to my country after on absence 
of twenty years — ^I and none other. It was Athene who trans- 
formed me, first into a stooping old beggar, and then back into 
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a strong man. For the gods find it easy to make a man seem noble 
or base.” So said Odysseus and seated himself. And now Telem- 
achus took courage and put his arms around his father. Both 
father and son were stirred by the long years of sorrow they had 
suffered, and they lamented as loudly as parent birds whose un- 
fledged young have been stolen from the nest. When they had 
wept their fill, Telemachus at last asked his father on what ship 
he had come home. Odysseus told him the story and then said : 
‘^And now that I am here, my son, Athene wants us to take counsel 
as to the best way to revenge ourselves on our foes. Name the 
suitors to me so that I may know how many of them there are and 
whether the two of us are enough to cope with them, or whether 
we should look around for allies.” 

‘^Your glorious deeds have been told me over and over, father,” 
Telemachus answered. know that you are both strong and 
wise. Nevertheless, we two could never prevail against the suitors. 
It is not as if there were ten or even twenty of them. There are 
many more : fifty-two of the boldest young men from Dulichium 
alone, and six servants to boot ; twenty-four from Same ; twenty 
from Zacynthus, and twelve from Ithaca. And then there is 
Medon, the herald, a singer, and two cooks. So, if it is at all pos- 
sible, let us try to get others to help us,” 

‘‘Do not forget,” Odysseus replied, “that Athene and Zeus 
have allied themselves to our cause, and that once the fight breaks 
out in my palace, they will not let us wait long for their help. 
Now my plan is this. You must return to the city tomorrow and 
take your place among the suitors as though nothing had hap- 
pened. By Athene’s touch I shall again assume the shape of a 
beggar, and the swineherd will conduct me to the palace. No 
matter what they do to me there, even if they throw things at 
me and drag me across the threshold, you must curb your heart 
and bear it. You may try to calm them with words, but they will 
not listen to you. At a sign from me you shall take all the weapons 
hanging in the great hall and hide them in one of the upper 
chambers of the house. If the suitors notice they are gone and ask 
about them, say you have had them removed because soot from 
the hearth has dimmed the gleam they had when Odysseus still 
used them. Leave out only two swords, two spears, and two oxhide 
shields for us to fight with when our enemies, in the blind confu- 
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sion the gods will send upon them, try to attack us. For the 
rest, no one must know that Odysseus has returned, not Laertes, 
not the swineherd, and not even Penelope, your mother. In the 
meantime I shall test the servants and find out who still honors 
and fears me, and who has forgotten me and does not reverence 
you.” 

“Dear father,” said Telemachus, “I shall certainly do just as 
you say. But I do not think testing the servants will help us. It 
will take too long. It will he easy enough, of course, to find out 
about the women in the palace, but as for the men on your farms, 
let us leave that for the time when you are again king in your own 
palace.” Odysseus agreed with his son and rejoiced in his clear- 
headed thinking. 



THE CITY AND THE PALACE 

In the meanwhile the ship which had brought Telemachus and 
his companions home from Pylos had run into port, and a herald 
had been sent on ahead to the palace to tell Penelope of her son’s 
return. The swineherd arrived with the same news, and the two 
met in the king’s house. The herald was first to speak. He said 
aloud to the queen in the presence of her tirewomen : “Your son, 
O queen, has returned.” But Eumaeus spoke to her alone, with- 
out eavesdroppers, and repeated what his young master had said ; 
he also begged her to send on the good news to his grandfather 
Laertes. As soon as the swineherd had delivered his message he 
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hastened home to his herd. Some of Penelope^s handmaids re- 
ported the brief words of the herald to the suitors, and they 
gathered dejectedly outside the gates and seated themselves on 
the polished stones to take counsel with one another. Eury- 
machus opened the assembly. “We surely would never have be- 
lieved that this boy would carry out his purpose and accomplish 
this journey,” he said. “Let us quickly prepare a swift-sailing 
ship and send a message to our friends who are lying in ambush, 
so that they wait no longer but return.” 

While Eurymachus was speaking, Amphinomus, another 
suitor, had looked toward the harbor which was easily visible from 
the forecourt of the palace. And there he saw the ship with those 
suitors who had gone to lie in ambush coming in with full sails. 
“We need not send a message,” he cried. “There they are ! Either 
a god has told them of the return of Telemachus, or they have 
been pursuing his ship and could not catch up with him.” 

All the suitors rose and hurried down to the shore. Then, 
together with those who had just arrived, they went to the market 
place where they held an assembly. Antinous, leader of the party 
which had set out for the strait, defended himself and his com- 
rades. “It was not our fault that he got away,” he said. “We 
had spies watching from the hills the livelong day, and after sun- 
set we did not stay ashore but crossed and recrossed the strait, 
thinking only of capturing Telemachus and putting an end to 
his life. One of the immortals must have guided him, for we did 
not even catch sight of his ship ! But to make up for this failure, 
we must destroy him here, in the city, for the boy is growing too 
clever and will soon be too much for us. In the end he will make 
the people rebellious too. If they find out that we have lain in 
ambush to murder him, they will drive us out of the country. 
Rather than have that happen, let us get him out of the way, 
divide up his possessions among us, and leave the palace to his 
mother and her husband-to-be. But if my plan does not appeal 
to you, if you want him to live and keep his estates, then let us 
stop using up his stores. Let each one of us go to his home and 
from there woo the queen with gifts, and let her choose the one 
who is most generous, or the one whom Fortune favors.” 

When he had finished, there was a long silence. Finally Amphi- 
nomus, son of Nisus, the noblest among the suitors, whose wisdom 
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and courteousness had commended him even to Penelope, rose and 
stated his opinion to the gathering. “My friends,” he said, “I do 
not think we should murder Telemachus. It is a terrible crime to 
kill the last descendant of a kingly line. At any rate, let us first 
ask the gods about this. If Zeus favors the enterprise, I myself 
shall be willing to kill him, but if the immortals do not consent, I 
counsel you to give up the plan.^’ 

The suitors agreed to do as he had advised. They postponed 
carrying out their scheme and returned to the palace. But this 
time, too, Medon, the herald, who kept secret faith with Penel- 
ope, had eavesdropped at their meeting and told the queen every- 
thing he had heard. Instantly she veiled herself and hastened 
down into the great hall, where she addressed the originator of 
the plot in a voice trembling with emotion. “Antinous,” she cried, 
‘Tthaca is wrong in regarding you as the wisest among your 
countrymen. You are not really wise. You are deaf to the words 
of the wretched, to whom even Zeus gives ear, and insolent enough 
to conspire against the life of my son Telemachus. Have you for- 
gotten that your father once fled to our house as a suppliant, be- 
cause he W81S being hunted for having practiced piracy on our 
allies? His pursuers wanted to kill him, but Odysseus held them 
back and quieted their rage. And now you, in thanks for the help 
given your father, waste the goods of Odysseus, woo his wife, 
and want to murder his only son ! You would do better to keep 
your companions from impious actions !” 

Before Antinous could reply, Eurymachus broke in. “Have no 
fears for your son, Penelope,” he said. “As long as I live, no man 
shall dare lay hands on him. When I was a child, Odysseus some- 
times took me on his knee and gave me tidbits. And so his son is 
dearest to me of all men. He need not be afraid of death, at least 
not of death at the hands of the suitors. But if the gods want him 
to die, their will cannot be evaded.” So said that false man with 
the kindliest face in the world, but his heart was black with hatred. 

Penelope returned to her chamber, threw herself on her couch, 
and wept for her husband until Athene shed sleep on her eyes. 
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TELEMACHUS, ODYSSEUS, AND EUMAEUS BEACH THE CITY 

That evening, when the swineherd returned to his hut, he found 
Odysseus and Telemachus occupied in preparing a pig for the 
evening meal. Since Athene had again turned the hero into a 
ragged beggar, Eumaeus did not recognize him. “Have you come 
at last?” Telemachus called to him as soon as he had crossed the 
tiireshold. “And what news have you brought from Ithaca? Are 
the suitors still lying in wait for me, or have they given up and 
left their hiding-place?” Eiunaeus told him of the ship he had 
seen returning, and Telemachus smiled knowingly at his father, 
but so that the swineherd did not notice it. Then the three of 
them ate and lay down to sleep. 

The next morning Telemachus prepared to go to the city and 
said to Eumaeus : “Old man, I must look after my mother now. I 
want you to take this poor stranger to the city so that he may 
beg his food from house to house. I cannot possibly assume the 
burdens of the whole world. I have enough troubles of my own. 
If the old man is offended at this, so much the worse for him !” 

Odysseus, who was pleasantly surprised at his son’s ability to 
to dissemble, answered in the swineherd’s stead : “Young man, I 
myself do not wish to remain here any longer. A beggar is always 
better off in a town than in the country. Just you go, and when I 
have warmed myself a little at the fire, and the sun is higher in 
heaven, your servant here shall guide me to the city.” 

Telemachus hastened on his way. It was still fairly early in 
the morning when he reached the palace, and the suitors had not 
yet appeared. He leaned his lance against a pillar at the entrance 
and crossed the stone threshold of the great hall. Here Euryclea 
was just spreading the chairs with soft fleeces. When she saw 
the youth, she ran toward him with tears of joy and welcomed 
him home. The other servants too kissed his head and shoulders. 
And now Penelope came down from her chamber, slim as Artemis 
and lovely as Aphrodite. “Have you come back to me, dear son ?” 
she cried, clasping him in her arms and kissing his eyes. “I de- 
spaired of seeing you again ever since I knew you had left for 
Pylos. But tell me — what did you find out about your father?” 
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“0 mother,” said Telemachus mournfully, though it was very 
difficult for him to conceal his true feelings, “I have only just 
escaped death myself. Do not revive my grief for my father the 
moment I enter this house. Go to the bath, put on festal garments, 
and pledge hecatombs to the gods when they have granted us 
revenge. I myself must go to the market place to bring home a 
stranger who accompanied me on my voyage and whom I left 
with a friend until I should call for him.” 

Penelope did as her son had said, while he took his spear in 
hand and went toward the market place with his dogs at his heels. 
Athene had shed such grace about him that the citizens marvelled 
at his beauty ; the suitors overwhelmed him with flattering words, 
though in their hearts they brooded on their wicked plans. But 
Telemachus did not stay with them. He joined three of his 
father’s old friends, Mentor, Antiphus, and Halitherses, and told 
them as much as he was allowed to. And now Peiraeus brought to 
him Theoclymenus, the soothsayer, and Telemachus greeted both. 
Peiraeus at once begged him to send servants to his house to fetch 
the presents Menelaus had given Telemachus in parting. But 
Telemachus said: “The gifts are safer in your house, for I do 
not know what turn my affairs will take. If the suitors murder 
me and divide up my possessions, then I should like you to have 
those beautiful things rather than they. But if I succeed in pun- 
ishing and destroying them, why then, come gayly and bring the 
treasures to your glad friend.” 

So saying, Telemachus took Theoclymenus by the hand and 
led him toward the palace. There both had a refreshing bath and 
ate the morning meal in Penelope’s company. Then she sat at her 
spindle and said sadly to her son : “There is really no reason why 
I should not return to my lonely chamber and wet my couch with 
tears, as I have done all these years, for it seems you will tdl me 
nothing you have heard about your father.” 

“Dear mother,” Telemachus said to her, “I shall gladly tell 
you all I have heard and only wish it were news that could be of 
comfort to you. Old Nestor received me well in Pylos, but he 
knew nothing at all of my father. So he sent me to Sparta with 
his son. There I was entertained by Menelaus and Helen, for 
whose sake the Argives and Trojans suffered so much and so 
long. There I learned the scant bit which Proteus, the sea-god. 
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had told Menelaus. It was that he had seen Odysseus sorrowing 
on the island of Ogygia, where Calypso is keeping him in her 
grotto against his will. He has neither a ship nor oarsmen to take 
him home.” 

When Theocljrmenus, the soothsayer, saw that Penelope was 
deeply moved by these words, he interrupted his young host and 
said : “He does not know everything, O queen ! Listen to my pre- 
diction : Odysseus is already in his native land, waiting or prowl- 
ing about secretly and plotting the death of your suitors. This I 
know from the flight of birds, and I told your son the moment I 
saw the omen.” 

“May your prediction come true !” said Penelope with a sigh. 
“I shall not fail to give you rich rewards.” 

While these three were talking, the suitors were amusing them- 
selves in the court as usual. They threw the discus and hurled the 
javelin until the herald summoned them to the midday meal. 
Eumaeus and his guest had, in the meantime, set out for the city. 
Odysseus had slung his beggar’s scrip across his shoulder, and 
the swineherd had put a staff in his hand. Soon they came to the 
city well which the ancestors of Odysseus had walled in with stone. 
All about it was a grove of poplars, and the water gushed forth in 
a clear stream. Here they met the goatherd Melantheus with 
two of his helpers, driving the best goats in his herd to the city 
as food for the wooers. 

When Melantheus saw Eumaeus and his companion, he began 
to revile them both. “There you are !” he exclaimed. “Birds of a 
feather flock together ! There is one scoundrel leading another. 
Where are you taking that hungry beggar, swineherd? To the 
city, to go from door to door, lazily begging a crust? If you 
handed him over to me, he could sweep out the pens and carry 
young shoots to the kids. Who knows but that he might fatten up 
a bit on a diet of goat cheese? But he has, of course, learned noth- 
ing and can do nothing but beg to fill his belly.” So he spoke and 
kicked the beggar in the hip. But Odysseus did not stumble. He 
did, to be sure, turn over in his mind whether to strike this in- 
solent fellow over the head so hard that he would never rise again. 
But he curbed his anger and suffered the insult without a word. 

Eumaeus, however, did not restrain his rage. He scolded the 
goatherd soundly and then turned to the well. “Holy nymphs. 
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daughters of Zeus,” he said, ever my lord has brought you 
precious offerings, grant my prayer that he may soon return. 
He would quickly punish this churlish man ! He is the worst goat- 
herd in the world, and all he can do is idle away his time in the 
town.” 

‘‘You dog !” Melantheus retorted. “All you are good for is to 
be sold on the islands as a slave ! You might fetch a pretty penny. 
For the rest, I wish Apollo’s arrow or the spear of a suitor might 
strike that Telemachus of yours, so that he joined his father in 
the underworld.” With this parting shot he went on to the palace 
and seated himself right opposite Eurymachus, for he was well- 
liked among the suitors who permitted him to share their feasts. 

A little later the swineherd and Odysseus reached the palace. 
When the hero saw the house from which he had been absent so 
long a time, his heart beat high. He took his companion by the 
hand and said : “Eumaeus, this must be the house of Odysseus ! 
How splendid it is, and how many rooms it has ! How solid is the 
wall around the court, and what tall, wide gates flank the en- 
trance ! It seems a strong fortress as well as a palace. And feast- 
ing must be going on inside, for I can catch the scent of roast 
meat, and can hear the voice of a singer who is seasoning the 
banquet with his songs.” 

They took counsel with each other and decided that Eumaeus 
should go first and reconnoitre in the hall, while Odysseus waited 
in front of the gate. They were still conferring about this, when 
an old dog lying at the door lifted his head, pricked his ears, and 
rose. His name was Argus. Odysseus himself had bred him before 
setting out for Troy. He had been a good hunting dog, but now, 
in his old age, the men neglected him and let him sleep on a dung- 
heap, swarming with flies. When Argus noticed Odysseus, he 
seemed to recognize him in spite of his disguise, for he dropped 
his ears and wagged his tail. But he was too weak to go up to him. 
Odysseus quickly wiped away a tear, but he hid his sadness and 
said : “That dog was not a bad sort in his prime. You can still 
see that he is a thoroughbred.” 

“He is indeed,” Eumaeus replied. “He was my master’s favor- 
ite hound. You should have seen him racing through the valley 
and following the scent of game in the underbrush! But now, 
since his master is gone, no one pays any attention to him. He is 
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utterly neglected, and the servants do not even bother to feed 
him.” And Eumaeus entered the palace. But the dog, who had 
seen his master again after twenty years, put his head down be- 
tween his paws and died. 


ODYSSEUS, THE BE60AB, IN THE HALL 

Telemachus was the first to see the swineherd come into the hall, 
and with a nod he called him to his side. Eumaeus looked around 
cautiously and took a stool that was standing near, on which the 
carver sat when carving for the wooers. This he placed at Telem- 
achus’ table and seated himself opposite him, and the herald 
immediately served him with meat and bread. Soon after, Odys- 
seus tottered in, leaning heavily on his staff, and sat down on the 
ashen threshold. The instant Telemachus saw him, he took a whole 
loaf from the basket in front of him, as well as a large piece of 
meat, and gave these things to the swineherd with the words: 
“Take these gifts to the stranger, my friend, and tell him not 
to be ashamed, but to beg among the suitors.” 

Odysseus received the gifts and raised both hands to bless the 
giver. Then he placed the food on the sack at his feet and began 
to eat. 

All through the feast Phemius, the singer, had charmed the 
guests with his song. Now he fell silent, and the wild carousing 
of the banqueters filled the hall. This was the moment Athene 
chose to approach Odysseus, invisible to all. She urged him to beg 
crusts from the suitors so that he might learn which were brutal 
and which more kindly. Not that the goddess did not plan death 
for all alike, but some were to suffer less than others. Odysseus 
did her bidding and went from man to man, holding out his hand 
in pleading as if he had been a beggar all his life. A few were com- 
passionate and gave him food, and the question arose where he 
had come from. Then Melantheus, the goatherd, said: “I have 
seen that old fellow before. Eumaeus brought him along with 
him.” 

Angrily Antinous turned to the swineherd. “Why did you 
bring him to this city?” he shouted at him. “Haven’t we loafers 



enough? Do you think we need another mouth to feed in this 
hall?” 

“You are a harsh man,” Eumaeus answered quietly. “All great 
men vie in calling to their palaces seers, physicians, builders, and 
singers who gladden us with their song. But no one ever invites a 
beggar. He comes of his own accord, but that is no reason to throw 
him out. And this shall not be done here as long as Penelope and 
Telemachus live in the house.” 

But Telemachus bade him be silent, saying: “Do not trouble 
to answer, Eumaeus. You know that this man is in the habit of 
uttering insults. As for you, Antinous, let me tell you that you 
are not my guardian and therefore have no right to make me 
drive a stranger from my door. Better give him all he needs. 
But I know, of course, that you prefer to eat all you can yourself, 
rather than share with others.” 

^‘Listen to that boy gibing at me !” cried Antinous. *^But I say 
that if all the wooers would hand that beggar as much as I, he 
would not have to beg for three months running.” And with that 
he lifted a stool threateningly. Odysseus was just coming toward 
him to ask for alms and, as he did so, he began to complain of his 
long wanderings through Egypt and Cyprus. Antinous answered 
him sourly : ‘^What god has sent us this greedy, forward fellow? 
Go away from this table, or I’ll Egypt and Cyprus you !” And 
when Odysseus withdrew, grumbling at his inhospitable manner, 
Antinous threw the stool at him, and it struck his shoulder close 
to the neck. But Odysseus stood unshaken as a rock and silently 
shook his head, pondering evil in his heart. Then he returned to 
the threshold, set down his full scrip, and complained aloud of 
Antinous to the rest of the company. But Antinous cut him short. 
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“Silence!” he roared. “Shut your mouth and stuff your belly, 
or I shall catch hold of you and drag you over the threshold by 
hands and feet and flay you alive!” 

Such coarseness was too much evoi for the suitors. One of them 
rose and said : “Antinous, you have not done well to throw things 
at this unfortunate stranger. What if he were a messenger of the 
gods who has assumed mortal shape — ^for that sometimes hap- 
pens?” But Antinous paid no attention to this warning. Telem- 
achus said nothing at all at this abuse of his father. He nursed 
his anger in silence. 

Through the open window of her chamber, Penelope could hear 
everything that was taking place in the great hall, and she felt 
sorry for the beggar. She had Eumaeus brought to her in secret 
and commanded him to conduct the stranger to her. “Perhaps,” 
she added, *‘he can tell me something about my husband. He may 
even have seen him, for it seems he has wandered all over the 
world.” 

“Yes,” said Eumaeus. “Had the suitors been quiet, he could 
have told them many things. He has been staying with me for 
three days, and his tales delighted me as if they were recited by a 
singer. He comes from Crete, and he claims that his father and 
the father of Odysseus were bound by ties of hospitality. He 
asserts that Odysseus is now in the land of the Thesprotians and 
will soon return laden with treasure.” 

“Go quickly,” said Penelope, deeply moved. “Bring the 
stranger here, and let him tell me! Oh, these insolent suitors! 
What we lack is a man hke Odysseus. If only he were here, he and 
Telemachus would soon take revenge for what they have done !” 
She had hardly finished speaking when Telemachus sneezed so 
loudly that the hall echoed with the soimd. Penelope smiled and 
said to Eumaeus : “Did you hear my son sneeze when I said that? 
Surely that is a good omen, so call the stranger at once.” 

Eumaeus told the beggar of Penelope’s wish, but he replied : “I 
should very much like to tell the queen whatever I know about 
Odysseus, and I know a great deal! But the behavior of the 
suitors fiUs me with dread. When that man over there hurled a 
stool at me and hit me in the shoulder, neither Telemachus nor 
anyone else took my part. So ask Penelope to wait until sunset. 
Then, if she will let me, I shall sit at her warm hearth and tell her 
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many things.” When Penelope heard his reply she saw that he 
was right, and resolved to curb her impatience. 

Eumaeus returned to the hall, mingled with the suitors, and 
managed to whisper to Telemachus : “I am going back to my hut 
now, master. You will see to matters here, but I beg you to see to 
yourself above all, for the suitors are shrewd and vicious and are 
out to harm you.” But Telemachus begged him to stay until after 
the evening meal. He did so, and then left, promising to return on 
the following day and bring with him the best fatted boars he had. 


ODYSSEUS AND THE BEGOAS lEUS 

The suitors were still seated at the board when a notorious beggar 
from the town entered the hall. He was known as a big eater, but 
though he was tall and broad-shouldered, his muscles were weak 
and flabby. His real name was Amaeus, but the yoimg people 
in the city called him Irus, playing on the name of Iris, messenger 
of the gods, since for a small sum he carried messages from one 
to another. Envy had brought him to the palace, ftn* he had 
heard that a rival beggar had come. Now he advanced with the 
intention of hriving Odysseus out of his own house. “Get away 
from the door, old man,” he shouted. “Don’t you see that they 
are all winking at me to drag you out by the feet? Better go of 
your own accord, and do not force me to speed you on your way !” 

Odysseus gave him a black look. “There is room on the thresh- 
old for both of us,” he said. “You seem to be as poor as I. Do not 
envy me, for I do not begrudge you your share. And do not rouse 
my anger or challenge me to fight. Old as I am, the blood would 
soon flow from your breast and mouth, and the people in this 
house would not be disturbed by your presence tomorrow.” 

This infuriated Irus, and he shouted louder : “See how glibly 
the wretch talks — ^like an old fish-wife ! I’ll hit you right and left 
until your teeth drop out, as though you were a swine spilling 
com ! Do you want to fight me, even though I am much younger 
than you?” 

The suitors burst out laughing when they heard the beggars 
quarrelling, and Antinous said: “I’ll tell you what, my friends. 
Do you see those goat paunches, stuffed with blood and fat, roast- 
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ing on the fire? Let us use them as a prize for these noble heroes. 
The victor shall eat of them as much as he can, and in the future 
no beggar but he shall enter this hall.” 

All the suitors were well-pleased with this proposal. But Odys- 
seus played the timid old man, weakened by hardships. He begged 
the suitors to promise not to intervene in favor of Irus, and they 
promised him this without hesitation. Then Telemachus rose and 
said : “Stranger, if you down this fellow, then fear no man among 
the Achaeans. I am the host in this house, and whoever attacks 
you will have to reckon with me !” The suitors applauded these 
words. Odysseus girded up his tatters, and then all saw his sinewy 
thighs, his muscular arms, his broad shoulders and chest, for 
Athene had made him even mightier than he was. 

The suitors were amazed, and one said to the other; “What 
sturdy limbs that old man has under his rags ! Irus won’t have an 
easy time of it !” And Irus himself began to regret his challenge. 
The servants had to force him to gird himself for the fight, and 
his knees shook. Antinous, who had looked forward to a very dif- 
ferent situation, said crossly : “Big-Mouth, I wish you had never 
been bom! How can you tremble before such a feeble old man? 
But let me tell you that if he defeats you, you shall be put aboard 
ship and taken to Epirus, to King Echetus, who is the terror of 
all men. He will cut off your nose and ears and throw them to the 
dogs I” The more Antinous raged at him, the more Irus trembled. 
But they thrast him forward, and now both beggars raised their 
hands and began to fight. Odysseus deliberated whether he should 
kill the wretched fellow at the first blow, or strike gently, in 
order not to arouse the suspicions of the suitors. This seemed 
the wiser course to him, so when Irus struck him on the right 
shoulder, he only gave him a little tap under the ear. But slight 
as it was it crushed the bone, the blood spurted from his mouth, 
and Irus dropped to the floor, writhing and with teeth chattering. 
While the suitors howled with laughter and clapped their hands, 
Odysseus pulled Irus away from the threshold, out to the court 
and out of the gate. There he propped him against the wall, put 
a staff in his hands, and said mockingly : “Stay there and keep 
away the dogs and pigs !” Then he returned to the hall and again 
seated himself on the threshold. 

His victory had made an impression on the suitors. They 
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laughed, hailed him, and said: ‘‘May Zeus and the other im- 
mortals give you whatever you desire, stranger, for you have rid 
us of a troublesome fellow whom we shall now ship off to King 
Echetus.” Odysseus accepted their words as a good omen. And 
now Antinous gave him the big goat paunch stuffed with blood 
and fat, and Amphinomus added two loaves from the basket, 
filled a golden cup with wine, and drank to the victor. “To your 
health, old man,” he said. “May you be free from care in times to 
come!” Odysseus looked him gravely in the eyes and answered: 
“Amphinomus, you seem to be a reasonable young man, and I 
know you have a distinguished father. Take to heart what I am 
going to say to you : nothing on earth is more frail and uncer- 
tain than the life of man. While the gods favor him, he thinks 
the future can hold no danger, but when sorrow overtakes him, 
he finds he has not the courage to bear it. I know all this from 
experience. There was a time when I, too, trusting to the strength 
of youth, did much that I should not have done. And so I warn 
everyone not to be lawless at any time, but to accept the gifts of 
the gods in silent gratitude. For this reason it is not wise for the 
suitors to be so wanton and headstrong, and to offend the wife 
of a man who, I believe, cannot be far from home. Perhaps he is 
already quite near. May some god take you away from this house, 
Amphinomus, before he reaches his home.” So saying, Odysseus 
poured a libation, drank, and returned the cup to the youth. The 
suitor grew thoughtful, bowed his head, and walked through the 
hall with a heavy heart, as if he guessed what was in store for 
him. But he was not to escape the punishment Athene had 
decreed. 


PENELOPE AND THE SUITOKS 

And now the goddess breathed into Penelope the wish to appear 
before the suitors, to fill their hearts with longing, and to prove 
her true worth and faithfulness in front of her son and husband, 
of whose presence, to be sure, she was not aware. Her old and 
loyal servant applauded her decision. “Go, daughter,” she said, 
“and speak words of counsel to your son while there is still time. 
But they must not see you down there as you are now, your lovely 
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face stained with tears. First bathe and anoint yourself, and then 
confront the suitors.” 

But Penelope shook her head and replied : ^‘Do not expect that 
of me. Ever since my husband shipped for Troy, I have had no 
pleasure in adorning myself. But now call my handmaids Auto- 
noe and Hippodamia. They shall come with me, for I do not wish 
to appear before those men unaccompanied.” 

While Eurynome went to fetch the tirewomen, Athene lulled 
Penelope, reclining in a chair, into a sweet sleep which lasted no 
more than a few moments. But this was long enough for the god- 
dess to endow her with unearthly beauty. She refreshed her face 
with ambrosia, with which Aphrodite anoints herself when she 
goes to dance with the Graces. She made her taller and lither and 
shed over her skin the whiteness of new ivory. Then Athene 
vanished. As her two handmaids hurried into the room, Penelope 
awoke, rubbed her eyes, and said: ‘‘How sweetly I slept! I wish 
the gods would this very instant send me so sweet a death that I 
would no longer have to grieve for my husband and endure what 
goes on in this house.” With these words she rose from her chair 
and descended to the suitors below. She stood in the doorway of 
the great hall, her beauty shining through her veil, and when 
the suitors saw her, their hearts beat high, and each longed to 
have her as his wife. But the queen turned to her son and said : 
Telemachus, I am surprised at you. Even as a boy you showed 
more sense than you do now that you are tall and grown. Why 
did you sit there and say nothing when the poor stranger who 
came to us for shelter was mocked and insulted? This will dis- 
grace us in the eyes of the world.” 

“I do not wonder at your distress, dear mother,” Telemachus 
replied. “And I know quite well what is right, but these men are 
all against me; there is not one who would support me in any- 
thing I did. As for this fight, it did not end as the suitors hoped. 
I only wish that they were forced to hang their heads like that 
miserable fellow out in the court.” Telemachus had spoken in so 
low a voice that the suitors could not hear him, and now Eurym- 
achus, quite unaware of what had been said, called to the queen : 
“Daughter of Icarius ! If the Achaeans in the whole of Greece 
could only see you, there would be many more suitors here to- 
morrow, for you excel all other women in beauty and wisdom.” 
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“Ah, Eurymachus,” Penelope answered, “my beauty paled 
when my husband left for Troy. If he came back, if my life were 
once more protected by his arm, I might bloom again. But now I 
am stricken with sorrow. When Odysseus bade me farewell, when 
he clasped my right hand at the wrist for the last time, he said : 
‘Not all the Achaeans will return from Troy unharmed. They 
say that the Trojans know the art of war, that they are good at 
casting the javelin, shooting with the bow, and guiding their 
chariots. And so I do not know whether I am destined to return, 
or to die before Troy. Watch over the house and take care of my 
father and mother even more tenderly than you have been doing. 
And if I am not home by the time our son is grown, then marry 
if you like, and leave our house.’ That was what he said, and now 
it is all coming true. The terrible day of the wedding draws near, 
and I think of it with dread, for these suitors behave very dif- 
ferently from other wooers. If a man desires the daughter of a 
distinguished father as his wife, it is customary for him to bring 
cattle and sheep for the feast, and gifts for the bride, but not to 
waste the stores of another man without offering compensation.” 

It gave Odysseus keen pleasure to hear her speak with such 
wisdom. But Antinous replied in the name of all the suitors: 
“Noble queen, we shall gladly bring you costly gifts and ask you 
to accept them. But we shall not go home until you have chosen 
one among us for your husband.” All the suitors applauded these 
words. Servants were dispatched, and soon they returned with the 
promised gifts. Antinous presented her with a robe, woven in 
many colors and fastened with twelve clasps of gold fitted to 
widely curved catches. Eurymachus offered a necklace of amber 
beads, strung on gold, and it shone like the sun. Eurydamas held 
out to her earrings set with three mulberry colored jewels, and 
Pisander gave her a pendant exquisitely wrought. The other 
suitors also brought costly gifts which the servants earned up 
after Penelope as she returned to her chamber. 
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ODYSSEUS MOCKED AGAIN 

The suitors amused themselves riotously until nightfall. When 
it grew dark, handmaids brought in three braziers to light the 
hall and filled them with dry oak wood and resinous pine. As they 
were fanning the flames, Odysseus went up to them and said: 
‘^Listen to me, servants of Odysseus, of a master who has been 
absent from his house all too long: you should be upstairs with 
your noble mistress, turning the spindle and carding wool. Let 
me tend the fire in this hall. I shall not tire, even if the suitors stay 
until dawn. I am accustomed to hardship.” 

The girls exchanged glances and laughed among themselves. 
Finally Melantho, a young handmaid whom Penelope had reared 
like her own child, but who now was the mistress of Eurymachus, 
said haughtily: ‘‘Miserable beggar! What a fool you are! You 
should spend the night at a smithy or with some other host of 
humble birth, instead of trying to lay down the law to us here, 
where there are men of noble family. Are you drunk, or is it just 
that you have no sense? Or did your victory over Irus go to your 
head? If you don’t look out, someone here will strike you until 
the blood pours from you, and then drive you from this palace.” 

“You shameless thing!” said Odysseus angrily. “I shall tell 
Telemachus what you have just said, and he will cut you limb 
from limb !” At that the girls grew frightened and fled from the 
hall. Then Odysseus took his place at the braziers and fanned the 
flames as he brooded on revenge. Athene, meanwhile, spurred the 
suitors on to make fun of him. Eurymachus turned to his com- 
panions and said : “That man has surely been sent here to light 
up the hall with his wisdom. Just look at his head — ^not a single 
hair on it ! Doesn’t it shine like a torch?” His words were greeted 
with bawdy laughter. Encouraged by applause, he turned to 
Odysseus. “How about hiring out to me as a servant, fellow?” he 
asked him. “You could plant trees in my orchard and weed out 
the thornbushes. In return you should have all you can eat. But 
I see that you prefer to beg and fill your belly with gifts that 
cost you no sweat.” 

“Eurymachus,” said Odysseus in a steady voice, “I wish it were 
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spring and that we could match ourselves in mowing the meadow, 
both with scythes in our hands and working on an empty stomach 
until dark. Then we would see who had the greater endurance! 
And if we stood at the ploughshare, you would see whether or not 
I could cut a furrow straight through a four-acre field ! Or if 
we were off at war, I would show you that I can carry shield, 
helmet, and two brazen lances, and fight in the front line. Then 
it would not occur to you to taunt me with this belly of mine! 
Now you think you are great and powerful because you have 
measured your strength with a few, but certainly not with the 
best men. But should Odysseus once return to his home, I fear 
that these doors, wide as they are, would prove too narrow for 
your escape I” 

At this Eurymachus grew very angry. “Scoundrel!” he 
shouted. “Now, this very instant, you shall be repaid for your 
drunken impudence!” And with that he seized a footstool, but 
Odysseus ducked at the knees of Amphinomus ; the heavy missile 
hurtled over his head and struck a cupbearer in his right hand, 
so that the wine jug fell to the floor with a clatter, and the boy 
groaned and toppled over backwards. 

The suitors cursed the stranger for the disturbance he haul 
caused, but went on carousing nonetheless until Telemachus 
courteously but firmly asked them to retire for the night. At 
that Amphinomus rose and said: “You have heard what is cer- 
tainly a fair request, my friends. Let us not quarrel with the 
young man. And in the future let us not offend this stranger or 
any servant in the palace with deeds or words. Fill your cups and 
pour a libation, and then let us go to our couches. Let this beggar 
stay here under the protection of Telemachus ; for at his hearth 
he has taken shelter.” All was done as Amphinomus had said, and 
soon after the suitors left. 

ODYSSEUS ALOXE "WITH TELEMACHUS AND PENELOPE 

Only Odysseus and Telemachus remained. “Quick, let us put 
away the weapons I” the father said to his son. 

Telemachus called Euryclea, his old nurse, and said: “Keep 
the girls inside until I have taken my father’s weapons away from 
all this smoke and soot.” 
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is a good thing, my child,” answered Euryclea, ‘‘that you 
are concerned for what is yours. But who shall carry the torch 
to light your way if you do not take one of the girls?” 

“That stranger over there,” said Telemachus. “Whoever eats 
of my bread shall do me some service.” And now father and son 
carried helmets, shields, and lances to a storeroom. Before them 
went Athene, a golden lamp in her hand to spread light on their 
way. 

“This is a great marvel,” Telemachus whispered to his father. 
“How the walls of the palace shimmer ! Every beam, every pine 
post, every pillar— everything glows like fire! A god must be 
with us, one of the immortals from Olympus.” 

“Silence, my son,” said Odysseus, “and do not probe into 
these tilings. The gods forbid mortals to pry into their doings. 
Go to bed now. I myself shall stay up a little longer and try your 
mother and the handmaids.” 

Telemachus left, and now Penelope came into the hall, beauti- 
ful as Artemis or Aphrodite. Her own chair, inlaid with silver 
and ivory, and spread with a thick fleece, was placed at the 
hearth for her, and she seated herself on it. Servants cleared the 
food and cups from the tables, set these to one side, and then 
tended the fire and saw to the lighting of the room. And now 
Melantho mocked Odysseus a second time. “Stranger,” she said, 
“surely you are not going to spend the night here and spy about 
the palace? Let what you have had be enough for you, and get 
out of the door this instant unless you want a firebrand to fly at 
your head.” 

Odysseus scowled at her and replied : “You are hard to under- 
stand. Are you so hostile toward me because I am in rags and beg 
for my food? Is not that the common fate of those who wander 
homeless over the earth? Once I was happy. I lived in a fine house, 
had ample stores, and gave wandering strangers whatever they 
needed, regardless of how they looked. And I had servants and 
handmaids in plenty too. But all this Zeus has taken from me. 
Remember, girl, that a like fate may overtake you ! What if the 
queen became seriously angry with you, or if Odysseus returned? 
There is still hope of that ! Or if Telemachus, who is no longer 
a child, punished you in his stead?” 

Penelope heard the beggar’s words and scolded the arrogant 



ODYSSEUS 711 

girl. ‘^Shameless creature,” she said. know your base soul, and 
I know what you are up to. But I shall make you sorry for what 
you have done. Did you not hear me say that I wish to honor this 
stranger, that I want to ask him about my husband, and do you 
yet dare jeer at him?” Melantho was abashed and crept from the 
hall. Eurynome, the old housekeeper, placed a chair for the 
beggar, and Penelope began to question him. ^Tirst tell me 
your name and who your parents are,” she said to Odysseus. 

^^Queen,” he replied, ‘‘you are a wise and virtuous woman, and 
the glory of your husband is great. Your people and your coun- 
try are also well spoken of in the world. As for me, ask me what- 
ever you like, but not my lineage or my native land. I have suf- 
fered too greatly and cannot bear to be reminded of my home. If 
I were to tell you everything I have been through, I should break 
into loud and long lament, and then your handmaids and even 
you yourself might reprove me — ^and with good reason.” 

At this Penelope said : “I too have had much to endure since 
my husband left Ithaca. You saw the great numbers of men who 
are courting me against my will. For three years I evaded them 
through a ruse which I have had to give up.” And she told him 
about the web and how her own handmaids had betrayed her. 
“And now,” she concluded, “I can no longer put off taking a 
second husband. My parents are urging me, and my son is angry 
because his inheritance is being wasted. You see the trouble I am 
in, so you need not keep secret who you are. You were, after all, 
not born from a fabled oak or rock!” 

“Since you insist, I shall tell you,” said Odysseus, and he began 
his old tale about Crete. It sounded so like the truth that Penel- 
ope wept with compassion, and Odysseus was filled with pity for 
her. But he restrained his tears, and his eyes stood fixed between 
his lids as though they were horn or iron, and revealed nothing 
of what he felt. 

When the queen had wept her fill, she spoke again. “I must 
test you, stranger,” she said, “to see if what you say is really 
true, if you really entertained my husband as a guest in your 
house. Tell me what he was wearing, how he looked, and who was 
with him.” 

“That is difficult to remember after so long a time,” said 
Odysseus. “It is almost twenty years ago that your husband 
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landed in Crete. But I seem to recall that he wore a mantle of 
crimson wool fastened with a double clasp of gold embossed with 
a dog holding a writhing fawn in his forepaws. A tunic of fine 
white linen showed under the mantle. With him was a herald, a 
round-shouldered fellow, by the name of Eurybates, and he had 
curly hair and a dark skin.” 

Penelope wept anew because in her mind’s eye she saw every- 
thing the beggar had mentioned. Odysseus comforted her with 
a fresh tale in which he blended imaginary adventures with the 
truth, such as his landing on Thrinacia and his stay in the land 
of the Phaeacians. The beggar pretended to know all about the 
king of the Thesprotians, who had been host to Odysseus just 
before he had gone to consult the oracle at Dodona. There he 
had left great treasure for safekeeping. The beggar claimed to 
have seen it with his own eyes, and thought there was no doubt 
whatsoever that the king of Ithaca would soon return to his 
country. 

But all this could not convince Penelope. **1 do not believe 
that will ever be,” she said, bowing her head. She was about to 
bid her handmaids wash the stranger’s feet and prepare a com- 
fortable couch for him ; but rather than accept the services of 
those faithless girls, Odysseus asked for a pallet of straw. ‘‘Un- 
less,” he added, “you have some good and faithful old woman 
who has suffered as much as I. Let her wash my feet !” 

“Come, Euryclea !” Penelope cried. “It was you who brought 
up Odysseus. Now wash the feet of tiiis man who must be just 
about as old as your master.” 

Euryclea looked at the beggar and said : “Ah ! perhaps Odys- 
seus has just such hands and feet ! For when people suffer, they 
age before their time.” And as she spoke, the old woman was 
choked with tears. Now when she approached to wash the stran- 
ger’s feet, she looked at him more closely, and said : “Many men 
have visited this house, but never have I seen one who resembled 
Odysseus as you do! You have his stature, his legs, and his 
voice.” 

“Yes, that is what everyone who has seen both of us says,” 
Odysseus replied carelessly, while she mixed hot and cold water 
in a basin. But when she had completed her preparations, he 
moved out of the light, for he did not want her to see the scar 
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above his right knee, where a boar had thrast his tusk into the 
flesh long ago, when he had hunted as a youth. He feared that 
the moment Euryclea noticed it, she would recognize him. But 
though his legs were in shadow, she knew the scar when her pahn 
touched it, and in the first shock of joy let his foot slip from her 
hand 6ind into the basin, so that the metal rang and the water 
splashed over the rim. Her breath faltered and her eyes filled 
with tears. Tremblingly she touched his knee. “Odysseus, dear 
child, it is you!” she cried. “I have felt the scar!” But out shot 
Odysseus’ right hand and caught her by the throat, and with 
his left he drew her toward him. “Do you want to destroy me?” 
he whispered. “What you say is true, but no one in the palace 
must know. If you do not keep silence, you shall share the fate 
of those worthless girls !” 

“No need to threaten me !” said Euryclea softly, when he had 
released her throat. “My heart is firm as rock and iron. But be- 
ware of the other handmaids in this palace. I shall tell you the 
names of all who have no respect for you.” 

“You do not have to,” said Odysseus. “I already know who 
they are.” When Euryclea had washed and anointed his feet, 
Penelope began to speak. She had not noticed what had passed 
between them, for Athene had turned her thoughts elsewhere. 

“My heart sways to and fro in doubt, stranger,” she said 
pensively. “Shall I remain with my son and administer the palace 
for my husband who may still be alive, or shall I marry the 
noblest among my suitors, him who offers the most splendid 
bridal gifts? While Telemachus was still a child, I refused to 
marry. Now that he is a youth, he himself wishes me to go from 
here, for he fears that his possessions will be utterly wasted. 
And I have had a dream. Perhaps you, who seem so wise, can 
explain it to me. I have twenty geese, and I like to watch them 
eat their grain. Well, I dreamed that an eagle came flying down 
from the mountains and broke the necks of all my geese. They 
lay dead, scattered about on the ground, and the bird flew off 
through the air. I began to sob aloud, but the dream went on. 
I thought I saw women coming from the city to comfort me in 
my grief. And suddenly the eagle came too, perched on the sill, 
and began to speak to me in a human voice. ‘Be of good courage, 
daughter of Icarius,’ he said. ‘This is no dream; it is a vision. 
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The suitors are the geese, and I, the eagle, am Odysseus, re- 
turned to put an end to them.’ That is what the bird said, and 
then I awoke. I immediately went to look after my geese, and 
they were feeding quietly at the trough.” 

“Queen,” the beggar replied, “in your dream Odysseus him- 
self has told you what will come to pass. The vision can have no 
other meaning. He will come, and not a suitor will remain alive.” 

But Penelope sighed and said: “Dreams are like ripples on 
the waters, but tomorrow is the dreaded day on which I am to 
leave my husband’s house. I shall arrange a contest for the men 
who court me. Odysseus sometimes used to set up twelve axes, 
one behind the other. Then he would step back and shoot an 
arrow through the holes of aU twelve of them. Now what I have 
decided is this: I shall marry that suitor who can accomplish 
this feat with Odysseus’ bow.” 

“That is right,” said Odysseus in a firm voice. “Do not fail 
to arrange the contest tomorrow. For Odysseus will come before 
the suitors can bend the bow and shoot the arrow through the 
holes of the axes.” 


ODYSSEUS 


715 


NIGHT AND MOENING IN THE PALACE 

The queen bade the stranger goodnight, and Odysseus lay down 
on the couch Euryclea had prepared for him. She had spread 
thick fleeces over an untanned hide, and provided a warm mantle 
for covering. For a long time he tossed about sleepless. He heard 
the shameless girls carrying on with the suitors and mocking 
him with impudent words. He beat his hand against his breast 
and said to himself : “Bear this too, heart of mine, and remember 
that you have suffered worse things ! Have you forgotten the time 
you were in the cave of the Cyclops and were compelled to sit by 
inactive while he devoured your friends ? Wait then, and endure 
In this way he curbed his heart, but still he could not sleep, for 
he cast about for some way of taking sure revenge on the suitors. 
He was troubled to think how many of them there were, and he 
doubted whether he could prevail against them. As he was turn- 
ing such thoughts over in his mind, Athene came to him in the 
shape of a beautiful woman, bent over his couch, and said: “You 
have small faith in me ! A man often depends on a friend, a mere 
mortal, but you have me, a goddess, to shield you from harm. 
If fifty armies, all eager to kill, were to encircle us, you would 
still find a way to conquer. And now sleep, and forget your 
griefs.” So she spoke and touched his lids with sweet slumber. 

But Penelope, for her part, woke after a brief sleep, and 
sitting up on her couch, began to weep. In a voice choked with 
tears she prayed to Artemis. “Sacred daughter of Zeus,” she 
pleaded, “if only you would aim an arrow at my breast ! If only 
a tempest would snatch me away and fling me down on the 
farthest shores of Oceanus, before I am forced to break faith 
with my husband and marry a man who is base compared with 
him ! Sorrow can be borne, though the day be spent in weeping, 
if only night bring sleep and forgetting. But even in my sleep 
a god torments me with evil dreams. Just as I awoke I seemed to 
see my husband at my side, tall and majestic as he was when he 
left for Troy, and my heart beat high with happiness, for I 
believed he was really here.” Penelope sobbed these words aloud, 
and Odysseus, hearing her weep, feared that she might recognize 
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him before the time was ripe. So he quickly left the palace and 
under the open sky implored Zeus to send Iiim a favorable omen. 
Straightway a sudden clap of thunder sounded above the palace. 
In the mill near the house was a woman who had been grinding 
barley all night. She stopped working, looked out, and cried 
aloud: “How Zeus is thundering, and yet there is not a cloud to 
be seen far and wide ! He must be giving a sign to some mortah 
O father of gods and men, grant my request too, and kill those 
accursed suitors who force me to grind day and night so that 
they may have enough flour for their feasting!” Odysseus re- 
joiced in the good omen, and he lay down and fell asleep. 

At dawn the palace was astir. Servants came and made up the 
Are. Telemachus, when he had risen, dressed and went up to 
the threshold of the women’s chamber and called to Euryclea : 
“Did you give our guest food and drink, or has no one seen to 
his wants.? My mother seems to have lost her sense of right and 
wrong. She accords honor to her good-for-nothing suitors and 
refuses it to a man far better than they.” 

“You do my mistress wrong,” Euryclea replied. “The stran- 
ger drank as much wine as he pleased, and he ate all he wanted 
as well. He was even offered a sumptuous couch, but he spumed 
it, and it was only with difficulty that we prevailed on him to 
accept a humbler one.” 

When Telemachus had been thus reassured, he hastened to 
the assembly in the market place. Euryclea, meanwhile, ordered 
the handmaids to prepare for the feast of Apollo. Some spre ad 
the chairs with crimson stuffs; some cleaned the tables with 
sponges, while others washed the pitchers and cups ; twenty wore 
needed to fetch water from the well. The servants of the suitors 
also took part in these preparations and split wood in the fore- 
court. The swineherd came with his fattest boars and greeted 
his former guest with joy and affection. Melantheus and two 
of his helpers brought the choicest she-goats, which they tied to 
posts in the portico. In passing, he addressed Odysseus in scorn- 
ful tones. “Are you still here, old beggar?” he asked. “Are you 
still glued to the threshold? We certainly shall not part until 
you have felt my flsts. Are there no other feasts you could go to?” 
Odysseus did not answer. He only shook his head. 

And now an honest man entered the palace, Philoetius, who 
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from the mainland had brought the suitors a bullock and fatted 
goats. When he saw Eumaeus, he said; “Who is the stranger 
who came here a short time ago? He looked very much like Odys- 
seus, our king. It can well happen, you know, that suffering 
makes beggars of kings.” Then he went up to Odysseus and 
greeted him, saying: “Though you seem wretched enough now, 
I hope the future may bring you ease and happiness. When I 
first saw you, I broke into a sweat and tears came to my eyes, 
because you made me think of Odysseus, who, if he is still alive, 
may also be wandering around somewhere in the world, dressed 
in tatters. When I was quite young, he made me the herdsman 
over his cattle, and they are thriving, but I am forced to supply 
them for the feasts of others. I should have left the country long 
ago in anger and grief if I did not still hope to see Odysseus 
come back and put an end to the scoundrels we are forced to 
entertain here.” 

“Herdsman,” said Odysseus, “you seem neither base nor fool- 
ish. And I swear to you by Zeus that while you are still in the 
palace Odysseus will come home, and your eyes will see him take 
vengeance on the suitors.” 

“May Zeus make your words come true !” said Philoetius. “And 
when the time comes, I shall not stand by and twiddle my 
thumbs !” 


THE FEAST 

The suitors, who had been plotting the murder of Telemachus, 
began to arrive in the palace. They laid their mantles aside. Meat 
was roasting on the spits, and the servants were mixing the wine. 
Eumaeus passed around the cups, and Philoetius served bread 
in baskets. Melantheus poured, and the feasting began. 

Telemachus purposely assigned to Odysseus a place near the 
threshold and set before him a mean stool and a little table. He 
had him served with meat, filled his cup with wine, and said: 
“Eat here in peace, and I do not advise anyone to molest you !” 
Even Antinous warned his companions not to trouble the stran- 
ger, for it was evident to him that he was under the protection 
of Zeus. But Athene secretly goaded the suitors to words of con- 
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tempt. Among them was a malicious man named Ctesippus from 
the island of Same. “Listen to me, you suitors,” he said with a 
mocking smile. “It is true that the stranger has already got his 
share, and it would, indeed, have been unpardonable for Telem- 
achus to have neglected so noble a guest, but I want to give 
him a special gift. He can use it to pay the old nurse who scraped 
the filtlx from his body !” And with that he drew from a basket 
the hoof of an ox, and flung it at the beggar with all his might. 
But Odysseus dodged it and hid his anger behind an ominous 
grin. The missile struck the wall. 

And now Telemachus rose and cried : “Consider yourself for- 
tunate not to have hit the stranger, Ctesippus ! Had you done 
so, I should have thrust my lance through your chest, and your 
father would have had to prepare for your burial instead of your 
wedding. Let no one else permit himself such actions in my house. 
Rather kill me than insult a guest !” 

The suitors were silenced by these grim words, and Agelaus, 
son of Damastor, rose and said : “Telemachus is right ! But now 
he and his mother must listen to reason. As long as there was the 
slightest hope that Odysseus would return to his country it was 
all very well to hold off us suitors. But now there is no doubt that 
he will never come back. So talk to your mother, Telemachus. 
Urge her to choose the noblest among us, him who brings the 
best gifts, and then you will be able to enjoy your inheritance in 
peace.” 

Telemachus rose from his chair and said : “By Zeus ! I too do 
not wish to postpone this matter any longer. On the contrary, I 
have been begging my mother to choose among her suitors. The 
only thing I refuse to do is to force her to go from my palace.” 

These words were greeted with loud bursts of laughter, for 
Fallas Athene was turning their wits awry. They grinned and 
grimaced, and stuffed their mouths with uncooked meat until the 
blood dripped from their lips. But then suddenly their eyes filled 
with tears, and instead of bawdy merriment they felt only de- 
jection. Theoclymenus, the seer, noticed the change which had 
come over them. “What is wrong with you?” he cried in surprise. 
“Your heads are shrouded in night, your eyes are wet, and 
lament pours from your lips. And what do I see? The walls are 
oozing blood, the hall and the forecourt swarm with ghosts from 
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the underworld, and the sun is blotted out in the sky !” So he 
spoke, but the suitors all laughed at him. 

Then Eurymachus said to them : “This foreign soothsayer who 
has been with us for only a short time is nothing but a fool ! If 
he sees only darkness in this hall, take him out and let him stay 
in the street or the market place.” 

“I do not need your servants to guide me from here,” said 
Theoclymenus indignantly. “My eyes and ears and feet are sound, 
and my reason is unimpaired. I shall leave of my own accord, for 
I foresee the destruction which will overtake you and which not 
one of you will escape.” So he said and swiftly left the palace to 
go to Peiraeus, his former host, who was glad to welcome him 
back. 

The suitors, meanwhile, went on taunting Telemachus. “No 
one in the world has ever lodged worse guests than you,” said 
one of them. “A dirty beggar and a fool who makes predictions ! 
What you should do is travel through Sicily with them and ex- 
hibit them in the market place for money.” Telemachus said 
nothing in reply. He glanced at his father, for he was only wait- 
ing for the sign to begin. 

THE CONTEST WITH THE BOW 

And now Penelope too realized that the time had come. She took 
in her hand a brazen key with an ivory handle and, accompanied 
by her handmaids, went to a storeiyoom where many precious 
utensils of bronze, gold, and iron, the property of Odysseus, were 
kept. Among these were his bow and a quiverful of arrows, gifts 
he had once received from a host in Lacedaemon. When Penel- 
ope had unlocked the door, she slid back the bolts, and 
their creak was loud as the bellow of a bull in the pasture. The 
door flew open and Penelope entered. The bow and quiver were 
hanging on the wall. She stood on her toes, reached up for them, 
and took them down. But when she held them in her hands, grief 
overwhelmed her. She threw herself in a chair and gave way to 
tears. At last she rose and left the room. The servants followed 
carrying the bow and quiver. She went straight to the suitors, 
called for silence, and said: “You who have been wooing me so 
long a time, listen to what I have to say. Let him who wishes to 
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win me hold himself in readings, for now we shall have a contest. 
Here is the great bow of my noble husband. Whoever can bend 
it and shoot an arrow through the holes of twelve axes, set up 
one behind the other, shall take me to wife, and with him I shall 
leave this palace, the house of my first husband.” 

When she had spoken, she bade the swineherd lay the bow and 
the arrows before the suitors. As Eumaeus took the weapon, his 
^es were wet, and Philoetius, the cowherd, wept too. I9us 
angered Antinous. “Stupid peasants !” he grumbled. “Why do 
you make the queen’s heart heavy with your tears? Eat all you 
want in silence, or lament outside. We suitors have to go about 
this trying contest, for I do not think it will be easy to bend that 
bow. Not one among us is as strong as Odysseus. I remember 
him perfectly, though I was only a little boy when he left.” So 
said Antinous, but in his heart he already saw himself bending 
the bow and shooting the arrow through ttie holes of the axes. 
But to him Fate had allotted the first shaft to be launched by the 
hand of Odysseus. 

And now Telonachus rose and said: “Zeus must have addled 
my brain ! Here is my mother declaring her willingness to leave 
this house to follow a suitor, yet I am standing by with a smile. 
Well then, you suitors, you are about to wage a contest for a 
woman who has not her equal in all of Greece. But you know 
that yourselves, and I need not din my mother’s praises in your 
ears. Begin then, and bend the bow ! I wish I could take my turn 
with you, for if I won, my mother would not go from here.” 
When he had finished speaking he unslung his sword and cast 
off his crimson mantle. Then he drew a straight furrow along 
the floor of the hall and fixed the axes in the ground, one after the 
other, and stamped the earth hard around them. Everyone ad- 
mired his strength and the sureness and accuracy of his move- 
ments. Then he himself gripped the bow. Three times he strained 
to bend it, but three times he failed. When he tried a fourth time, 
he was about to succeed when his father motioned to him and 
stopped him. “Gods of Ol 3 Tnpus!” Telemachus cried. “Either 
I am a weakling or too young, and not yet able to fend off an at- 
tacker. You are stronger than I, so you try it !” And so saying, 
he leaned the bow and quiver against the doorpost and seated 
himself in his chair. 
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With an air of great triumph, Antinous rose and said: “C(Hne, 
my friends, let us take turns from left to right, the way the cup- 
bearer goes.” Then Leiodes rose. He was the one who poured 
the libations and always sat in the innermost part of the hall, 
by the big mixing-bowl. Of all the suitors he was the only one 
who was dismayed by their wanton deeds, and he hated the noisy 
mob of feasters. Quietly he went to the threshold and attempted 
to bend the bow, but he could not. 

**Let another try,” he said, letting his delicate hands drop to 
his sides. “I am not the right man for this, and perhaps no one 
here will succeed.” With these words he leaned the bow and the 
quiver against the post. 

But Antinous reproved him, saying: “That was an unpleasant 
speech, Leiodes. Just because you could not bend the bow, is that 
sufficient reason to claim that no one else can? Come, Melan- 
theus,” he continued, turning to the goatherd. “Light a fire, put 
a chair in front of it, and bring us a thick slice of fat from the 
kitchen. We shall warm this dried-out bow and grease it, and 
then it will be easier to handle.” All was done as he had bidden, 
but the bow was just as indexible as before. In vain one suitor 
after another tried to bend it. Finally only two were lef^— • 
Antinous and Eurymachus. 


ODYSSEUS KEVEALS HIMSELF TO THE GOOD HEBDSMEN 

Now it happened that, in leaving the palace, the cowherd and 
the swineherd met, and close on their heels came Odysseus. He 
caught up with them just as they closed the door to the forecourt 
behind them, and said to them in a low voice : “I should like to 
tell you something, my friends, but only if I can rely on you; 
otherwise I had better keep silence. So first let me ask you some- 
thing. If a god suddenly brought Odysseus home from alien 
lands, whom would you side with, him or the suitors? Tell me 
quite frankly !” 

“O Zeus on Olympus !” exclaimed the cowherd. “If my dearest 
wish were granted, if Odysseus really returned ^you should see 
me fight for him!” And Eumaeus too called on aU the gods to 
send his master home. 
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When Odysseus had thus made sure of their faithfulness, he 
said ; “Well then, this is what I have to tell you : I myself am 
Odysseus! After twenty years, after unbearable hardships, I 
have returned to my native land and find only you two of all my 
servants ready to welcome me, for I have not heard anyone else 
implore the gods to send me home. As soon as I have destroyed 
ihe suitors, you shall have your reward for this ! I shall give each 
of you a wife, and fields, and a house built close to my own. And 
Telemachus shall treat you like brothers. But to convince you 
that I am telling the truth, I shall show you the scar from the 
wound a boar once dealt me while I was out hunting.” With that 
he pushed aside his rags and bared the long scar. And the two 
herdsmen began to weep,' clasped their arms about their king, 
and kissed his head and shoulders. Odysseus kissed them too, and 
then said : “Do not give way to past grief or present joy, for no 
one in the palace must know I am here. Let us return to the hall 
singly. The suitors will not want to give me a turn at bending the 
bow, but you, Eumaeus, shall take it up boldly and hand it to me. 
When you have done this, order the handmaids to lock themselves 
into the women’s chamber. No matter what they hear from the 
hall, shouts or groans, let none of them dare rush out, but let 
them stay at their work. You, dear Philoetius, shall see to the 
outer gate. Bolt it well and secure it with a rope.” 

When Odysseus had given these directions, he returned to the 
hall, and the herdsmen followed him in. Eurymachus was turning 
the bow this way and that over the fire, but he could not bend it. 
He sighed and said : “This really grieves me I Not so much be- 
cause of Penelope, for there are plenty of other Achaean women 
in Ithaca and elsewhere. But it is annoying that we should appear 
so weak compared with Odysseus. Our very grandsons will taunt 
us with our failure !” 

Antinous, however, reproved his friend for these words. “Do 
not talk like that, Eurymachus,” he said. “Today is the feast 
of Apollo, and a holiday is really not the proper time to wage a 
contest. Let us put aside the bow and go back to our cups. The 
axes can stay where they are. Tomorrow we shall make an offer- 
ing to the archer Apollo and try again.” 

But now Odysseus turned to the suitors and said: “You do 
well to rest today. Tomorrow Apollo, the Par-Darter, will, let 
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us hope, grant victory. In the meantime let me try the bow and 
see if there is anything of my old strength left in this miserable 
body.” 

^^Stranger,” shouted Antinous, ^‘have you lost your mind? Or 
are you drunk with wine? Do you want to start a fight, like 
Eurytion, the centaur, at the wedding of Pirithous? Remember 



that he was the first to fall, and so you too shall be killed the 
instant you take the bow in hand, and no one among us will 
defend you !” 

Here Penelope intervened. ‘‘Antinous,” she said in her gentle 
voice, “how unbecoming it would be to exclude the stranger from 
the contest! Do you really think that this beggar could bend 
the bow and claim me as his wife? Surely he himself is thinking 
of no such thing. It would be quite impossible, so you need not 
be in the least disturbed.” 

“What we are afraid of, O queen,” answered Eurymachus, 
“is the gossip that will spread through all of Greece. They will 
say that only inferior men, not one of whom was able to bend 
the bow of immortal Odysseus, courted his wife, but that in the 
end a beggar from heaven knows where bent the bow effortlessly 
and shot the arrow through the twelve axes.” 

“The stranger is not as base a man as you seem to think,” 
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said Penelope. “Look well at him, and you wiU see how tall he 
is and how solidly built. Besides, he claims he is the son of a noble 
man. Give him the bow ! Should he bend it, his only reward shall 
be a tonic and mantle, sandals, a spear, and a sword. When I 
have given him these, he shall go wherever he likes.” 

Telemachus interposed at this point and said: “Mother, no 
one but I has the right to give or withhold this bow. Even if I 
chose to give it to this stranger to take with him on his wander^ 
ings, no one could prevent me. As for you — go to your chamber, 
to your spindle and loom, for the bow is the business of men.” 
Penelope heard her son’s finn words with amazement, but did 
as he said. 

And now the swineherd took the bow in his hands, even though 
the suitors broke into angry cries. “What sure you doing with 
that bow, you fool?” they roared. “Are you itching to be thrown 
to your own dogs near the sties ?” Eumaeus laid the weapon down 
in alarm, but Telemachus called in a threatening voice: “Bring 
it, old man ! I am the only one who gives orders here. If you do 
not obey me, I shall drive you out with stones, even though I am 
much the younger.” The suitors’ fury changed to amusement, 
and they laughed as the swineherd brought the beggar the bow. 
Then Eumaeus secretly bade Euryclea lock in the girls, and 
Philoetius hastened out of the palace and carefully made fast 
the gate of the forecourt. 

Odysseus, meanwhile, examined the bow from all sides. He 
looked to see whether, in all the years he had been gone, worms 
had got into the horn, or if anything else had happened to it. 
The suitors nudged one another, and someone said : “The man 
seems to know something about bows. Perhaps he has one like 
this at home, or else he wants to copy this one for himself. Just 
look at him fingering it!” 

When Odysseus had examined the huge bow from every angle, 
he bent it, and strung it as easily as a singer strings his lyre. He 
plucked the string with his right hand to see if it was taut, and 
it twanged with a high clear sound, like the tone of a swallow. 
When they heard it, the suitors winced and grew pale. But Zeus 
sent thunder down from heaven as a happy omen. Then Odys- 
seus took an arrow which had fallen from the quiver and lay on 
the table before him, gripped the bow, drew back the string. 
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fitted the arrow and loosed it, aiming with a sure eye. And the 
shaft fiew through every hole of the twelve axes, from the first 
to the last ! Then the hero said : “Well, Telemachus, the stranger 
you took into your palace has not disgraced you. My strength, 
it seems, is unbroken in spite of the taunts of the suitors. But 
now the time has come to serve these Achaeans their evening 
meal. Let us see to it before it grows dark, and later we can have 
lyre playing and singing and whatever else befits a feast.” And 
as he spoke, Odysseus gave his son the sign they had agreed on. 
Quickly Telemachus slung his sword over his shoulder, took his 
spear, and hurried over to his father, armed with gleaming 
bronze. 


VENGEANCE 

Then Odysseus stripped off his tatters and sprang to the raised 
threshold, holding the bow and the quiver full of arrows. There 
he poured them out at his feet and called down to the suitors : 
“The first contest is over. Now for the second ! But this time it is 
I who will choose a mark such as no archer has ever hit, and yet I 
do not think I shall miss !” And as he spoke he aimed at Antinous, 
who was just lifting his two-handled cup of gold to his lips. The 
arrow pierced his throat, and the point came out at the nape of 
his neck. The cup dropped from his hand as a thick jet of blood 
spuided from his nostrils, and he fell, dragging down with his 
foot the table and everything on it. When the suitors saw him 
fall, they leaped from their chairs and ran to the walls to seize 
weapons, but there was neither spear nor shield to be seen. Then 
they broke into a storm of abuse. “Why do you shoot at men, 
accursed stranger.^” they shouted. “You have killed our com- 
panion, but it is the last arrow you will ever launch ! The vultures 
shall tear your fiesh!” They said this thinking that he had shot 
Antinous by accident, not dreaming that the same fate was in 
store for them all. But Odysseus thundered down at them : “Dogs ! 
You thought I would never return from Troy, and so you wasted 
my stores, seduced my servants, courted my wife without having 
any certainty that I had really died, and feared neither men nor 
gods ! But now your hour is come !” 
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The suitors heard and grew pale. Fear gripped their hearts. 
Each looked about, silently wondering how he could escape from 
the hall. Eurymachus was the only one to gather his wits. He 
said : you are really Odysseus of Ithaca, you have every right 

to be angry with us, for both in the palace and on your farms 
much wrong has been done. But he who was most to blame is 
already dead. It was Antinous who was behind all these doings, 
and he was not even courting Penelope in earnest. All he wanted 
was to be king of Ithaca in your stead, and to this end he plotted 
the murder of your son. Now that he has received his just punish- 
ment, give up your anger against us ! Spare your equals in rank ! 
Every one of us shall bring you twenty bullocks in recompense 
for what we have eaten, and you shall have all the bronze and 
gold it will take to win back your favor.’’ 

‘‘No, Eurymachus,” said Odysseus, scowling at him. “Even if 
you offered me everything you have inherited from your fathers, 
I should not rest until all of you have atoned for your misdeeds 
with death. Do what you will, fight or flee — ^not one of you shall 
escape me !” 

And now the suitors shook with uncontrollable terror. Once 
more Eurymachus spoke, but this time to his companions. “No 
one can stop this man,” he said. “Draw your swords and use the 
tables as shields against his arrows. Try to throw yourselves at 
him and thrust him from the threshold. Then let us go through- 
out the city to call on our friends for aid.” So saying, he whipped 
his sword from its sheath and leaped forward with a shout. But 
at the same instant an arrow pierced his liver. The sword slipped 
from his grasp, and cups and platters rolled down with him as 
he fell over a table and struck his head on the floor. He beat his 
head on the ground in agony, but a second later a tremor ran 
through him and he died. And now Amphinomus rushed against 
Odysseus to try to force a way out for himself with his sword. 
But Telemachus hurled his spear at him. It struck him in the 
back, between the shoulder blades, and he plunged forward on 
his face. Then Telemachus sprang free of the throng and stood 
on the threshold beside his father, to whom he brought a shield, 
two lances, and a helmet of bronze. Quickly he slipped out of the 
door to fetch more weapons. Four shields, eight spears, and four 
helmets with crests of horsehair he brought for himself and his 
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friends. He and the two faithful herdsmen armed themselves; 
the fourth set of weapons he brought to Odysseus^ and now the 
four stood shoulder to shoulder. 

While the arrows lasted, Odysseus shot suitor after suitor, and 
one victim tumbled on top of another. Then he leaned his bow 
against the doorpost, slung the shield over his shoulder, set the 
helmet on his head, and took two great lances in hand. In the 



hall was a side door which opened into a passage leading to the 
back of the palace. But this door was so narrow that only one man 
at a time could pass through. Odysseus had told Eumaeus to 
watch there, but when the swineherd went to arm himself it was 
momentarily unguarded. One of the suitors, Agelaus, at once 
seized the advantage. “Why not flee through the side door,” he 
asked those near him, “and hasten to the city? There we can get 
help and soon put an end to this man !” 

“Impossible !” said Melantheus, the goatherd, who sided with 
the suitors. “The door and the passage are so narrow that they 
admit only one man at a time. It will be better if I alone slip out 
quietly and fetch weapons for the rest of you.” And he immedi- 
ately began to carry out his own suggestion. Time after time he 
went out and in, unobserved in the crowd, and brought back with 
him twelve shields and as many spears and helmets. Odysseus 
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suddenly found himself confronted with armed foes, brandishing 
their lances. He was startled and said to Telemachus: “One of 
the faithless handmaids or the disloyal goatherd is responsible 
for this!” 

“I am afraid it is my own fault,” answered Telemachus. 
“When I brought the weapons for us, I was in such a hurry that 
I did not fasten the door of our storeroom.” 

Quickly Eumaeus hastened to repair his young master’s neg- 
lect. Through the open door he saw the goatherd taking more 
spears and shields. He came back to tell Odysseus. ‘‘Shall I take 
him alive or slay him?” he asked. 

“Take the cowherd with you,” said Odysseus. “Fall on that 
scoundrel, bind his hands and feet behind his back, and let him 
hang from the central pillar by a stout rope. Then fasten the 
door and return.” 

The two herdsmen did as he had bidden. They hurled them- 
selves on the goatherd just as he was snatching more arms. They 
threw him to the floor, bound his arms and legs behind his back, 
looped a long rope about a hook in the ceiling, slung it around 
his body, and hoisted him up the tall pillar until he hung close 
to the rafters. “We have couched you in a comfortable position,” 
said Eumaeus. “Sleep sweetly !” They locked the door and re- 
turned to their posts near Odysseus. 

A fifth ally unexpectedly j oined the four friends. It was Athene 
in the shape of Mentor, and Odysseus joyfully recognized the 
goddess. When the suitors noticed the newcomer, Agelaus called 
to him angrily : “Mentor, I warn you not to let Odysseus persuade 
you to fight us suitors, for if you do, we shall kill you and all 
yours along with tliis father and son 1” 

These words made Athene seethe with rage. She spurred Odys- 
seus to greater effort, saying: “You do not seem to me as brave 
as in those nine years you fought at Troy. It was your counsel 
that caused the fall of that city, but now, when it is a question 
of defending your own palace and property, you are hesitant 
and slow.” This she said to goad his courage, for she did not in- 
tend to take part in the actual fighting. Hardly had she finished 
speaking when she flew up in the form of a swallow and perched 
on the sooty rafters. 

“Mentor has left !” Agelaus called to his frioids. “The four 
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are by themselves again. Now let us plan our attack. Do not all 
cast your spears at once. The six of you over there shall be first, 
and be sure that all of you aim only at Odysseus. Once he is down 
the rest will be easy to manage.” But Athene turned the course 
of those six lances : one stuck in the doorpost, another in the door, 
and the rest hit the wall. 

Then Odysseus cried to his friends: “Aim carefully and cast 
well !” All four hurled their spears, and not one missed. Odysseus 
struck Demoptolemus, Telemachus Euryades, the swineherd hit 
Elatus, and the cowherd Pisander. When they saw their com- 
panions rolling in the dust, the other suitors fied to the farthest 
comers of the hall, but an instant later they, advanced again, 
drew the spears from the corpses, and cast once more. Again the 
missiles went astray, all except the spear of Amphimedon, which 
grazed one of Telemachus’ wrists, and that of Ctesippus, which 
scratched the swineherd’s shoulder just above the shield. But 
neither of the wounded men was in the least disabled, and they 
repaid their would-be slayers with death. When Eumaeus cast 
his spear, he cried: “Take this for the hoof you threw at my 
master when he was a beggar in this hall !” 

Odysseus had killed Eurydamas. Now he hurled his lance and 
killed Agelaus, son of Damastor, while Telemachus drove his 
spear through the belly of Leiocritus. Then Athene shook her 
aegis and filled the suitors with such panic that they fied through 
the hall like cattle stung by a gadfly, or like small birds trying 
to escape the talons of a hawk. Odysseus and his friends left the 
threshold and raged through the hall. And wherever they strode 
sounded the death rattle, and blood flowed in torrents. 

Leiodes, throwing himself at Odysseus’ feet, clasped his knees 
and cried : “Have mercy on me ! I never wronged you or yours ! 
I tried to check the rest of the suitors, but they would not listen 
to me. All I did was to pour the libations. Must I die for that?” 

“If you poured libations in their behalf,” Odysseus answered 
with a frown, “you prayed for them!” And he picked up the 
sword Agelaus had dropped as he fell and struck off Leiodes’ 
head while his lips were still pleading. 

Near the side door stood Phemius, the singer, his lyre in his 
hands. He was badly frightened and wondered whether he should 
try to slip through the door and save himself by flight, or clasp 
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the knees of Odysseus. He decided for the latter, laid his lyre 
down between the mixing bowl and a silver-studded chair, and 
threw himself on the ground before Odysseus. ‘^Have pity on 
me!” he cried, clasping his knees. ‘‘You yourself would feel re- 
gret if you killed a singer whose song delights gods and men. 
A god taught me my art, and like a god I shall celebrate you in 
song. Your son shall be my witness that I did not come here of 
my own free will, but that they forced me to sing for them.” 

Odysseus raised his sword, but he hesitated. And then Tele- 
machus ran toward him and cried : “Stop, father 1 Do not hurt 
him ! lie is guiltless I And if the herald Medon has not already 
been killed by you or the herdsmen, let him live too. He took 
such good care of me when I was a little boy, and always wished 
us well 1” Medon, w^ho had wrapped himself in an oxhide and lay 
hidden under a chair, when he heard this plea in his behalf un- 
wound himself and clasped the knees of Telemachus. At that, 
even Odysseus had to smile. “You have nothing to fear, you two,” 
he said to the singer and the herald. “Telemachus has saved you. 
Leave the hall and tell the people outside that it pays to be loyal 
rather than faithless.” Phemius and Medon hurried away and 
sat down in the forecourt by the altar of Zeus, still trembling 
with terror. 


THE SERVANTS ARE PUNISHED 

Odysseus looked about him. Not one of his enemies was alive to 
confront him. They lay on the ground like fish which the fisher- 
man has shaken from the net, and the bright sun takes their hfe. 
Then Odysseus sent Telemachus to fetch the old nurse. She 
found her master standing among the dead bodies like a lion 
who has torn oxen limb from limb, whose fierce eyes sparkle 
while the blood drips from his jaws over his breast. He was terri- 
ble and great to see, and Euryclea was ready to break into cries 
of joy. But Odysseus checked her. “Be glad,” he said gravely, 
“but do not rejoice aloud. It is not right for mortals to rejoice 
over the slain. It is not I alone who have killed these men ; they 
have fallen because the gods willed it. But now give me the names 
of those women in the palace who have kept faith with me, and 
of those who have been false.^’ 
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‘‘In the palace,” Euryclea replied, “are fifty servants whom 
we have taught to weave cloth, card wool, and to see to the house. 
Twelve of these were disloyal to you and refused to obey either 
Penelope or me. They were never called on to obey young Telem- 
achus, for his mother did not give him authority over the hand- 
maids. But now let me wake my sleeping mistress and tell her 
the joyful news !” 

“Do not wake her just yet,” said Odysseus, “but send down 
to me those twelve faithless women.” Euryclea obeyed and 
brought the twelve before him. They were trembling from head 
to foot. Then Odysseus called Telemachus and the faithful herds- 
men and said : “Carry out the corpses and let these women help 
you. After that they shall wipe the tables and chairs with sponges 
and clean the entire hall. When they have done this, take them out 
to the narrow space between the kitchen and the wall of the court 
and kill them with the sword to punish them for their arrogance 
and for doing the will of the suitors.” Screaming and weeping 
the women clung together, but Odysseus drove them to work and 
kept them at it until tables and chairs were clean, and the blood 
and filth scraped from the floor with hoes and thrown out of the 
door. Then the herdsmen crowded them into the space between 
kitchen and wall where there was no way ^to escape. And now 
Telemachus said: “These wretched women, who disgraced my 
mother and myself, shall not die an honorable death.” With these 
words he knotted a rope from post to post, the whole length of 
the kitchen, and soon the twelve hung side by side, strangled in 
the noose like thrushes in the net. They writhed a little while with 
their feet, but not for long. 

Next Melantheus, the goatherd, was dragged into the fore- 
court and hacked to pieces. When Telemachus and the herdsmen 
had done this, the work of vengeance was complete, and they 
washed their hands and feet and returned to Odysseus. 

He commanded Euryclea to bring him fire and sulphur to 
smoke out the stench of death and cleanse the hall. But before 
she did this, she brought her master a tunic and mantle. “My 
child,” she said, “you must not stand in this hall in your beg- 
gar’s rags. It does not befit you.” But Odysseus let lie the clothing 
she had fetched and told her to go about her work. When he had 
purified the hall, the house and the forecourt, Euryclea called 
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the faithful servants. They clustered about their king with tears 
of joy and kissed his head and his hands. And Odysseus wept too, 
for now he saw how many had remained loyal to him. 


ODYSSEUS AND PENELOPE 

Euryclea hastened to Penelope’s chamber, her knees almost fail- 
ing her. Tremblingly but happily she woke her sleeping mistress 
and said : “Penelope, now with your own eyes you shall see what 
you have been waiting for these many years ! Odysseus has come ! 
And he has killed the suitors who have harassed you and your 
son and who have laid waste your stores.” 

Penelope shook the sleep from her eyes and said: “Euryclea, 
the gods must have stricken you with madness. Why do you wake 
me with false news from the sweetest slumber I have ever had? 
I have not slept so well since Odysseus left for Troy. Had anyone 
but you come to tell me such a story, I should have sent her off 
with worse than angry words. And even you I spare only because 
of your great age. But now leave me, and go down to the hall 
again.” 

“There is no need for you to be angry,” said Euryclea. “The 
stranger, the beggar whom they all scoifed at — ^it is he who is 
your husband! Your son Telemachus has known it for a long 
time, but he was told to keep it secret until vengeance had been 
taken on the suitors.” 

Then Penelope started up from her couch and clung to the old 
woman tearfully. “If this is really the truth,” she cried, “if 
Odysseus is really here in the palace, how could he alone cope with 
that mob of hostile men?” 

“I myself neither heard nor saw,” Euryclea replied. “We 
women were herded into our quarters and locked in. But we 
caught the sound of groans, and when Telemachus finally called 
me, I saw your husband standing upright over a mass of corpses, 
a sight which, I think, would have gladdened your heart. But 
now all the bodies have been dragged out and are lying beyond 
the gates of the court, and the house has been purified with sul- 
phur. You may go down without fear.” 

“I cannot believe it,” Penelope repeated. “It must have been 
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a god who slew the suitors. As for Odysseus — no, he is far from 
here, and he will never return.” 

^‘You have a doubting heart,” said Euryclea, shaking her 
head. ‘^Well then, I shall tell you of a sure sign. Do you recall 
that time you told me to wash the beggar’s feet? It was then I 
touched the scar you know of, and I wanted to cry out to you, 
but he caught me by the throat and would not let me speak.” 

“Let us go down,” said Penelope, tremulous with hope and 
fear. And together they descended and crossed the threshold of 
the hall. Penelope uttered no word. Silently she seated herself 
opposite Odysseus, in the full light of the hearthfire. He sat near 
a tall pillar and fixed his eyes on the ground, waiting for her to 
speak. But wonder and doubt closed her lips. One moment she 
thought she recognized him, the next he seemed a stranger, and 
all she saw was a beggar clothed in rags. At last Telemachus 
went up to his mother and said almost angrily, yet with a smile : 
“How can you sit there so coldly, mother? Go to my father, 
question him ! What other woman whose husband returned after 
twenty years of hardship would act as you do? Have you a stone 
in your breast instead of a heart?” 

“Dear son,” said Penelope, “I am lost in wonder. I cannot 
speak, I cannot question him, I cannot even look into his eyes. 
And yet if it is really Odysseus come back to his house, we shall 
recognize each other beyond all doubt, for we have secret signs 
which no one else knows of.” 

Then Odysseus smiled gently and turned to his son : “Let your 
mother try me in her own fashion,” he said. “She now scorns me 
because she sees me in these ugly rags, but I believe she can be 
convinced ! But first we must think of other matters. If a man 
kills another man of his people, he flees from his house and 
country, even if his victim has only one or two avengers. But we 
have slain the noblest young men of Ithaca and of the islands 
nearby — ^what shall we do?” 

“Father,” said Telemachus, “you must decide this alone, for 
all the world regards you as wisest in counsel.” 

“Then I shall tell you what I consider best,” said Odysseus. 
“You and the herdsmen and everyone in the house shall bathe 
and put on your finest garments. The handmaids too shall adorn 
themselves. Then let Phemius pluck the lyre and play a tune for 



75^ ODYSSEUS 

the dance. Whoever passes our house will think that feasting is 
still going on, and news of the suitors’ death will not spread 
through the city until we have reached our farms in the country. 
Then a god will tell us what to do next.” 

Soon after the palace rang with music, singing, and merri- 
ment. The citizens gathered in the street and said to one another: 
‘‘Penelope must have made her choice, and the wedding celebra- 
tion is taking place. Fickle woman ! Why did she not wait a little 
longer? Perhaps her husband Odysseus would have returned.” 
Toward evening the crowd dispersed. In the meantime Odysseus 
had bathed and anointed himself, and now again Athene shed 
beauty about him, and he rose from his bath like an immortal. 
When he had returned to the hall, he seated himself opposite his 
wife. “Strange woman!” he said. “The gods must have given 
you an unfeeling heart. No other wife would so obstinately re- 
fuse to recognize her husband who came back to her after twenty 
years of suffering. I must turn to you, Euryclea, to prepare a 
couch for me, for this woman has a heart of iron.” 

“It is neither pride nor scorn that keep me from you,” said 
Penelope. “I know quite well how Odysseus looked when he left 
Ithaca on a swift ship. Very well, Euryclea, carry the couch from 
the bedchamber and heap it well with fleeces, cloaks, and cover- 
lets.” 

But this Penelope only said to try her husband. He, however, 
frowned and said : “Woman, these are bitter words that you have 
spoken. Who has set my bed elsewhere? No one in the world 
could move it, not if he were in the full strength of youth. I my- 
self built it, and there is a secret connected with it. In the middle 
of the place where we planned to build the palace grew a tall 
olive tree, straight and strong as a pillar. I let it stand, and had 
the rooms so arranged that it was inside our bedchamber. When 
the stone walls were up, I cut away the leafy branches of the tree, 
set in a ceiling of wood, and smoothed and carved the trunk. It 
formed one post of the couch, and the others were made to match 
it. Then the frame was inlaid with gold, silver, and ivory, and 
thongs of oxhide were stretched from end to end to hold fleeces 
and coverlets. This was our couch, Penelope. I do not know 
whether it still stands, but whoever moved it had to hew the trunk 
of the olive tree from its root.” 
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When the queen heard these words her knees shook. Weeping 
she rose from her chair, ran to her husband, opened her arms to 
clasp him, and kissed his head many times. ‘‘Odysseus!” she 
cried, “you have always been the wisest of men 1 Do not be angry 
with me for this ! The deathless gods sent us suffering because 
it would have been too much bliss for mortals to spend their 
youth in joy, and travel a smooth path to old age. You must not 
hold it against me that I did not instantly welcome you. My heart 
was in constant fear that some deceiver might trick me. Now that 
you have spoken of what no one knows except you and me and old 
Actoris who came here with me from my father’s house, my doubt 
is dispelled and I am wholly convinced.” 

Through the night, husband and wife told each other all they 
had suffered in those twenty years, and Penelope had no rest 
until she had heard of all the wanderings of Odysseus. But at last 
they fell silent and went to their couch. Deep peace and quiet 
reigned throughout the palace. 


ODYSSEUS AND LAERTES 

The following morning Odysseus prepared for a journey. “We 
two,” he said to Penelope, “have almost drained the cup of sor- 
row, you with grieving for me, and I with longing to return to 
my native land. Now that we are together again and masters 
of what is ours, you shall see to what property still remains in our 
house. What the suitors have wasted will be made good partly 
by the gifts they presented at the very last, partly by the spoils 
and the gifts I brought home with me. But I must go to the 
country, to my old father who has been mourning my death for 
so long. Now since the rumor of the suitors’ death is bound to 
spread sooner or later, I advise you to withdraw to the women’s 
quarters with your handmaids, and give no one an opportunity 
to see or question you.” 

So saying, Odysseus slung his sword over his shoulder and 
woke Telemachus and the two herdsmen who were to accompany 
him. All three armed, and at sunrise Odysseus hastened through 
the city with them. But Pallas Athene shed a heavy mist about 
them, so that no one could see the four travellers. 
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They soon reached the farm of old Laertes, one of the first he 
had acquired to swell the number of acres which were his by in- 
heritance. In the middle was the house, and all around it were 
stables, sheds, and other outbuildings. An old Sicilian woman 
saw to the needs of her master in that remote and lonely place. 
When they stood before the door, Odysseus said to his com- 
panions : ^^Go in, and have a fatted boar slaughtered in honor 
of my homecoming. I myself will go out to the fields where my 
father is probably toiling, and see if he recognizes me. Then he 
and I will return, and we shall feast and rejoice.” With that, 
Odysseus handed his sword and his spear to Telemachus, and 
the three went into the house. 

But he himself took the path to the fields. First he crossed the 
orchard. In vain he looked for DoHus, the head gardener, for his 
sons, and for the rest of the fieldworkers. They had all gone to 
fetch stones to fence in the vineyard. When Odysseus got there, 
he found his old father alone. He was busy transplanting a vine. 
The old man looked like a laborer. He was wearing a coarse, 
soiled smock covered with patches, and had protected his legs 
from thorns by wrapping around them strips of leather. His 
hands were gloved with old hide, and on his head was a goatskin 
cap. 

When Odysseus saw his father in this wretched attire he was 
so shaken with sorrow that he had to support himself against a 
pear tree while he wept bitterly. Nevertheless he could not resist 
the temptation to question his father and try him with gentle 
reproaches. He went up to the old man who was just loosening 
the earth around a tree, and said to him: ‘^You seem to under- 
stand fruit-growing. Vines, olive, fig and pear trees — ^all are well- 
tended. And the vegetable garden is excellently cared for too. 
There is only one thing wrong, and please do not be offended if 
I tell you frankly what it is. You yourself are not well taken care 
of, old man. It is not right for your master to let you go around 
in soiled, patched clothes. To look at you, one would not think 
that you were a servant at all. Your build is kingly. A man like 
you deserves a bath and good food and the comforts due to old 
age. Tell me, whom do you work for? And is this country really 
Ithaca, as a man I just met told me? He was, I must say, a dis- 
courteous fellow. He did not even bother to answer me when I 
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asked him if a friend to whom I am bound by ties of hospitality 
was still living here. I want to visit him. For you see, long ago 
I gave lodging to a man in my own country, and no dearer guest 
ever crossed my threshold. He came from Ithaca and told me 
he was the son of Laertes. I gave him the best of all I had and 
honored him with gifts when he left me — ^seven talents of the 
finest gold, a silver pitcher embossed with flowers, twelve tapes- 
tries, tunics and mantles, and four lovely and skilled handmaids 
whom I let him choose for himself.” 

This was the tale Odysseus invented on the spur of the mo- 
ment. When his father heard it he lifted his head, and his eyes 
filled with tears as he said: “You have, indeed, come to the land 
you inquired about, stranger. But base and arrogant people, 
whom all those gifts you mentioned would not satisfy, live in it 
now. The man you are looking for is no longer here. Had you 
found him. Oh, how amply he would have requited you for what 
you did for him ! But now tell me how many years have passed 
since your guest, since my son visited you. For it was my son, 
my poor son who now, perhaps, lies at the bottom of the sea, or 
whose flesh wild beasts and birds of prey have devoured. His 
parents could not even clothe him in a shroud! Penelope, his 
faithful wife, could not close his eyes and weep at his bier ! But 
you — ^where did you come from.?^ Where is your ship.? Who is 
with you? Or were you a passenger on another’s ship and landed 
here alone?” 

“I shall tell you,” said Odysseus. “I am Eperitus, son of 
Apheidas from Alybas. A tempest drove my ship from Sicania 
toward your shores, and it lies at anchor not far from the city. 
It is five j^cars since Odysseus, your son, left my country. He was 
light of heart when he went, and birds of good omen accompanied 
him. We hoped to visit each other often, and each vowed to speed 
his guest with splendid gifts.” 

The world grew dark before the eyes of old Laertes. With both 
hands he took the dark dust and strewed it over his gray head 
and broke into loud lament. Then the heart of Odysseus was 
stirred and almost burst in his breast. He rushed to his father, 
flung his arms around him, and cried : “It is I, it is I myself, 
father, about whom you asked ! After twenty years I have come 
home! Check your grief and tearful lamenting, for I shall tell 
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you the good news in few words : I have slain all the suitors in my 
palace !” 

Laertes looked at him in amazement and finally said: ‘‘If you 
are really Odysseus, if you are really my son, give me a clear 
sign so that I may be sure.” 

“First of all, father,” said Odysseus, “look at this scar. It came 
from the wound a boar dealt me in the chase, the time you and 
my mother sent me to her old father Autolycus to fetch the gifts 
he had promised me. But you shall have other proof. I shall show 
you the trees you once gave me. For when I was a very little boy 
and went to the orchard with you, we walked between rows of 
trees and you told me the names of the various kinds. Thirteen 
pear trees you gave me, ten apple trees, forty fig trees, and fifty 
vines which bear great clusters of grapes.” The old man could 
doubt no longer. He reeled fainting against his son, who caught 
him in his sinewy arms. When he had regained consciousness, he 
cried in a loud voice ; “Zeus and all the gods ! I know it is my son, 
if indeed the suitors have been punished!” Then he turned to 
Odysseus : “Hardly have I got you back when I am tormented 
with fresh anxiety for you, my son,” he said. “Because of you, 
the noblest families in Ithaca and the surrounding islands have 
lost their sons. The city, the entire region will rise against you !” 

“Do not be afraid, father,” Odysseus comforted him. “Let us 
not brood over these things now, but go to your house where 
your grandson Telemachus is waiting for us. With him are the 
two herdsmen who tend the cows and the swine, and they have 
prepared our meal.” 

When they reached the house, they found Telemachus and his 
companions cutting up the meat and filling the cups with wine. 
But before he sat down to eat, Laertes was bathed and anointed 
by his faithful old servant. For the first time in years he put on a 
kingly robe. And while he was fastening it, Pallas Athene ap- 
proached, straightened his bowed shoulders, and made him tall 
and majestic, so that when he joined the others Odysseus looked 
at him in astonishment and said : “Surely one of the immortals 
must have increased your stature and strength !” 

And Laertes replied : “Had I felt as young and strong yester- 
day as now, I should have fought at your side, and many a suitor 
would have fallen beneath my blows.” 
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As they sat down to the meal, Dolius and his sons returned 
from their work in the fields. When they saw Odysseus, they stood 
still in amazement, as if rooted to the threshold, but Odysseus 
spoke kindly to them. “We have been waiting for you,” he said. 
“Come and eat with us now, and save your wonder for another 
time.” 

Then Dolius ran to him and kissed his hands at the wrist. “You 
have come home at last, my dear master !” he cried. “Our wish is 
fulfilled ! But tell me, does Penelope know, or shall we send her a 
message?” 

“She knows everything,” said Odysseus. “No messenger is 
needed.” Then the sons of Dolius crowded around their king, 
and together they feasted at the board. 



ATHENE CALMS EEBELLION IN THE CITY 

In the meantime, rumors of the terrible fate which had overtaken 
the suitors spread through the city of Ithaca. The kinsmen of the 
slain streamed from all sides and hastened to the palace where 
they found the corpses heaped in a corner of the court. With 
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loud laments they carried them off for burial. The bodies of the 
suitors who had come from islands nearby were sent home in 
fishing boats. 

Then the fathers, brothers, and other kinsmen of the dead 
gathered in the market place. Eupeithes, father of Antinous, 
was first to speak. “Friends,” he said in a voice broken with 
tears, “the man I accuse here before you has brought mis- 
fortune on Ithaca and on her neighbor islands. Twenty years 
ago he took many of our brave citizens off in his ships. And he 
lost both ships and men ! Now that he has returned alone, he has 
slain the best of our young men. Come, let us pursue this evildoer 
before he has time to escape to Pylos or Elis ! We must seize him 
or be disgraced for all time. For our sons and grandsons would 
be shamed if we did not punish the murderer of our sons and 
brothers. I, at any rate, could not live with this blot on my honor. 
The soul of my son would drag me down to the underworld. So 
let us follow Odysseus and Telemachus before they can leave 
this island !” 

His listeners kindled at these words, but just as they were pre- 
pared to start their pursuit, Phemius, the singer, and Medon, 
the herald, appeared in their midst. Their coming evoked sur- 
prise, for no one had dreamed they were still among the living. 
And Medon addressed the assembly : “Men of Ithaca, hear what 
I have to say to you ! What Odysseus has done, I can swear to 
you, was not done against the will of the gods. I myself saw an 
immortal who, in the shape of Mentor, stood beside him, now 
quickening his heart with courage, now casting a spell of madness 
on the suitors. It was this god who felled them, who littered the 
floor with their bodies.” 

Terror seized the gathering at these words of Medon’s. When 
they had recovered from the first shock, gray-haired Halitherses, 
son of Mastor, who could look before and after, rose and spoke. 
“Citizens of Ithaca,” he said, “you yourselves are at fault for 
all that has happened. Why were you so slack and indifferent? 
Why did you not follow Mentor’s and my advice and curb your 
headstrong sons who went to the palace day after day, squander- 
ing the possessions of our king and harassing his wife with their 
demands? You alone are to blame for all that took place in the 
palace. If you are wise, you will not pursue a man who has done 
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nothing but slay the foes who intruded on his house. If you do, 
misfortune will overtake you, and your own actions will be the 
cause of it.” 

When Halitherses had ended, tumult broke out among the 
people. Some sided with the older man, others with Eupeithes. 
Some, therefore, remained in the market place while the rest girt 
on their armor and met outside the city to go forth and avenge 
their kinsmen. 

When Pallas Athene, gazing down from Olympus, saw the 
angry mob, she went to her father Zeus and said : ^‘Ruler of us 
all, tell me what your wisdom prompts you. Is it your will to 
punish the peaceful inhabitants of Ithaca with discord and civil 
war, or to calm the feud between these two factions?” 

‘‘Why inquire about decisions long since made?” said Zeus. 
“Was it not you who resolved, with my full consent, that Odys- 
seus should come home and avenge the wrongs done to his house? 
Since I accorded you your wish then, do as you like now. But if 
you ask my advice, it is this. The suitors have been destroyed; 
Odysseus shall be king for all time, and this shall be sworn to in 
a sacred covenant. We gods shall see to it that the kinsmen of 
the slain forget their anger and sorrow. They shall be at peace 
with their king and one another, and peace and prosperity shall 
reign in Ithaca.” 

The goddess was well pleased with these words. She left the 
craggy heights of Olympus and darted down to the island of 
Ithaca. 


ODYSSEUS THE VICTOE 

The meal in the house of Laertes was over. They were still seated 
at the table and listening to the story of Odysseus. At last he 
said : “I fear that while we have been talking, our enemies have 
not wasted their time. It might be wise for one of us to go to see 
whether they are coming.” Instantly one of the sons of Dolius 
rose and left the room. He had not gone far before he saw a host 
in full battle array surging toward the farm. In great alarm 
he raced back and called : “They are coming, Odysseus, and are 
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almost here ! Quickly, take to your weapons !” And up jumped the 
men seated around the table. Odysseus, his son, and the two herds- 
men made four. Then came the six sons of Dolius, and finally 
gray-haired Laertes and Dolius themselves. Odysseus headed the 
little troop, and they thronged tiver^the threshold. 

Hardly were they out in the open when a powerful ally, Pallas 
Athene in the shape of Mentor, joined them. Odysseus recognized 
her at once, and his heart beat high with hope. ^^Telemachus,” 
he said to his son, ‘‘now justify my faith in you. Fight in the 
forefront and do honor to your line which has always been dis- 
tinguished for courage and staunchness !” 

“Can you doubt me after seeing me fight the suitors?” Tclem- 
achus replied. “I shall not disgrace you and our house.” 

“What a day!” cried Laertes jubilantly. “Father, son, and 
grandson will vie in valor 1” As the last word left his lips, Pallas 
Athene approached him and whispered in his ear: “Son of 
Arcisius, you who are dearer to me than all other men, pray to 
Zeus and the daughter of Zeus, and then hurl your lance.” So 
said Athene, and she filled his heart with courage. He made his 
prayer and cast his spear, and it struck the cheek piece of Eu- 
peithes’ helmet and pierced the jaw of his foe. With a loud clatter 
of arms the father of Antinous sank into the dust. Odysseus and 
Telemachus, meanwhile, led their companions against their ene- 
mies and raged among them with sword and lance. They would 
have killed all of them and not one would have returned home, 
had not Pallas Athene raised her voice and stopped the fighting. 
“Leave off, citizens of Ithaca,” she cried. “Leave off and disperse. 
This strife shall end here and now 1” 

Her words rang out like thunder, and the weapons dropped 
from the hands of the warriors and rolled on the ground. As if 
a storm had scattered them they turned and fied to the city, 
intent only on saving their lives. But Odysseus and his men were 
not terrified by the voice of their ally. High they swung their 
swords and brandished their lances, and they followed their foes 
like eagles pursuing their prey. 

But Zeus wanted peace. He flashed his lightning into the earth 
before the feet of the goddess. “Son of Laertes,” she said, turning 
back to Odysseus, “curb your lust for battle, so that the Thun- 
derer may not be displeased with you!” Willingly Odysseus 
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and his men obeyed, and Athene led them to the market 
place of Ithaca. Heralds were dispatched to summon the 
people to assembly. They came with tranquil hearts, and 
Athene, in the shape of Mentor, set a covenant between the 
king and his people. 
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Abantes, a powerful family from 
Euboea, named after the first of the 
line. Abas, 313 

Abderus, son of Hermes, after whom 
the Thracian city of Abdera was 
named, 173 

Ablerus, a Trojan, killed by Antilo- 
chus, 381 

Absyrtus, son of Aeetes and Eidyia, 
brother of Medea, 106, 124, 126f. 

Academus, a local Attic hero, who 
pointed out to the Tyndaridae where 
Helen was to be found after she had 
been carried off by Theseus and 
Pirithous, 227 

Acamas, son of Theseus and Phaedra, 
hero of the Trojan war, 222, 229, 
621f. 

Acamas, son of Antenor, brother of 
Archelochus, Trojan leader in the 
Trojan war, 334, 427, 438 

Acamas, a Thracian, killed by Ajax 
the Great, 376, 381 

Acarnan, son of Aicmaeon and Callir- 
rhoe, 276ff. 

Acastus, son of Pelias, one of the 
Argonauts, 138, 338 

Achelous, river-god, eldest of the 3000 
sons of Oceanus and Tethys; father 
of the Sirens, according to one 
branch of tradition, 193f., 277 

Achilles, son of Peleus and the Nereid 
Thetis, greatest Argive hero of the 
Trojan war, 312ff., 318ff., 330, 332, 
335, 337ff., 343ff., 350ff., 371, 400ff., 
412f., 435ff., 449ff., 462ff., 467ff., 
474ff., 48lff., 488ff., 602, 604ff., Sllff., 
616ff., 566ff., 663f. 

Acoetes, helmsman of the pirate ship 
on which Dionysus was abducted, 
62ff. 

Acrisius, king of Argos, son of Abas 
and Aglaia; grandfather of Perseus, 
by whom he was accidentally killed, 
66, 72 

Actoris, one of Penelope’s serving- 
women, 736 

Adamas, a Trojan, son of Asius, killed 
by Meriones, 421 

Admetus, son of Pheres and Pericly- 


mene, husband of Alcestls, father 
of Eumelus; one of those who took 
part in the hunt for the Calydonian 
boar; one of the Argonauts, 89, 
183ff. 

Adrastus, king of Argos, son of 
Talaus; one of the Seven against 
Thebes, 248, 261ff., 261f., 272 

Adrastus, Trojan leader, son of 
Merops, killed by Diomedes, 334 

Adrastus, a Trojan, killed by Mene- 
laus, 381 f. 

Aeetes, son of Helios and Perse, 
brother of Circe; husband of Eid- 
yia, father of Medea and Absyrtus, 
87ff., 104ff. 

Aegeus, son of Pandion and Pylia, 
father of Theseus, 206, 210ff. 

Acgialeus, son of Adrastus and De- 
monassa; one of the Epigoni, killed 
by Laodamas before Thebes, 272f. 

Aegisthus, son of Thyestes; paramour 
of Clytaemnestra and usurper of 
Agamemnon’s throne, 673ff. 

Aegle, one of the Hesperides, 135 

Aegyptius, an Ithacan, friend of 
Odysseus and Telemachus, 613 

Aella, one of the Amazons, killed by 
Heracles, 174 

Aeneas, son of Anchises and Aphro- 
dite, husband of Creusa, father of 
Ascanius; a Trojan hero, 307, 334, 
338, 349, 374ff., 382, 420f., 431, 440, 
446ff., 463ff., 617, 631, 645, 647ff., 
661f. 

Aeolus, son of Hippotes, father of 
Xuthus; friend of the gods and 
keeper of the winds, 39, 669, 661f. 

Acpytidae, the family name of the de- 
scendants of Aepytus, one of the de- 
scendants of Heracles, 296 

Aepytus, son of Cresphontes and 
Merope, a descendant of Heracles, 
293ff. 

Aerope, wife of Atreus, mother of 
Agamemnon and Menelaus, 573 

Aesacus, son of Priam and Arisbe, 
who predicted that Paris would 
bring about the downfall of Troy, 
302 
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Aeson, son of Cretheus; half brother 
of Pelias; father of Jason, 86f. 

Aethe, name of one of the mares of 
Agamemnon, 484 

Aethra, daughter of Pittheus, wife of 
Aegeus, mother of Theseus, 206, 
222, 227 

Aethra, one of the handmaids of 
Helen, 363 

Agamemnon, son of Atreus, brother of 
Menelaus; husband of Clytaemnes- 
tra, father of Orestes and Electra; 
leader of the Argives in the Trojan 
war, 308, 310f., 315, 317flP., 336, 345, 
350ff., 366ff., 364f., 367ff., 377, 381, 
389, 393, 396f., 399f., 402f., 408f., 
423f., 428, 457f., 488, 524, 528f., 544, 
56SU 572ff., 592, 601f., 663 

Agapenor, king of Tegea, son of 
Ancaeus; leader of the Arcadians in 
the Trojan war, 276f., 313, 622, 664 

Agave, daughter of Cadmus and Har- 
monia, wife of Echion, mother of 
Pentheus, who killed her son in a 
Bacchic frenzy, 61, 64ff. 

Agelaus, the slave of Priam who was 
commanded to expose the infant 
Paris, but who reared him as his own 
child, 302 

Agelaus, a Trojan, son of Phradmon, 
killed by Diomedes, 397 

Agelaus of Miletus, killed by Meges, 
502 

Agelaus, son of Damastor, one of 
Penelope’s suitors, 718, 727ff. 

Agenor, son of Poseidon and Libya, 
father of Europa, 52ff., 57 

Agenor, son of Phegeus, brother of 
Pronous and Arsinoe, 277 

Agenor, a Trojan hero, son of Ante- 
nor and Theano, 371, 421, 431, 440, 
474, 548, 560 

Ajax, son of Telamon and Eriboea, 
known as Ajax the Great; Argive 
hero of the Trojan war, 191, 313, 
317, 330, 332, 336, 339, 3431f., 364, 
371, 378, 381, 390ff., 400ff., 411, 416, 
418, 427, 432f., 435f., 438, 443f., 446, 
448, 486f., 502, 604f., 517, 619ff., 
623ff., 663f. 

Ajax, son of Oileus, known as Ajax 
the Less or Ajax the Locrian; Ar- 
give hero of the Trojan war, 313, 
418, 428, 438, 445, 486f., 502, 520, 
522, 631, 549, 554, 560, 563, 569f. 

Alcathous, Trojan leader, son-in-law 
of Anchises; killed by Idomeneus, 
or, by another branch of tradition, 
by Achilles, 420, 516 

Alcestis, daughter of Pelias, famed 
for her tender love for her husband 


Adroetus and her voluntary death 
on his behalf, 183ff. 

Alcibia, an Amazon, killed by Dio- 
medes, 602 

Alcimedon, son of Laerces, one of the 
leaders of the Myrmidons under 
Patroclus, 437, 446f., 649 
Alcimenes, son of Jason and Medea, 
138 

Alcimus, a Myrmidon, one of Achilles’ 
charioteers, 460, 493 
Alcinous, king of the Phaeacians, hus- 
band of Arete, father of Nausicaa, 
ISlff., 629, 635ff., 671f., 674 
Alcippe, an Amazon, killed by Hera- 
cles, 175 

Alcmaeon, son of Amphiaraus and 
Eriphyle, one of the Epigoni, 263, 
272f., 276fiP. 

Alcmaeon, an Argive, son of Thestor, 
killed by Sarpedon, 416 
Alcmene, daughter of Electryon, wife 
of Amphitryon; mother of Heracles 
by Zeus, 166f., 161f., 277, 282, 284, 
286f. 

Alcon, a Trojan, son of Megacles, 623 
Alcyoneus, son of Uranus and Gaea; 
one of the most powerful of the 
giants, who could not be overtaken 
by death in his own birthplace, 164 
Alexander see Paris 
Alphenor, son of Niobe and Amphion, 
killed by Apollo, 152 
Althaea, wife of Oeneus king of Caly- 
don, mother of Meleager, 146f. 
Amalthea, a nymph who possessed a 
miraculous horn of plenty, which 
she gave to the river god Achelous 
when his own was broken off by 
Heracles, 194 

Amphialus, a Phaeacian, son of Poly- 
neus, 637 

Amphiaraus, father of Alcmaeon; a 
renowned seer, one of the Seven 
against Thebes, 252f., 256, 258, 261, 
265f., 272 

Amphiclus, a Trojan, killed by Meges, 
438 

Amphidamas, son of Lycurgus, one of 
the Argonauts, 103 
Amphilochus, son of Amphiaraus and 
Eriphyle, brother of Alcmaeon, one 
of the Epigoni, 272, 667f. 
Amphimachus, son of Cteatus, one of 
the Argive leaders in the Trojan 
war; killed by Hector, 313, 419 
Amphimachus, son of Nomion, brother 
of Nastes; one of the Trojan allies, 
335 

Amphimedon, son of Melaneus, one of 
Penelope’s suitors, 729 
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Amphinomus, son of Nisus, one of 
Penelope’s suitors, 694f., 705, 709, 
726 

Amphion, son of Antiope by Zeus, 
husband of Niobe; he fitted together 
the walls of Thebes by the music of 
his lyre, 160, 161, 163 
Amphitryon, son of Alcaeus, grand- 
son of Perseus; husband of Alc- 
mene, stepfather of Heracles, 166fP., 
161 

Amphius, a Trojan ally, killed by 
Ajax the Great, 334, 378 
Amphoterus, son of Alcmaeon and 
Callirrhoe, brother of Acarnan, 
276ff. 

Amycus, king of the Bebrycians, who 
challenged every stranger to a box- 
ing match, 96f. 

Ancaeus, son of Lycurgus; one of 
those who took part in the hunt for 
the Calydonian boar; one of the 
Argonauts, 101, 123, 144 
Anchialus, an Argive, killed by Hec- 
tor, 378 

Anchises, son of Capys and Themis, 
father of Aeneas by his union with 
Aphrodite, 334, 661 
Androgeos, son of Minos and Pasi- 
phae, 212 

Andromache, daughter of Eetion, 
wife of Hector, mother of Asty- 
anax; distinguished by her tender 
love for her husband, 344, 386f., 
445, 480, 496f., 499f., 661, 564 
Andromeda, daughter of Cepheus and 
Cassiopeia, saved from a sea-mon- 
ster by Perseus, 68ff. 

Antaeus, giant, son of Poseidon and 
Gaea; killed by Heracles, 176 
Anteia, wife of Proetus of Tiryns, 
daughter of- lobates, 202 
Antenor, son of Aesyetes and Cleo- 
mestra, husband of Theano; one of 
the most honored of the Trojan 
elders, 306, 317, 347, 363, 364f., 
392f., 661, 668 

Anticlea, daughter of Autolycus, wife 
of Laertes, mother of Odysseus, 
661if., 687 

Antigone, daughter of Oedipus and 
Jocasta, sister of Polynices and 
Eteocles; famous for her defense of 
divine or natural law as opposed by 
man-made law, 236, 241 IT., 266ff., 
266, 266ff. 

Antilochus, son of Nestor and Anaxi- 
bia, distinguished for his beauty and 
bravery; one of the close friends of 
Achilles, 371, 377, 381, 420f., 427, 
433, 438, 448ff., 484f., 486f., 611, 663 


747 

Antimachus, a Trojan, bribed by Paris 
to oppose the return of Helen to the 
Argives, 347f., 408 

Antimachus, one of the Argive heroes 
who concealed themselves in the 
wooden horse, 664 

Antinous, son of Eupeithes, most 
shameless of Penelope’s suitors, 
614, 617, 623ff., 694f., 700flP., 707, 
720ff., 726 

Antiphates, king of the Laestrygon- 
ians, 653 

Antiphus, an old friend of Odysseus, 
697 

Antiphus, son of Aegyptius, one of 
the companions of Odysseus, 613 
Antiphus, son of Heracles and Lao- 
thoe, 314 

Antiphus, son of Priam and Hecuba, 
killed by Agamemnon, 334, 371, 408 
Antiphus, son of Talaemenes, leader 
of the Maeonians in the Trojan war, 
336 

Antiphus, son of Thessalus and Chal- 
ciope, 331 

Aphareus, an Argive, son of Caletor, 
killed by Aeneas, 421 
Aphrodite, the goddess of love, born 
from the foam which sprang up 
when Cronus cast the mutilated 
members of his father Uranus into 
the sea; according to another tradi- 
tion, she was the daughter of Zeus 
and Dione, 34, 53, 66, 86, 86, 131, 
252, 304f., 308, 334, 360, 366, 374fif., 
426, 462, 471f., 647, 661 
Apis, properly an Egyptian god, but 
taken over into Greek mythology as 
Epaphus, the son of Zeus and lo 
(Isis), 47 

Apisaon, a Paeonian, son of Hippasus, 
killed by Lycomedes, 446 
Apisaon, a Trojan, son of Phausius, 
killed by Eurypylus, 412 
Apollo, god of the sun, son of Zeus 
and Leto, brother of Artemis; 
known also as Phoebus, or Phoebus 
Apollo, and Helios, 47ff., 67, 72ff., 
137, 151ff., 164, 176, 183f., 188, 301, 
334, 351, 371, 376f., 388, 406, 414, 
430f., 440ff., 443, 445, 447, 462fP., 
466, 472, 474f., 616f., 638, 689ff., 
669 

Arcesilaus, a Boeotian, friend of 
Menestheus, killed by Hector, 313, 
431 

Archelochus, a Trojan, son of An- 
tenor, killed by Ajax the Great, 427 
Archemorus see Opheltes 
Archeptolemus, a Trojan, son of 
Iphitus, killed by Teucer, 397 
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AreilycuSy a Trojan, killed by Patro- 
clus, 438 

Areithous, a Trojan, killed by Achil- 
les, 466 

Ares, the god of war, son of Zeus and 
Hera, 118, 164, 178, 334, 350, 372, 
S76ff^ 462f., 471f., 600, 506t, 636f. 

Aretaon, a Trojan, killed by Teucer, 
381 

Arete, wife of Alcinous king of the 
Phaeacians, mother of Nausicaa, 
132f., 633ff., 672 

Aretus, son of Priam, killed by Auto- 
medon, 447 

Argia, daughter of Adrastus and 
Amphithea, wife of Polynices, 261, 
252 

Argia, daughter of Autesion, wife of 
the Heraclid Aristodemus, 290 

Argiope, daughter of King Teuthras 
of Mysia, first wife of Telephus, 
329 

Argonauts, the name given to the 
group of men whom Jason led in 
search of the golden fleece, 86-138 

Argus, the hundred-eyed monster 
whom Hera set to watch lo, 43ff. 

Argus, son of Arestor and Argia; the 
builder of the Argo, 88 

Argus, son of Phrixus and Chalciope, 
grandson of Aeetes, 103f., 108ff., 
122, 124 

Argus, the faithful dog of Odysseus, 
699f. 

Ariadne, daughter of Minos and Pasi- 
phae, elder sister of Phaedra, 213f., 
222 

Arion, one of the horses of Adrastus, 
with which he set out against The- 
bes, 272 

Aristodemus, son of Aristomachus, 
one of the descendants of Heracles, 
289f. 

Aristomachus, son of Cleodaeus, one 
of the descendants of Heracles, 289 

Arnaeus see Irus 

Arsinoe, daughter of Phegeus, wife of 
Alcmaeon, 275 ff. 

Artemis, goddess of the moon and 
of the chase, daughter of Zeus and 
Leto, sister of Apollo, 143, 151if., 
168f., 222f., 317, 327, 462, 472f., 
597if. 

Ascalaphus, son of Acheron and 
Gorgyra, betrayer of Persephone, 
181 

Ascalaphus, son of Ares and Astyo- 
che, an Argive, killed by Deiphobus, 
313, 421 

Ascanius of Phrygia, ally of the Tro- 
jans, 335 


Ascanius, son of Aeneas and Creusa, 
561 

Asius, son of Hyrtacus, a Trojan 
leader, killed by Idomeneus, 334, 
414f., 420 

Asius, son of Dymas, brother of 
Hecuba, 441 

Asteropaeus, a Paeonian, son of Pele- 
gon, ally of the Trojans, killed by 
Achilles, 468f. 

Astyanax, son of Hector and Androm- 
ache, 386f., 497, 561 
Astynous, a Trojan, killed by Dio- 
medes, 374 

Astyoche, daughter of Priam, second 
wife of Telephus, mother of Eury- 
pylus, 332 

Atalanta, daughter of lasus and 
Clymene, companion of Artemis, 
143ff., 257 

Athene, goddess of wisdom and of 
battle, sprung from the head of 
Zeus; known also as Pallas or Pal- 
las Athene, 31, 33, 59, 68, 74, lOOf., 
156, 161, 162, 165, 172, 179, 193, 201, 
203, 217, 258, 300f., 303f., 350, 363, 
357ff., 367f., 372flF., 376, 379, 388, 398, 
406, 447, 452, 460, 462ff., 471f., 477, 
518, 526, 537, 651f., 663, 569f., 691ff., 
608, 610, 616ff., 629, 638, 674ff., 
682f., 691, 700, 706, 715, 728, 7411f. 
Atlas, carrier of the sky; son of the 
Titan lapetus and Clymene, brother 
of Prometheus, 68, 151, 163, 178f. 
Atreus, son of Pelops and Hippo- 
damia, grandson of Tantalus; 
brother of Thyestes, father of Aga- 
memnon and Menelaus, 288, 573f. 
Atridae, the name sometimes given to 
Agamemnon and Menelaus, the 
sons of Atreus 

Atymnius, a Trojan, killed by Antilo- 
chus, 438 

Augeas, son of Helios or Poseidon; 
one of the Argonauts; the cleaning 
of his stables formed one of the 
labors of Heracles, 105, 171f., 192 
Autolycus, a noted thief and deceiver; 
father of Anticlea, maternal grand- 
father of Odysseus, 182, 738 
Automedon, son of Diores, friend and 
charioteer of Achilles, 401, 439, 
443, 440f., 460, 493, 495, 538 
Autonoe, handmaid of Penelope, 706 
Axius, a Paeonian river-god, grand- 
father of Asteropaeus, 468 
Axylus, a Trojan, son of Teuthras, 
killed by Diomedes, 381 

Bacchantes see Maenads 
Bacchus see Dionysus 
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Balius, one of the immortal horses of 
Achilles, born of Zephyrus and the 
harpy Podarge, 437, 446, 619 
Bellerophon, son of Glaucus, grand- 
son of Sisyphus, 202£f., 383 
Bia, the personification of violence, 
daughter of Pallas and the river 
Styx, 34 

Bienor, a Trojan, killed by Agamem- 
non, 408 

Bremusa, an Amazon, killed by Ido- 
meneus, 601 

Briseis, daughter of Briseus, also 
known as Hippodamia; captured 
on a marauding expedition by Achil- 
les ; cause of the quarrel between him 
and Agamemnon, 344, 353ff., 400, 
468f., 618 

Briseus, son of Ardys, brother of 
Chryses, father of Briseis, 344, 400 
Busiris, son of Poseidon and Lysian- 
assa, cruel king of Egypt, 178 
Butcs, son of Teleon, one of the Argo- 
nauts, 131 

Cabirus of Sestos, ally of the Tro- 
jans, killed by Sthenelus, 602 
Cadmus, son of Agenor, brother of 
Europa; founder of Thebes, 67ff., 
61, 117, 252, 259 

Calais, son of Boreas and Oreithyia, 
95, 99 

Calchas, son of Thestor, the seer who 
accompanied the Greeks on their 
expedition against Troy, 3l2f., 
317ff., 351f., 353f., 418, 630, 638, 
549f., 655f., 567L 

Caletor, a Trojan, son of Clytius, 
killed by Hector, 432 
Callirrhoe, daughter of Achelous, 
wife of Alcmaeon, 275ff. 

Calypso, a nymph, daughter of Atlas, 
who entertained Odysseus on her 
island of Ogygia for several years, 
609f., 623, 625ff., 670 
Capaneus, son of Hipponous, father of 
Sthenelus; one of the Seven against 
Thebes, 262, 258, 261 f., 272 
Cassandra, daughter of Priam and 
Hecuba; a seeress, granted the gift 
of prophecy by Apollo, 305, 334, 349, 
420, 496, 668, 663f., 568f., 676f. 
Castor, son of Tyndareus and Leda, 
brother of Helen. Castor and his 
brother Polydeuces together were 
known as the Dioscuri (by one 
branch of tradition they were the 
sons of Zeus) or the Tyndaridae, 
89, 119, 128, 144, 157, 227, 307, 311, 
323, 364f . 
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Cebriones, son of Priam, charioteer of 
Hector, killed by Patroclus, 441 f. 

Cepheus, king of Arcadia, son of Ly- 
curgus, 193 

Cepheus, king of Ethiopia, father of 
Andromeda, 68ff. 

Cerberus, the three-headed dog, off- 
spring of Typhon and Echidna, who 
guarded the gate to the underworld, 
180, 181, 234 

Cercyon, son of Poseidon, who lived at 
Eleusis and compelled all passers- 
by to wrestle with him, 209f. 

Ceto, daughter of Pontus and Gaea, 
mother of the Graeae, the Gorgons, 
and the dragon Ladon, 177 

Ceyx, king of Trachis, friend and com- 
panion of Heracles, 195, 277 

dial dope, daughter of Aeetes, sister 
of Medea, 106, lllff. 

Chariclo, mother of Tiresias, 268 

Charis, one of the Graces, wife of 
Hephaestus, according to one branch 
of tradition, 454 

Charybdis, a deep and yawning cavern 
in the straits between Sicily and 
Italy, said to suck in and spew forth 
the waves of the sea three times a 
day, 131, 666ff., 670 

Chimaera, a firebreathing monster, 
offspring of Typhon and Echidna, 
with the head of a lion, middle body 
of a goat, and tall of a snake, 203f., 
234 

Chiron, a centaur, half man, half 
horse, teacher of young heroes, 36, 
86, 169f., 312, 437 

Chromius, a Mysian, ally of the Tro- 
jans, 335, 447 

Chromius, son of Priam, killed by 
Diomedes, 374 

Chrysaor, a monster, offspring of 
Poseidon and Medusa, brother of 
Pegasus, 68, 176 

Chryseis, daughter of Chryses the 
priest of Apollo, war prize of Aga- 
memnon, who refustid to give her up 
to her father and so brought the 
wrath of Apollo on the Greeks, 343, 
345, 350ff. 

Chryses, priest of Apollo, father of 
Chryseis, 342, 350f., 355 

Chrysippus, son of Pelops and the 
nymph Axioche, carried off by 
Laius, 231 

Chrysothemis, daughter of Agamem- 
non and Clytaemnestra, sister of 
Electra and Orestes, 674, 680f., 
684f., 602, 608 

Circe, daughter of Helios and Perse, 
sister of Aeetes; a sorceress who 
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Circe {Continued) 

turned men into animals, 128, 129f., 
653ff., 665 

Cleobulus, a Trojan, killed by Ajax 
the Less, 438 

Cleodaeus, son of Hyllus and lole, 
grandson of Heracles; father of 
Aristomachus, 289 

Cleodorus, a Rhodian, son of Lernus 
and Amphiale, killed by Paris, 645 
Cleopatra, daughter of Boreas, wife 
of Phineus, 98 

elite, daughter of Merops, wife of 
Cyzicus king of the Doliones, 94 
Clitus, a Trojan, son of Peisenor, 
killed by Teucer, 432 
Clonia, an Amazon, one of the fol- 
lowers of Penthesilea, 601 
Clonius, son of Alegenor, leader of the 
Boeotians, killed by Agenor, 313, 
431 

Clotho, one of the Fates, who spins 
the thread of life, 147 
Clymene, daughter of Oceanus and 
Tethys, mother of Phaethon by 
Apollo, 48 

Clymene, one of the handmaids of 
Helen, 363 

Clytaemnestra, daughter of Tynda- 
reus and Leda, wife of Agamem- 
non, mother of Orestes and Elec- 
tra; she killed her husband and was 
in turn killed by her son, 311, 318ff., 
674ff., 690 

Clytius, son of Eurytus and Antiope, 
one of the Argonauts, 103 
Clytius, one of the giants, killed by 
Hephaestus in the battle between 
the giants and the Olympian gods, 
165 

Clytius, son of Alcmaeon, grandson 
of Amphiaraus, 275, 277 
Clytius, son of Laomedon, brother of 
Priam, one of the Trojan elders, 363 
Clytoneus, son of Alcinous king of the 
Phaeacians, 637 
Cocalus, king of Sicily, 85f. 

Coeranus, an Argive, charioteer of 
Meriones, killed by Hector, 448 
Coon, a Trojan, son of Antenor, killed 
by Agamemnon, 409 
Copreus, son of Pelops, servant of 
Eurystheus, 167, 278ff. 

Coroebus, a Phrygian, son of Mygdon, 
suitor of Cassandra, killed by Dio- 
medes, 660 

Cratos, the personification of force, 
son of Pallas and the river Styx, 34 
Creon, king of Corinth, father of 
Glauce, 138ff. 

Creon, king of Thebes, son of Menoe- 


ceus, great-grandson of Pentheus, 
brother of Jocasta, uncle of Anti- 
gone, Eteocles, and Polynices, 161, 
234f., 236f., 239flF., 243f., 246f., 256, 
268ff., 262, 266ff. 

Cresphontes, son of Aristomachus, 
one of the descendants of Heracles, 
289, 292f. 

Cretheus, founder and ruler of lolcus, 
father of Aeson and Pelias, grand- 
father of Jason, 86, 104 

Crethon, an Argive, son of Diodes of 
Pherae, 377 

Creusa, daughter of Erechtheus, 
mother of Ion by Apollo, 72ff. 

Creusa, daughter of Priam, wife of 
Aeneas, 334 

Cronus (Saturn), youngest son of 
Uranus and Gaea; he mutilated 
and overthrew his father, and was 
in turn overthrown by his son Zeus, 
32, 36 

Ctesippus, one of Penelope’s suitors, 
718, 729 

Ctesius, son of Ormenus, father of 
Eumaeus, 687 

Ctimene, daughter of Anticlea, sister 
of Odysseus, 687 

Cyclops see Polyphemus 

Cycnus, son of Ares and Pyrene, killed 
by Heracles, 178 

Cycnus, king of Colonac, son of 
Poseidon, ally of Troy, invulnerable 
and of great strength, 339 ff. 

Cyllarus, a young centaur, killed at 
the wedding feast of Pirithous with 
his beloved, Hylonome, 220 

Cypselus, king of Arcadia, son of 
Aepytus, 293f, 

Cyzicus, king of the Doliones, son of 
Aeneus and Aenete, 93f. 

Daedalus, son of Motion, father of 
Icarus; famed for his skilled crafts- 
manship and handiwork, 821f., 189 

Damasichthon, son of Niobe and Am- 
phion, killed by Apollo, 162f. 

Damasistratus, a Plataean, who found 
and buried the body of Oedipus’ 
father, Laius, 233 

Damastes, a famous robber, also 
known as Procrustes; he was killev 
by Theseus, 210 

Danae, daughter of King Acrisius o 
Argos, mother of Perseus by Zeu: 
66 

Danaus, an early king of Egypt, 3! 

Dardanus, son of Zeus and an ocei 
rymph, 299f. 

Dardanus, a Trojan, son of Bias, 
killed by Achilles, 466 
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Dares, a Trojan, priest of Hephaestus, 
372 

Death, child of Night, the twin 
brother of Sleep; also known by his 
Greek name, Thanatos, 184, 186, 
187 

Deianira, daughter of Oeneus, sister 
of Meleager, wife of Heracles; her 
Jealousy brought about her hus- 
band’s death, 180, 193ff. 

Deicoon, a Trojan, son of Pergasus, 
friend of Aeneas, killed by Aga- 
memnon, 377 

Deidamia, daughter of Lycomedes 
king of Scyros, wife of Achilles, 
mother of Neoptolemus, 312, 318, 
633f. 

Deiochus, an Argive, killed by Paris, 
431 

Deioneus, son of Eurytus of Oechalia, 
209 

Deiphobus, king of Amyclae, 188 
Deiphobus, son of Priam, one of the 
greatest of the Trojan heroes, 304ff., 
334, 419ff., 477, 638, 648, 662 
Deiphones, one of the descendants of 
Heracles, 293 

Deipyle, daughter of Adrastus, wife 
of Tydeus, 261 

Deipyrus, an Argive, killed by Helen- 
us, 421 

Demeter, daughter of Cronus and 
Rhea, goddess of agriculture and 
the civilization based on it, 147, 181, 
299 

Democoon, bastard son of Priam, 
killed by Odysseus, 371 
Demodocus, bard at the court of Alci- 
nous king of the Phaeacians, 636f., 
639, 641, 671 

Oemoleon, a Trojan, son of Antenor 
and Theano, killed by Achilles, 465 
Demoleon of Sparta, son of Hippasus, 
killed by Paris, 646 
Demophoon, son of Theseus and 
Phaedra, 222, 229, 278fr. 
Demoptolemus, one of Penelope’s 
suitors, killed by Odysseus, 729 
Demuchus, a Trojan, wounded by 
AchiUes, 466 

Derimachia, an Amazon, killed by 
Diomedes, 602 

Derione, an Amazon, killed by Ajax 
the Less, 602 

Deucalion, son of Prometheus and 
Clymene, husband of Pyrrha; he 
and his wife were the only ones 
saved when Zeus decided to destroy 
mankind by a great flood, 39ff., 116 
Deucalion, son of Minos of Crete, 
brother of Phaedra, 222 
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Deucalion, a Trojan, killed by Achil- 
les, 466 

Dictys, a centaur, killed at the wed- 
ding feast of Pirithous, 220 
Dictys, son of Magnes, ruler with his 
brother Polydectes over the island 
of Seriphus, 66 

Diodes, son of Ortilochus, host to 
Telemachus and Peisistratus on 
their journey to and from Sparta, 
620, 684 

Diomedea, playmate of Briseis, 346 
Diomedes of Thrace, son of Ares, king 
of the Bistones, 173 
Diomedes, son of Tydeus, one of the 
greatest of the Argive heroes in the 
Trojan war, 272, 311, 313, 330, 336, 
346, 370ff., 380f., 382f., 393, 395ff., 
399, 403ff., 424, 467, 484f., 487, 602, 
607f., 519ff., 625, 630, 633ff., 648, 
664, 560 

Dione, mother of Niobe by Tantalus, 
and, by one branch of tradition, of 
Aphrodite by Zeus, 161, 376 
Dionysus, god of fertility and wine, 
son of Zeus and Semele; also known 
as Bacchus, 60ff., 164, 165, 169, 214, 
222 

Diores, son of Amarynceus, one of the 
Argive leaders in the Trojan war, 
313 

Dioscuri see Tyndaridae 
Dolius, faithful servant and gardener 
of Penelope, 624, 736, 739, 742 
Dolon, son of Eumedes, a Trojan spy 
killed by Diomedes, 404£r. 

Dolops, a Trojan, killed by Menelaus, 
433 

Dorus, son of Xuthus and Creusa, 
father of the Dorian race, 81 
Dryas, leader of the Lapithae in their 
fight with the centaurs, 220 
Dryops, a Trojan, killed by Achilles, 
466 

Echeclus, Trojan, son of Agenor, 
killed by Achilles, 466 
Echemmon, son of Priam, killed by 
Diomedes, 374 

Echemus, king of Tegea, 288 
Echeneus, a Phaeacian, 635 
Echepolus, a Trojan, killed by Antilo- 
chus, 371 

Echetus, cruel king of Epirus, 704f. 
Echidna, a serpent, mother of the 
Lernean Hydra, the Nemean lion, 
the Chimaera, the Sphinx, and other 
monsters ; she is represented as half 
maiden and half snake, 166, 203, 234 
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£chion 5 one of the earthborn men who 
sprang from the dragon teeth sown 
by Cadmus, 69, 61 

Echius, an Argive, killed by Polites, 
431 

Eetion, king of Thebe in Cilicia, father 
of Andromache, 334 
Eetion, prince of Imbros, son of 
Jason, 467 

Eidyia, wife of Aeetes, mother of 
Medea and Absyrtus, 107 
Elatreus, a Phaeacian, 637 
Elatus, a Trojan, killed by Agamem- 
non, 381 

Elatus, one of Penelope’s suitors, killed 
by Eumaeus, 729 

Electra, daughter of Agamemnon and 
Clytaemnestra, sister of Orestes, 
whom she helped avenge their 
father’s murder, 674, 6791f., 602, 608 
Elephenor, one of the Abantes from 
Euboea, killed by Agenor, 229, 313, 
371 

Elpenor, one of the companions of 
Odysseus, killed when he fell from 
the roof of Circe’s palace, 659, 661, 
664f. 

Enceladus, one of the giants, upon 
whom Athene hurled the island of 
Sicily, 163, 165 

Endymion, the beautiful son of 
Aethlios, loved by Selene the god- 
dess of the moon, 122 
Eniopeus, a Trojan, charioteer of 
Hector, 396 

Ennomus of Mysia, ally of the Trojans, 
killed by Achilles, 336 
Eos, the goddess of the dawn, mother 
of Memnon, 510f., 614 
Epaphus, son of Zeus and lo, 47 
Epeigeus, son of Agacles, an Argive, 
killed by Hector, 440 
Epeius, son of Panopaeus, builder of 
the wooden horse, 486f., 621f., 651f., 
664 

Eperitus, son of Apheidas, of Alybas, 
the name assumed by Odysseus be- 
fore making himself known to his 
fatlier Laertes, 737 
Epliialtcs, one of the giants, whose 
eyes were shot out by Apollo and 
Heracles, 1G4 

Epicles, a Trojan, killed by Ajax, 416 
Epigoni, the name given to the sons 
of the heroes who fell in the war 
against Thebes, 273f. 

Epimetheus, son of lapetus, brother 
of Prometheus, 34 

Epistrophus of Phocis, son of Iphitus, 
brother of Schedius, 313 


Epistrophus, one of the allies of Troy, 
334f. 

Erechtheus, king of Athens, son of 
Gaea by Hephaestus, brought up by 
Athene, 72, 74, 82, 206 

Erechthidcs, the family name of the 
descendants of Erechtheus, 77, 79, 
82 

Ereuthalion of Arcadia, son of Hip- 
pomedon, killed by Nestor, 390 

Erginus, king of the Minyans, son of 
Clymenus, 161 

Eriboea, mother of Ajax the Great, 
627 

Erichthonius, son of Dardanus, father 
of Tros, 300 

Erichthonius, son of Hephaestus and 
Atthis or Athene, 74, bl 

Erinyes, a name of the Furies or 
Eumenidcs, the goddesses of ven- 
geance, 241, 580 if. 

Eriphyle, daughter of Talaus of Argos, 
wife of Amphiaraus, 262f., 273 

Eris, goddess of discord; she was the 
only one among the gods not invited 
lo tile wedding of Peleus and The- 
tis; in revenge she threw a golden 
apple among tlie guests, and thus 
gave occasion for the Trojan war, 
303, 462 

Eros, the god of love, the child of 
Chaos, or, by another branch of tra- 
dition, of Aphrodite by Ares or Her- 
mes, 66, 107 

Erylaus, a Trojan, killed by Patroclus, 
439 

Etcocles, son of Oedipus and Jocasta; 
he was the defender of Thebes 
against the Seven, and was killed by 
the hand of his brother Polynices, 
235, 240, 243f., 256, 258, 260, 261ff. 

Eteoneus, a servant of Menelaus in 
Sparta, 620 

Ethops, son of Pyrrhasus, friend of 
Memnon, killed by Antilochus, 611 

Euadne, daughter of Iphis, wife of 
Capaneus, 272 

Euandra, one of the Amazons, killed 
by Merlones, 502 

Euchenor of Corinth, an Argive, killed 
by Paris, 422 

Eudoras, son of Hermes and Poly- 
mele, one of Achilles’ Myrmidons, 
437 

Euenor of Dulichium, an Argive, killed 
by Paris, 602 

Eumaeus, the faithful swineherd of 
Odysseus, 677ff., 686ff., 693f., 696, 
698ff., 717, 720ff. 
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Eumdus, son of Admetus and Alces- 
tis, husband of Iphthime, 314, 484f., 
522 

Eumenides, the goddesses of ven- 
geance, known also as Erinyes or 
Furies, 241f., 689ff. 

Eumolpus, priest of Eleusis, son of 
Poseidon and Chione, 180 
Euneus, son of Jason and Hypsipyle, 
394, 467 

Eupeithes, father of Antinous, killed 
by Laertes, 740f., 742 
Euphemus, son of Poseidon and 
, Europa, 89, 100, 136 AT. 

Euphemus, son of Troizenus, an ally 
of the Trojans, 334. 

Euphorbus, a Trojan, son of Pan- 
thous, killed by Menelaus, 442f. 
Europa, daughter of Agenor, sister of 
Cadmus, carried off by Zeus, to 
whom she bore Minos and Rhada- 
manthys, 62ff. 

Euryades, one of Penelope’s suitors, 
killed by Telemachus, 729 
Euryalus, son of Mecisteus, one of the 
Epigoni; he also took part in the 
war against Troy, 272, 313, 381, 486, 
622 

Euryalus, one of the Phaeacians, 637f., 
640 

Eurybates, an Argive herald, com- 
panion of Odysseus, 364, 400, 712 
Euryclea, nurse of Odysseus, who 
brought up his son Telemachus, 617, 
624f., 696, 709f., 712f., 716, 730ff. 
Eurydamas, a Trojan, son-in-law of 
Antenor, killed by Diomedes, 374, 
560 

Eurydamas, one of Penelope’s suitors, 
killed by Odysseus, 707, 729 
Eurydice, wife of Lycurgus of Nemea, 
mother of Opheltes, 255 
Eurydice, wife of Creon of Thebes, 
270f. 

Eurylochus, companion of Odysseus, 
654f., 668, 666, 668f. 

Eurymachus, son of Antenor, 647 
Eurymachus, one of the Argives who 
concealed themselves in the wooden 
horse, 654 

Eurymachus, son of Polybus, one of 
Penelope’s suitors, 616, 623f., 682, 
688f., 694f., 706fr., 719, 721ff., 726 
Eurymedon, an Argive, charioteer of 
Agamemnon, 368 

Eurymenes, a Trojan, friend of 
Aeneas, 645 

Eurynome, daughter of Oceanus, 
mother of the Graces by Zeus, 464 
Eurynome, one of Penelope’s hand- 
maids, 706, 711 
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Eurynomus, son of Aegyptius, one of 
Penelope’s suitors, 613 

Eurypylus, an Argive hero, son of , 
Euaemon, 314, 335, 412f., 432, 648, 
555 

Eurypylus of Mysia, son of Telephus 
and Astyoche, ally of the Trojans, 
332, 630ff., 536f. 

Eurysaces, son of Ajax the Great and 
Tecmessa, 526 ff. 

Eurysthenes, son of Aristodemus and 
Argia, one of the descendants of 
Heracles, 290, 292 

Eurystheus, son of Sthenelus and 
Nicippe, grandson of Perseus; he 
imposed the celebrated 12 labors of 
Heracles, 166ff., 277ff. 

Eurytion, the centaur who carried off 
Hippodamia, the bride of Pirithous, 
219f., 723 

Eurytus, king of Oechalia, son of 
Melaneus, father of I ole and Deio- 
neus, 167, 182, 188, 196, 209 

Fates, the three goddesses who con- 
trol the destinies of men: Clotho, 
who spins the thread of life; Lache- 
sis, who determines its length; and 
Atropos, who cuts it off, 145, 161 
163, 165, 614, 697 

Furies, the goddesses of vengeance, 
known also as Erinyes or Eumen- 
ides, 241, 461, 499, 689ff. 

Gaea, the goddess of the earth; she 
came into being after Chaos and 
brought forth of herself the sky, 
the mountains, and the sea, 31, 162, 
177 

Geryon, one of the giants, son of 
Chrysaor and Callirrhoe, 175ff. 

Glauce, daughter of Creon of Corinth, 
second wife of Jason, 138ff. 

Glaucus, a sea-god, who possessed the 
gift of prophecy, 95 

Glaucus of Lycia, son of Hippolochus, 
grandson of Bellerophon ; ally of the 
Trojans, killed by Ajax, 204, 336, 
382f., 416, 439f., 444, 617, 619 

Gorgons, three daughters of Phorcys 
and Ceto, one of whom was Medusa; 
sisters of the Graeae, 67f. 

Gorgythion, bastard son of Priam and 
Castianeira, killed by Teucer, 397 

Graces, the goddesses of everything 
which lends charm and beauty to 
nature and human life; they were 
the daughters of Zeus and Eury- 
nome, and were named Euphrosyne, 
Thalia, and Aglaia, 126, 620 
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Graeae, three daughters of Phorcys 
and Ceto, sisters of the Gorgons; 
they had only one eye and one tooth 
among them, 67 
Graicus, son of Thessalus, 314 
Guneus of Cyphos, an ally of the 
Argives, 314 

Hades, king of the underworld, son of 
Cronus and Rhea, brother of Zeus 
and Poseidon, also known as Pluto; 
the name Hades was also applied to 
the underworld itself, 163, 180f., 
192, 227, 462 

Haemon, son of Creon of Thebes and 
Eurydice, betrothed to Antigone, 
268ff. 

Halltherses, son of Mastor, an Itha- 
can seer, friend of Odysseus, 615f^ 
697, 740f. 

Halius, son of Alcinous king of the 
Phaeacians and Arete, 637, 639 
Harmonia, wife of Cadmus, 262 
Harpalion, son of Pylaemenes, a Tro- 
jan ally, killed by Meriones, 422 
Harpalycus, son of Hermes, teacher 
of Heracles, 157 

Harpinna, one of the mares of Oeno- 
maus, 149 

Hebe, the goddess of youth, wife of 
Heracles on Olympus, 157, 201, 367 
Hecabe see Hecuba 
Hecate, originally a personification of 
divine power, she later came to be 
conceived as a goddess of night and 
the lower world, and eventually of 
ghosts and magic, 118 
Hector, son of Priam and Hecuba, 
brother of Paris; greatest of the 
Trojan heroes in the Trojan war, 
finally killed by Achilles, 302, 306, 
334, 338f., 348f., 361f., 366f., 376ff., 
382, 383ff., 388ff., 395ff., 407ff., 414ff., 
427ff., 438f., 440ff., 453, 465f., 474ff. 
Hecuba, daughter of Dymas king of 
Phrygia, wife of Priam king of 
Troy, mother of Hector and Paris; 
also known as Hecabe, 302, 333f., 
384, 476, 480, 490, 496f., 546, 564, 
566 

Helen, daughter of Zeus and Leda, 
half sister of the Tyndaridae and of 
Clytaemnestra; she was the wife of 
Menelaus, famed for her beauty, 
carried off by Paris, and thus the 
cause of the Trojan war, 37, 226ff., 
307ff., 315ff., 333f., 346ff., S62ff., 
385f., 497, 609, 629f., 646, 662ff., 
621f., 683f. 

Helenus, son of Priam and Hecuba, 
endowed, like his sister Cassandra, 


with the gift of prophecy, 306, 334, 
382, 388, 421, 637, 548 

Heliades, the daughters of Helios and 
the ocean nymph Clymene, sisters of 
Phaethon, 128f. 

Helios see Apollo 

Helle, daughter of Athamas and Ne- 
phele, sister of Phrixus; the Helles- 
pont was named after her, 88 

Hellen, son of Pyrrha and Deucalion, 
after whom the Greeks were called 
Hellenes, 314 

Hephaestus, the god of fire, son of 
Zeus and Hera, 33, 34f., 63, 106, 131, 
166, 350, 372, 461, 464ff., 462, 470f. 

Hera, the queen of the gods, eldest 
daughter of Cronus and Rhea, sis- 
ter and wife of Zeus, 42ff., 87, 129ff., 
166, 164ff., 174, 177, 192, 201, 302ff., 
350, 366f., 376, 379, 396, 398, 425f., 
428f., 439, 462ff., 470ff., 616 

Heracles, the most illustrious hero of 
Greek mythology, the son of Zeus by 
Alcmene, famed for his manly 
strength, 35, 89, 91 f., 93, 94ff., 136, 
166-201, 207f., 227, 277, 280, 306, 
642f., 664 

Heraclidae, the name by which the de- 
scendants of Heracles were known, 
277-296 

Hermes, son of Zeus and Maia, herald 
of the gods and guide of the dead 
in Hades; known for his inventive- 
ness and versatility, 34, 45f., 64, 67, 
72f., 166, 180, 303, 360, 462, 473, 
491f., 496f., 673, 691, 610, 625f., 
665f, 

Hermione, only daughter of Menelaus 
and Helen, wife of Orestes, though 
at one time she was betrothed to 
Neoptolemus, 308, 324, 608, 620 

Hesione, daughter of Laomedon, sis- 
ter of Priam, saved from a sea 
monster by Heracles, who gave her 
as wife to Telamon, to whom she 
bore Teucer, 175, 191, 192, 306ff., 
316 

Hesperides, the daughters of Night, 
guardians of the golden apples 
which Gaea caused to grow as a 
marriage gift for Hera, 135, 177, 
178, 179 

Hicetaon, one of the Trojan elders, 
363 

Hippocoon, king of Sparta, son of 
Oebalus and Bateia, brother of 
Tyndareus, 188, 193 

Hippocoon, a Thracian, friend of 
Rhesus, 406 

Hippodamas, a Trojan, killed by 
Achilles, 466 
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Hippodamia, daughter of Oenomaus 
and Sterope, wife of Pelops, 148ff.» 
572 

Hippodamia, a Thessalian princess, 
daughter of Butes, courted by Piri- 
thous, 218ff., 226 

Hippodamia, wife of Tisiphonus, 
daughter of Antimachus, 503 
Hippodamia, one of the handmaids of 
Penelope, 706 
Hippodamia see Briseis 
Hippolochus, son of Bellerophon, 
father of Glaucus of Lycia, 204 
Hippolyte, daughter of Ares, queen of 
the Amazons, wife of Theseus, sis- 
ter of Penthesilea; (these relation- 
ships conflict with one another, but 
the tradition is confused and incon- 
sistent), 174f., 217f., 222, 499 
Hippolytus, one of the giants, 165 
Hippolytus, son of Theseus and Hip- 
polyte, a chaste devotee of Artemis, 
killed by the curse of his father, 
222ff. 

Hippomedon, brother of Adrastus, one 
of the Seven against Thebes, 252, 
255, 257, 261 

Hipponous, son of Priam and Hecuba, 
killed by Achilles, 334, 516 
Hippotes, son of Phylas, one of the 
descendants of Heracles, 290 
Hippothous, son of Lethus, leader of 
the Pelasgians, ally of the Trojans, 
killed by Ajax, 334, 445 
Hippotion, a Phrygian, ally of the 
Trojans, killed by Meriones, 427 
Hodius, a Trojan ally, killed by Aga- 
memnon, 334, 372 
Hodius, an Argive herald, 400 
Hours, the goddesses of order in na- 
ture, Eunomia (Good Order), Dike 
(Justice), and Eirene (Peace) ; they 
are also known by the Latin name 
of Horae, 49, 379, 499, 520 
Hydra, offspring of Typhon and 
Echidna, with nine immortal heads; 
called the Lernean Hydra from the 
district in which it lived, 167f., 234 
Hylas, son of Theiodamas, a beloved 
companion of Heracles, 89, 94f. 
Hyllus, son of Heracles and Deianira, 
195, 198flF., 284f., 287ff. 

Hylonome, the beloved of the centaur 
Cyllarus, 220f. 

Hyperenor, a Trojan, killed by Mene- 
laus, 428, 443 

Hypiron, a Trojan, killed by Dio- 
medes, 374 

Hypsenor, son of Hippasus, compan- 
ion of Antilochus, killed by Deipho- 
bus, 420 
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Hypsipyle, daughter of Thoas king of 
Lemnos, 89ff., 263ff. 

Hyrnetho, daughter of Temenus, wife 
of Deiphontes the Heraclid, 293 
Hyrtius, a Trojan ally, killed by Ajax, 
427 

lalmenus, an Argive, son of Ares and 
Astyoche, 313 

lapetus, one of the Titans, son of 
Uranus and Gaea, father of Prome- 
theus, Atlas, Epimetheus, and Men- 
oetius, 31 

lasus of Athens, ally of the Argives, 
killed by Aeneas, 431 
Icarus, son of Daedalus; on his flight 
from Crete with his father, he flew 
too near the sun and fell into the 
sea and was drowned, 82ff., 189 
Idaeus, a Trojan herald, charioteer of 
Priam, 350, 365, 391, 393, 491, 496 
Idaeus, a Trojan, son of Dares, 
brother of Phegeus, 372 
Idas, son of Aphareus and Arene, one 
of the Argonauts, llOf., 117f. 
Idomeneus, leader of the Cretans, son 
of Deucalion, descendant of Minos 
and Pasiphae; one of the most re- 
nowned Argive heroes of the Tro- 
jan war, 314, 364, 369, 372, 411, 
419ff., 445, 448, 501, 521, 524, 554, 
560 

Ilioneus, youngest son of Niobe and 
Amphion, killed by Apollo, 153 
Ilioneus, a Trojan, son of Phorbas, 
killed by Peneleus, 427 
Ilioneus, a Trojan, killed by Dio- 
medes, 560 

Hos, son of Tros and Callirrhoe, father 
of I^aomedon, grandfather of 
Priam, 300 

Imbrius, a Trojan, son of Mentor, 
killed by Teucer, 419 
Inaohus, king of the Pelasgians, son 
of Oceanus and Tethys, father of lo, 
42, 44 

Ino, wife of Athamas, stepmother of 
Phrixus and Helle, better known by 
the name of Leucothea, 88 
lo, daughter of Inachus, beloved of 
Zeus, who changed her into a heifer 
to avoid detection by Hera; in this 
form she wandered over the earth, 
driven by a gadfly, 42ff. 
lobates, king of Lycia, father of 
Anteia, son-in-law of Proetus king 
of Tiryns, by whom he was com- 
missioned to kill Bellerophon, 202ff. 
lolaus, son of Iphicles, nephew of 
Heracles and his faithful compan- 
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ion and charioteer, 166, 168, 182, 
201, 278fF. 

lole, daughter of Eurytus king of 
Oechalia, the innocent cause of 
Heracles’ death, 182, 196f., 288 
Ion, son of Apollo and Creusa, ex- 
posed at birth but reared in the 
temple of Apollo at Delphi, 72ff. 
Iphicles, son of Alcmene and Amphi- 
tryon, half brother of Heracles, 
father of lolaus, 168, 193 
Iphidamas, son of Antenor and 
Theano, killed by Agamemnon, 408f. 
Iphigenia, daughter of Agamemnon 
and Clytaemnestra, sister of Orestes 
and Electra; offered as a sacrifice at 
Aulis by Agamemnon, but miracu- 
lously saved by Artemis and car- 
ried to Tauris, where she became 
priestess of the goddess, 317ff., 674, 
697ff. 

Iphition, a Trojan, killed by Achilles, 
465 

Iphitus, son of Eurytus, friend of 
Heracles, by whom he was killed in 
a fit of madness, 182, 183, 188 
Iphthime, daughter of Icarius and 
Asterodia, sister of Penelope, 625 
Iris, messenger of Zeus, sister of the 
Harpies; she is the personification 
of the rainbow, 99, 130, 163, 363, 429, 
451f., 489, 569 

Irus, the shameless beggar who fought 
with Odysseus; his real name was 
Arnaeus, 703 f. 

Isander, son of Bellerophon, 204 
Isis, an Egyptian goddess, the equiv- 
alent of the Greek lo, 47 
Ismene, daughter of Oedipus and 
Jocasta, sister of Antigone, Eteo- 
, cles, and Polynices, 236, 241, 243f., 
I 246f., 250, 256, 266f., 271 
1 Ismenus, son of Niobe and Amphion, 
killed by Apollo, 162 
Isus, a Trojan, charioteer of Anti- 
phus, 408 

Itymoneus, an ally of Troy, killed by 
Meges, 602 

Ixion, father of Pirithous, king of the 
Lapithae; because he boasted of 
having been the lover of Hera (actu- 
ally a cloud in the form of Hera), 
Zeus bound him upon a wheel on 
which it was his punishment to turn 
forevermore in the underworld, 218, 
219 

Jasion, son of Zeus and an ocean 
nymph; he wooed Demeter and was 
killed by Zeus, 299 


Jason, son of Aeson, husband of 
Medea; leader of the Argonauts, 
86-142, 328 

Jocasta, daughter of Menoeceus, sis- 
ter of Creon of Thebes, wife of 
Laius, mother and also wife of Oedi- 
pus, 230ff., 237ff., 262 

Labdacus, son of Polydorus, grand- 
son of Cadmus; father of Laius, 
grandfather of Oedipus, 230 
Ladon, the hundred-headed dragon 
who guarded the golden apples of 
the Hesperides; sprung from Phor- 
cys and Ceto, 135, 177 
Laerces, a goldsmith at the palace of 
Nestor in Pylos, 619 
Laertes, son of Arcisius, grandson of 
Zeus; husband of Anticlea, father 
of Odysseus, 611, 662f., 736ff., 742 
Laius, son of Labdacus, husband of 
Jocasta, father of Oedipus, killed 
by his son, 230ff., 236 
Lampus, one of the Trojan elders, 363 
Laocoon, Trojan priest of Apollo, 
killed by two serpents sent by 
Athene because he warned the Tro- 
jans of the wooden horse, 554f., 667 
Laodamas, son of Alcinous king of 
the Phaeacians and Arete, 635, 
637ff. 

I^aodamas, son of Eteocles, one of the 
Epigoni, killed by Alcmaeon, 273 
Laodamia, daughter of Acastus, be- 
trothed of Protesilaus, 338 
Laodamia, daughter of Bellerophon, 
mother of Sarpedon by Zeus, 204 
Laodice, daughter of Priam and He- 
cuba, 334, 363, 384 

Laodocus, an Argive, charioteer of 
Antilochus, 448 

Laodocus, a Trojan, son of Antenor, 
367 

Laogonus, a Trojan, son of Bias, 
killed by Achilles, 466 
Laogonus, a Trojan, son of Onetor, 
killed by Meriones, 440 
Laomedon, son of Ilos and Eurydice, 
father of Hesione and Priam, 176, 
191f., 301f., 305 

Laothoe, mother of Polydorus and 
Lycaon, a concubine of Priam, 344, 
468 

Leiodes, one of Penelope’s suitors, 
killed by Odysseus, 721, 729 
Leitus, an Argive,wounded by Hector, 
447 

Leocritus, an Argive, friend of Lyco- 
medes, killed by Aeneas, 446 
Leocritus, one of Penelope’s suitors, 
616f., 729 
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Leonteus, an Argive, son of Coronus, 
414, 487 

Leto, daughter of the Titan Coeus and 
Phoebe, mother of Apollo and Arte- 
mis by Zeus, 151 ff., 462, 473 
Leucothea, the sea goddess who helped 
Odysseus when he was shipwrecked 
by Poseidon, 627 

Leucus, friend of Odysseus, killed by 
Antiphus, 371 

Libya, daughter of Epaphus and 
Memphis, after whom the land of 
Libya was named, 47, 63, 138 
Lichas, a servant of Heracles, 196fF. 
Linus, son of Apollo, a hero repre- 
senting a god of the old Greek na- 
ture worship, 167 

Lityerses, bastard son of Midas, killed 
by Heracles, 189 

Lycaon, king of Arcadia, son of Pel- 
asgus, 39 

Lycaon, son of Priam and Laothoe, 
killed by Achilles, 463, 467f. 
Lycomedes, father of Deidamia, ma- 
ternal grand fatlier of Neoptolemus, 
king of Scyros, 229, 312, 634 
Lycomedes, an Argive, friend of 
Leocritus, 445 

Lycon, a Trojan, killed by Peneleus, 
438 

Lycophron, an Argive, killed by Hec- 
tor, 432 

Lycurgus, king of Nemea, father of 
Opheltes, 254f. 

Lynceus, “the keen-eyed,” pilot of the 
Argo, 89, 136 

Macaria, daughter of Heracles and 
Deianira, who sacrificed herself for 
the Heraclidae, 282f. 

Machaon, son of Asclepius and Epi- 
one, skilled in the art of healing, 
314, 332, 337, 368, 411f., 423, 631f. 
Maenads, the followers of Dionysus, 
who gave themselves up to his 
frenzied rites; also known as Bac- 
chantes, 65 

Manto, daughter of Tiresias, who also 
possessed her father’s gift of proph- 
ecy, 150f., 258, 274 
Maris, a Trojan ally, brother of Atym- 
nius, killed by Thrasymedes, 438 
Mecisteus, son of Echius, killed by 
Polydamas, 431 

Medea, daughter of Aeetes and Eid- 
yia, sister of Absyrtus, wife of 
Jason; she was known as a sorcer- 
ess, and killed her children to re- 
venge herself for Jason’s desertion 
of her, 106ff., 210f. 


Medon, bastard son of Oileus, half 
brother of Ajax the Less, killed by 
Aeneas, 431 

Medon, a Trojan ally, killed by Phi- 
loctetes, 649 

Medon, a herald in Ithaca, 624, 695, 
730, 740 

Medusa, one of the Gorgons, whose 
head was cut off by Perseus and had 
the power to turn men to stone, 67ff., 
180 

Megapenthes, son of Menelaus by a 
slave woman, 620, 683f. 

Megara, daughter of Creon of Thebes, 
first wife of Heracles; afterwards 
given by him to lolaus, 161, 166, 182 

Meges, son of Phyleus, leader of the 
Dulichians in the Trojan war, 313, 
438, 602 

Melanippe, an Amazon, captured by 
Heracles, 176 

Melanippus, a Trojan, son of Hiceta- 
eon, killed by Antilochus, 433 

Melantheus, son of Dolon, faithless 
goatherd of Odysseus, 698f., 700, 
716f., 727f., 731 

Melantho, faithless handmaid in the 
palace of Odysseus, mistress of 
Eurymachus, 708, 710f. 

Meleager, son of Oeneus of Calydon 
and Althaea; hero of the celebrated 
Calydonian boar hunt, 89, 143ff., 
180, 194 

Memnon, beautiful son of Tithonus 
and Eos goddess of the dawn, king 
of the Ethiopians; after the death 
of Hector he went to the aid of 
Priam, but was slain by Achilles, 
508ff. 

Memphis, wife of Epaphus, mother of 
Libya, 47 

Menelaus, son of Atreus, younger 
brother of Agamemnon, husband of 
Helen; one of the Argive leaders in 
the Trojan war, 307ff., 315, 31 8f., 
336, 346ff., 361ff., 368, 372, 377, 
381f., 389, 411, 421f., 433, 438, 443, 
445, 447f., 484f., 622f., 628ff., 664, 
662ff., 612, 618f., 620ff., 683f. 

Menesthes, an Argive, killed by Hec- 
tor, 378 

Menestheus, son of Peteus, leader of 
the Athenians in the Trojan war, 
227ff., 278, 313, 369, 416, 419 

Menesthius, son of Spercheius and 
Polydore, one of Achilles* Myrmi- 
dons, 437, 

Menippus, an Argive, killed by the 
Amazon Clonia, 601 

Menoeceus, father of Jocasta and 
Creon, ^0 
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Menoeceus, son of Creon of Thebes, 
who sacrificed himself for the sake 
of his city, 258flP. 

Menoetius, father of Patroclus, one of 
the Argonauts, 89, 412 

Menoetius, the herdsman of Hades, 
also known as Menoetes, 181 

Mentes, king of the Cicones, whose 
form was assumed by Apollo on 
one of his appearances to Hector, 
443 

Mentes, son of Anchialus, leader of 
the Taphians, friend of Odysseus, 
610 

Mentor, son of Alcimus, an Ithacan, 
friend of Odysseus> whose form 
Athene assumed when she appeared 
to Telemachus, 615f., 617 f,, 624, 
697, 728, 740 

Meriones, son of Molus and Melphis, 
a Cretan, one of the Argive heroes 
of the Trojan war, 314, 372, 404, 
419, 421f., 427, 438, 440, 445, 448, 
484f., 487f., 501, 664 

Mermerus, a Trojan, killed by Antilo- 
chus, 427 

Merope, wife of Polybus of Corinth, 
foster mother of Oedipus, 231 f., 238 

Merope, daughter of Cypselus of 
Arcadia, wife of Cresphontes, 293ff. 

Merops, a seer, maternal grandfather 
of Aesacus, 302 

Mesthles, son of Talaemenes, leader of 
the Maeonians, an ally of the Tro- 
jans, 336 

Motion of Athens, father of Daedalus, 
82 

Mimas, one of the giants, killed by 
Ares, 118 

Minos, king of Crete, son of Zeus and 
Europa, husband of Pasiphae, 
grandfather of Idomeneus; in later 
legend he is represented as one of 
the judges of the dead in the under- 
world, 83, 86f., 172f., 212f., 664 

Minotaur, a Cretan monster with the 
head of a bull and the body of a 
man, offspring of Pasiphae and a 
bull; it was to house the Minotaur 
that Daedalus constructed the laby- 
rinth, 83, 212ff. 

Molion, an Argive, killed by Penthesi- 
lea, 501 

Molion, a Trojan, killed by Odysseus, 
410 

Mopsus, son of Ampyx and the nymph 
Chloris, a seer who accompanied the 
Argonauts on their journey, 102, 
114 

Morys, a Trojan ally, killed by Meri- 
ones, 427 


Mulius, a Trojan, killed by Achilles, 
466 

Mydon, a Trojan ally, killed by Anti- 
lochus, 377 

Myrtilus, son of Hermes, charioteer of 
Oenomaus, killed by Pelops, 148, 
572f. 

Naiads, the nymphs of rivers and 
springs, 130 

Nastes, leader of the Carians in the 
Trojan war, killed by Achilles, 335 

Nauplius, father of Palamedes, who 
lured the Argive ships to destruc- 
tion, 670f. 

Nausicaa, daughter of Alcinous king 
of the Phaeacians and Arete, 629 ff., 
641 

Nausithous, son of Poseidon and Peri- 
boea, father of Alcinous, 633 

Neleus of Pylos, father of Nestor, one 
of the Argonauts, 89, 188, 192, 619 

Neoptolemus, son of Achilles and 
Deidamia, also known as Pyrrhus, 
469f., 630, 633ff., 638ff., 645, 647f., 
650f., 654, 660f., 664ff., 608, 620, 
663 

Nephele, wife of Athamas, mother of 
Phrixus and Helle, 88 

Nereids, the nymphs of the sea, daugh- 
ters of Nereus and Doris, 69, 450, 
662 

Nereus, son of Pontus and Gaea, 
father of the Nereids, among them 
Thetis, the mother of Achilles, 69, 
178, 309 

Nessus, a centaur who used to ferry 
travellers across the river Euenus; 
he was killed by Heracles, but in 
revenge gave Deianira the poison by 
which Heracles died, 195f. 

Nestor, son of Neleus and Chloris, 
ruler of Pylos, father of Antilochus ; 
he was known for his wisdom, jus- 
tice, and eloquence, 144, 192, 307, 

313, 336, 364, 366, 360, 369, 382, 390, 
392, 396f., 399f., 402f., 411ff., 423f., 
611ff., 617, 620f., 624, 631f., 653f., 
667, 612, 618f. 

Niobe, daughter of Tantalus and 
Dione, wife of Amphion, queen of 
Thebes, whose seven sons and seven 
daughters were killed by Apollo and 
Artemis, 150ff. 

Nireus of Syme, son of Charopus and 
the nymph Aglaia, next to Achilles 
the most beautiful of the Argives, 

314, 630 

Noemon, son of Phronius, an Ithacan, 
who lent Telemachus a ship with 
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which to sail to Pylos in search of 
Odysseus, 617, 623f. 

Odysseus, son of Laertes and Anti- 
clea, husband of Penelope, father of 
Telemachus, king of Ithaca; one of 
the most celebrated figures in all 
mythology, known for his clever- 
ness, versatility, and perseverance, 
308, 311f., 313, 316, 320, 326, 328, 
336, 342f., 346f., 366, 367ff., 364f., 
370f., 378f., 381, 400ff., 424, 467f., 
486, 617, 623ff., 628ff., 633ff., 638ff., 
648, 660f ., 664if., 664, 609-743 

Oedipus, son of Laius and Jocasta, 
who killed his father and married 
his mother; father of Eteocles, 
Polynices, Antigone, and Ismene by 
Jocasta, so that his children were at 
the same time his sisters and 
brothers, 37, 230-260 

Oeneus, king of Calydon, father of 
Deianira, grandfather of Diomedes, 
143, 193f., 383 

Oenomaus, king of Elis, son of Ares 
and Sterope, father of Hippodamia 
the wife of Pelops, 148ff. 

Oenomaus, a Trojan, killed by Ido- 
meneus, 421 

Oenone, daughter of a river-god and 
a nymph, first wife of Paris, 304, 
646f. 

Oeonus, brother of Alcmene, uncle of 
Heracles, 193 

Oileus, king of the Locrians, father of 
Ajax the Less; one of the Argo- 
nauts, 89, 103, 191 

Omphale, daughter of lardanus, queen 
of Maeonia, with whom Heracles 
spent three years in bondage, 188ff., 
207 

Opheltes, son of Lycurgus of Nemea 
and Eurydice, also known as Arche- 
morus, 264f. 

Orestes, son of Agamemnon and Cly- 
taemnestra, brother of Electra, 
avenger of his father’s murder, 320, 
674, 678ff., 689ff., 697ff. 

Orion, a mythical hunter of great 
strength and beauty, set in the 
heavens as a constellation, 664 

Orpheus, a famous poet, son of Oea- 
grus and the Muse Calliope ; he 
could move trees and rocks and tame 
wild beasts by the power of his 
song, 89, 97, 131, 133, 136, 136, 324 

Orsilochus, an Argive, son of Diocles 
of Pherae, killed by Aeneas, 377 

Orythaon, a Trojan, friend of Hector, 
killed by Achilles, 616 
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Othryoneus, a Trojan, suitor of Cas- 
sandra, killed by Idomeneus, 420 
Othrys, father of Panthous of Troy, 
306 

Oxylus, son of Haemon, descendant of 
Oeneus, 290f., 292 

Paeeon, the physician of the Olympian 
gods, 381 

Palamedes, son of Nauplius, famed for 
his wisdom, destroyed by the jeal- 
ousy of Odysseus, 311, 316ff., S42f., 
624, 666, 670 

Pallas, daughter of Triton; Athene 
killed her by accident and in her 
sorrow assumed her name, adding 
it to her own, 300f. 

Pallas, son of Pandion, brother of 
Aegeus, 206, 211, 228 
Pallas see Athene 

Pammon, son of Priam and Hecuba, 
killed by Neoptolemus, 334 
Pan, the god of hills and woods, pro- 
tecting deity of flocks, herdsmen, 
and hunters, 46 f. 

Pandarus, son of Lycaon, a Trojan 
hero, 334, 367f., 372f., 374f., 393 
Pandora, the woman made out of 
earth by Hephaestus and endowed 
by the gods with all the graces, 33f. 
Panthous, one of the Trojan elders, 
306, 348, 363 

Paris, son of Priam and Hecuba, also 
known as Alexander; abductor of 
Helen and thus the cause of the 
Trojan war, 302ff., 316ff., 333f., 
346iF., 361ff., 384ff., 393, 410, 422f., 
431, 602, 609, 617, 643ff., 662f. 
Parthenopaeus, brother of Adrastus, 
one of the Seven against Thebes, 
262, 267, 260, 261 

Patroclus, son of Menoetius, the close 
friend of Achilles. After his death at 
Hector’s hands, Achilles put aside 
his wrath and took part again in 
the war against Troy, 313, 338, 354, 
400ff., 412f., 432, 436ff., 48117., 663 
Pedasus, one of the horses of Achilles, 
distinguished from Balius and 
Xanthus by not being immortal, 344, 
437, 439 

Pegasus, the winged horse, offspring 
of Poseidon and Medusa, who 
sprang with Chrysaor from the 
torso of Medusa when she was be- 
headed by Perseus, 68, 203f. 
Peiraeus, son of Clytius, friend of 
Telemachus, 689, 697, 719 
Peisenor, a herald at Ithaca, 613 
Peisistratus, son of Nestor and Ana- 
xibia, friend and companion of 
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Tdemachus on his journey to Sparta 
from Pylos, 682ff. 

Pelagon, a Lycian, friend of Sarpe- 
don, 379 

Pelegon, son of the river-god Axius, 
father of Asteropaeus, 468 

Peleus, son of Aeacus, husband of the 
Nereid Thetis, father of Achilles, 
one of the Argonauts, 89, 110, 136, 
191, 303, 312, 412f., 469f. 

Pelias, son of Cretheus, uncle of Ja- 
son, 86fF. 

Pelops, son of Tantalus, killed by his 
father and served as food to the 
gods, but restored miraculously to 
life by the Fates, 147, 148ff., 206, 
230f., 672f. 

Pelorus, a giant, killed by Ares, 164^ 

Peneleus, leader of the Boeotians in 
the Trojan war, 313, 427, 438, 447 

Penelope, daughter of Icarius, faith- 
ful wife of Odysseus, mother of 
Telemachus, 311, 609ff., 624f., 693f., 
695ff., 702f., 706ff., 710ff., 719f., 
723f., 732flf. 

Penthesilea, daughter of Ares, one of 
the Amazons, who came to the aid 
of Troy after the death of Hector, 
498ff. 

PentheuS; son of Echion and Agave, 
king of Thebes, 60ff. 

Periboea, daughter of Eurymedon 
king of the giants, 633 

Periclymenus of Thebes, son of Posei- 
don and Chloris, one of the de- 
fenders of Thebes against the Seven, 
261, 265 

Perigune, daughter of Sinnis, rescued 
by Theseus and married to Deio- 
neus, 209 

Perimedes, one of the companions of 
Odysseus, 666 

Periphas, an Aetolian, killed by Ares, 
380 

Periphas, a Trojan herald, 446 

Periphetes, a famous robber, killed by 
Theseus, 208f. 

Periphetes, a Trojan ally, killed by 
Teucer, 428 

Periphetes of Mycenae, an Argive, son 
of Copreus, killed by Hector, 4^ 

Perse, daughter of Oceanus, wife of 
Helios, mother of Circe and Aeetes, 
663 

Persephone, daughter of Zeus and De- 
meter, queen of the underworld, 
163, 180, 181, 227 

Perseus, son of Zeus and Danae, one 
of the great heroes of Greek mythol- 
ogy, 66ff. 


Petraeus, a centaur, killed by Piri- 
thous, 220 

Phaedimus, son of Niobe and Am- 
phion, killed by Apollo, 162 
Phaedra, daughter of Minos of Crete, 
sister of Ariadne, wife of Theseus, 
222ff. 

Phaenops, a Trojan, son of Asius, 
father of Xanthus and Thoon, 374, 
447 

Phaestus, a Trojan ally, killed by 
Idomeneus, 372 

Phaethon, son of Apollo and Clymene, 
who plunged to his death when he 
attempted to guide his father’s 
chariot through the heavens, 47 ff. 
Phalces, a Trojan, killed by Antilo- 
chus, 427 

Phegeus, king of Psophis, son of 
Alphaeus, father of Arsinoe the 
wife of Alcmaeon, 276ff. 

Phegeus, a Trojan, son of Dares, killed 
by Diomedes, 372 

Phemius, a bard in the palace of 
Odysseus, 611f., 700, 729f., 740 
Phereclus, a Trojan, son of Harmon- 
ides, who built the ship in which 
Paris carried off Helen, 372 
Pheres, father of Admetus, who re- 
fused to die for his son, 183 
Phereus, an Argive, one of Nestor’s 
followers, 612f. 

Phidippus, son of Thessalus, one of 
the descendants of Herades, 314, 
331 

Philoctetes, son of Poeas, friend of 
Heracles; at Heracles’ death he re- 
ceived his bow and invincible ar- 
rows, 200, 314, 328, 624, 630, 639ff.,. 
644f., 649, 661, 554, 639 
Philoetius, the faithful cowherd of 
Odysseus, who helped in the slaugh- 
ter of the suitors, 716f., 720ff. 
Philonoe, daughter of lobates, wife of 
Bdlerophon, 204 

Phineus, brother of Cepheus, unde of 
Andromeda, turned to stone by 
Perseus, 70ff, 

Phineus, son of Agenor, persecuted by 
the Harpies until delivered from 
them by the sons of Boreas, 97ff. 
Phoebus see Apollo 
Phoenix, son of Amyntor, educator of 
Achilles, 313, 400ff., 437, 447, 484, 
617, 636f. 

Pholus, son of Silenus, a centaur, 169f» 
Phorcys, father of the Gorgons and 
of the Graeae, 67 

Phorcys, leader of the Phrygians, son 
of Phaenops, killed by Ajax, 336„ 
446 



INDEX 


Phrixus, son of Athamas and Nephele, 
brother of Helle, 87f., 103 
Phrontis, son of Chalciope, nephew of 
Medea, 122 

Phyleus, son of Augeas, who took the 
side of Heracles against his father, 
171f., 192 

Phyila, one of the mares of Oenomaus, 
149 

Pidytes, a Trojan ally, killed by 
Odysseus, 381 

Pierides, one of the names of the 
Muses, from their birthplace Pieria, 
520 

Pirithous, son of Ixion, friend of 
Theseus, 89, 180, 218ff., 226f. 
Pisander, a Trojan, killed by Mene- 
laus, 421f. 

Pisander, an Argive, son of Maemalus, 
one of Achilles’ Myrmidons, 437 
Pisander, one of Penelope’s suitors, 
killed by Philoetius, 707, 729 
Pittheus, son of Pelops and Hippo- 
damia, king of Troezen, 206f. 
Pleisthenes, son of Thyestes, killed by 
his uncle Atreus and served to Thy- 
estes at a banquet, 673 
Pluto see Hades 

Podalirius, son of Asclepius and Epi- 
one, skilled in the art of healing, 314, 
332, 337, 631f., 644, 664 
Podarces, son of Iphicles, leader of 
the Thessalians, killed by Penthesi- 
lea, 314, 601, 608 

Podarces, son of liaomedon, brother 
of Hesione see Priam 
Podarge, one of the Harpies, mother 
of Achilles’ horses, 437 
Podargus, one of the horses of Mene- 
laus, 484 

Podes, a Trojan, son of Eetion, killed 
by Menelaus, 447 

Polites, son of Priam and Hecuba, 
brother of Deiphobus, 334, 421, 431, 
548 

Polites, a friend of Odysseus, 666 
Polybotes, one of the giants, pursued 
by Poseidon, 165 

Polybus, king of Corinth, foster father 
of Oedipus, 231 f., 238 
Polyctor, the name assumed by Her- 
mes when he guided Priam to 
Achilles, 492 

Polydamas, a Trojan leader, son of 
Panthous, 306, 414f., 422f., 427, 
431f., 440, 452f., 609, 644f. 
Polydectes, ruler with his brother over 
the island of Seriphus, husband of 
Danae, stepfather of Perseus, 66 
Polydeuces, son of Tyndareus and 
Leda, brother of Helen; Polydeuces 
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and his brother Castor together 
were known as the Dioscuri (by 
one branch of tradition they were 
the sons of Zeus) or the Tyndaridae, 
89, 96f., 119, 128, 144, 227, 307, 311, 
323, 364f. 

Polydorus, youngest son of Priam and 
Laothoe, stoned to death by the 
Argives, 344f., 346ff. 

Polyidus, a renowned seer, 204 
Polymnestor, king of Thrace, to whom 
Polydorus, youngest son of Priam, 
was entrusted for rearing, 344 
Polynices, son of Oedipus and Jocasta, 
brother of Eteocles and Antigone, 
one of the Seven against Thebes, 
236, 240, 243f., 247ff., 261ff., 266f., 
261, 263ff. 

Polyphemus, son of Elatus and Hippe, 
one of the Argonauts, 94ff. 
Polyphemus, one of the Cyclopes, in 
whose cave Odysseus and his com- 
panions were imprisoned, 644£P. 
Polyphontes, a descendant of Hera- 
cles, brother and murderer of Crea* 
phontes, 293ff. 

Polypoetes, an Argive, son of Piri- 
thous and Hippodamia, 314, 414, 
487, 622 

Polyxena, daughter of Priam and 
Hecuba, 334, 349, 666f. 

Polyxenus, son of Agasthenes, leader 
of the Elians against Troy, 313 
Pontonous, a Phaeacian herald, 671 
Porphyrion, one of the giants, killed 
by Zeus and Heracles, 163f. 
Poseidon, the god of the sea, son of 
Cronus and Rhea, brother of Zeus, 
40, 53, 68, 89, 149, 166, 172, 176, 207, 
217, 224, 301, 350, 414, 4171f., 424ff., 
429, 462ff., 472, 670f., 609, 627, 673f. 
Priam, son of Laomedon, brother of 
Hesione, husband of Hecuba, father 
of Hector; king of Troy; in his 
youth he was also known as Po- 
darces, 192, 302, 304, 305ff., 316ff., 
333f., 346fr., 3631f., 393f., 474f., 480, 
4891f., 499ff., 609flF., 546, 666f., 661 
Procles, son of Aristodemus and Ar- 
gia, twin brother of Eurysthenes, 
290, 292 

Procrustes see Damastes 
Proetus, king of Tiryns, son of Abas, 
202f. 

Promachus, an Argive from Boeotia, 
killed by Acamas, 427 
Promachus, son of Parthenopaeus, 
one of the Epigoni, 272 
Prometheus, son of lapetus, brother 
of Epimetheus ; he was sentenced to 
eternal punishment by Zeus for hav- 
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Prometheus {Continued) 
ing stolen fire from heaven and 
given it to mankind, 31 ff., 104, 163, 
178 

Pronous, son of Phegeus, 277 
Pronous, a Trojan, killed by Patroclus, 
439 

Protesilaus, son of Iphicles, brother 
of Podarces, killed by Aeneas, 336, 
338f., 508 

Proteus, the old man of the sea, who 
could change his shape at will, 623 
Prothoe, an Amazon, killed by Hera- 
cles, 174 

Prothoenor, an Argive, leader of the 
Boeotians, killed by Polydamas, 313, 

427 

Prothoon, a Trojan, killed by Teucer, 

428 

Prothous, leader of the Magnesians 
before Troy, 314 

Pylades, son of Strophius, friend of 
Orestes, betrothed to Electra, 579, 
687, 689, 691, 693, 696, 697ff., 608 
Pylaemenes, a Trojan ally, killed by 
Menelaus ; he was the father of Har- 
palion, 334, 377, 422 (the discrep- 
ancy between the last two references 
is Homer’s) 

Pylaeus, a Trojan ally, son of Lethus, 
334 

Pyraechmes of Paeonia, a Trojan ally, 
killed by Patroclus, 334, 438 
Pyrrha, daughter of Epimetheus and 
Pandora, wife of Deucalion, with 
him saved from the flood by which 
Zeus destroyed the race of men, S9ff. 
Pyrrhus see Neoptolemus 

Rhadamanthys, son of Zeus and Eu- 
ropa, brother of Minos, one of the 
judges of the dead in the under- 
world, 168, 162 

Rhesus, son of Eioneus, Thracian ally 
of the Trojans, killed by Diomedes, 
406f. 

Rhexenor, son of Nausithous, brother 
of Alcinous, 633 

Rhlgmus, a Thracian ally of the Tro- 
jans, killed by Achilles, 466 
Rhoetus, one of the giants, 163 
Rhoetus, a centaur, killed by Dryas at 
the wedding feast of Pirithous, 220 

Salmoneus, son of Aeolus, destroyed 
by Zeus for the usurpation of his 
name and sacrifices, 156 
Sarpedon, son of Laodamia and Zeus, 
grandson of Bellerophon, prince of 
the Lycians and ally of Troy, 204, 
336, 376ff., 416, 439f. 


Scamander, god of the river of the 
same name, also known as Xanthus, 
462, 467ff. 

Scamandrius, a Trojan, killed by 
Menelaus, 372 

Schedius, son of Iphitus, brother of 
Epistrophus, a Phocian, killed by 
Hector, 313, 446 

Sciron, a famous robber, who com- 
pelled travellers to wash his feet; 
he was killed by Theseus, 209 
Scylla, a sea monster opposite Charyb- 
dis in the strait between Sicily and 
Italy, 131, 666fr., 670 
Selene, goddess of the moon, daughter 
of the Titan Hyperion and Theia, 
122, 647 

Semele, daughter of Cadmus and Har- 
monia, mother of Dionysus by Zeus, 
60, 262 

Simois, a river-god, 470 
Simoisius, a Trojan, son of Anthem- 
ion, killed by Ajax, 371 
Sinnis, a robber, son of Poseidon, killed 
by Theseus 

Sinon, a kinsman of Odysseus, who 
persuaded the Trojans to take the 
wooden horse into Troy, 663, 665ff., 
669 

Sipylus, son of Niobe and Amphion, 
killed by Apollo, 152 
Sirens, the virgin daughters of Phor- 
cys and one of the Muses; they lived 
on an island in the midst of the sea 
and lured men to death by the sweet- 
ness of their song, 130f., 665f. 
Sisyphus, son of Aeolus, known for 
his craft and cunning; his punish- 
ment in Hades was to keep rolling 
a heavy stone to the top of a hill, 
only to have it roll down again and 
have to start all over, 202, 664 
Sleep, the son of Night, twin brother 
of Death, 426f. 

Socus, a Trojan, son of Hippasus, 
killed by Odysseus, 410 
Sphinx, the monstrous offspring of Ty- 
phon and Echidna, sent to scourge 
Thebes for the murder of Laius by 
Oedipus, 234f. 

Stentor, one of the Argives, who could 
shout as loudly as 60 men together, 
379 

Sterope, daughter of Cepheus of Ar- 
cadia, 193 

Sthenelus, son of Capaneus and 
Euadne, one of the Epigoni; brave 
companion and charioteer of Dio- 
medes in the Trojan war, lOlf., 
272, 313, 370, 373ff., 380, 399, 486, 
602, 648, 564 
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Stichius, leader of the Boeotians, killed 
by Hector, 419, 431 
Strophius, king of Phanote in Phocis, 
579, 582 

Syleus, son of Poseidon, king of Aulis, 
189 

Syrinx, a hamadryad, courted by Pan 
and changed into a reed, 45f. 

Talos, a giant, the last of the men of 
bronze, who kept watch over the 
island of Crete; by one branch of 
tradition he is known as the father 
of Hephaestus, 136f. 

Talus, nephew of Daedalus, murdered 
by his uncle, who was jealous of his 
great skill and craftsmanship, 82f., 
85 

Talthybius of Sparta, an Argive her- 
ald, 318, 327, 364, 363, 391, 458 
Tantalides, the name by which the 
descendants of Tantalus were 
known, 672ff. 

Tantalus, son of Zeus and friend of 
the gods, to whom he served his own 
son Pelops; his punishment was to 
suffer eternal thirst, hunger, and the 
fear of death, 147f., 161, 672, 664 
Tantalus, son of Niobe and Amphion, 
killed by Apollo, 152 
Tantalus, son of Thyestes, killed by 
his uncle Atreus and served to 
Thyestes at a banquet, 573 
Tecmessa, daughter of Teuthras, para- 
mour of Ajax the Great, mother of 
Surysaces, 345, 526ff. 

Telamon, father of Ajax the Great, 
one of the Argonauts, 89, 95ff., 108, 
110, 191f., 306, 316, 627 
Telemachus, son of Odysseus and 
Penelope, who went in search of his 
father and helped him slay his 
mother’s suitors on his return, 311, 
610ff., eaeff., 620ff., 682ff., 688ff., 
696ff., 706, 709f., 716ff., 724ff., 742 
Telemus, son of Eurymus, the seer 
who foretold that Polyphemus 
would be blinded by Odysseus, 660 
Telephus, son of Heracles and Auge, 
king of Mysia, father of Eurypalus, 
329ff., 337f. 

Temenus, son of Aristomachus, one 
of the descendants of Heracles, 
289f., 292f. 

Termerus, a giant who killed all 
travellers by running at them with 
his forehead; Heracles destroyed 
him, 177 

Teucer, son of the river-god Sca- 
mander, first king of the Troad, 
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after whom its inhabitants were 
called Teucrians, 300 
Teucer, half brother of Ajax the Great, 
son of Telamon and Hesione, one of 
the great Argive heroes of the Tro- 
jan war, 313, 381, 397, 416, 419, 427f., 
432, 487f., 620, 522, 627ff., 631, 648 
Teuthrantius, half brother of Telephus, 
killed by Ajax, 330 
Teuthras, king of Phrygia, father of 
Tecmessa, 346 

Thalpius, one of the leaders of the 
Elians before Troy, 313 
Thanatos see Death 
Theano, sister of Hecuba, wife of An- 
tenor, 386, 603f. 

Themis, daughter of Uranus and Gaea, 
the goddess of Justice, 41, 663 
Theoclymenus, a seer, son of Poly- 
pheides, taken to Ithaca by Telem- 
achus, 686f., 688f., 697f., 718f. 
Thermodoa, an Amazon, killed by 
Meriones, 602 

Thersander, son of Polynices and Ar- 
gia, one of the Epigoni, 272f., 330 
Thersites, the ugliest man in the Ar- 
give host, loud-mouthed and quarrel- 
some ; reproved and beaten by Odys- 
seus and finally killed by Achilles, 
368f., 607f. 

Theseus, son of Aegeus and Aethra, 
descended from Erechtheus and Pe- 
lops; king of Athens, husband of 
Phaedra, father of Hippolytus, 89, 
173, 180, 206-230, 242, 246ff., 266, 
280, 307 

Thesprotus, son of Lycaon, king of 
Epirus, 673 

Thessalus, son of Jason and Medea, 
138 

Thetis, daughter of Nereus, wife of 
Peleus, mother of Achilles, 49, 60, 
130, 131, 303, 312, 364f., 460f., 454ff., 
488f., 618ff. 

Thoas, king of Lemnos, father of 
Hypsipyle, 89, 91 

Thoas, son of Andraemon, of Aetolia, 
one of the Argive leaders in the 
Trojan war, 313, 419, 430, 622, 681f. 
Thoas, a Trojan, killed by Menelaus, 
438 

Thoas, king of the Tauri, 698ff. 
Thoon, a Trojan, killed by Antilochus, 
421 

Thootes, an Argive herald, 416 
Thrasydemus, friend and charioteer of 
Sarpedon, killed by Patroclus, 439 
Thrasymedes, son of Nestor and An- 
axibia, brother of Antilochus, 404, 
438, 612f., 618 



Thyestes, son of Pdops and Hippo- 
damia, brother of Atreus, father of 
Aegisthus, 573 

Thymoetes, one of the Trojan elders, 
363, 508 

Tiphys, helmsman of the Argo, 89, 95, 
lOOf. 

Tiresias, blind Theban seer, son of 
Eueres and Chariclo, father of 
Manto, 61, 157, 236ff., 258f., 270, 
273f., 659, 661f. 

Tisamenus, son of Orestes and Her- 
mione, 289, 291 

Tisander, youngest son of Jason and 
Medea, 138 

Titans, six sons and six daughters of 
Uranus and Gaea, imprisoned in 
Tartarus, 163ff. 

Tithonus, father of Memnon, 510 

Tityus, son of Zeus and Elare, pun- 
ished for violating Latona by hav- 
ing vultures tear at his liver, 163, 
664 

Tlepolemus, ruler of Rhodes, son of 
Heracles, 311, 314, 331, 378 

Toxaechmes, friend of Philoctetes, 
killed by Aeneas, 549 

Triton, sea-god, father of Pallas, 136, 
137, 300 

Troilus, youngest son of Priam and 
Hecuba, killed by Achilles, S06f., 
334, 522 

Tros, son of Erichthonius and As- 
tyoche, father of Ilos, 300 

Tros, a Trojan, son of Alastor, killed 
by Achilles, 466 

Tydeus, son of Oeneus, father of Dio- 
medes, one of the Seven against 
Thebes, 251f., 257, 261, 380 


Tyndareus, husband of Leda, father 
of Castor and Polydeuces and Cly- 
taemnestra, 193, 226, 307, 323 

Tyndaridae, the name given to Castor 
and Polydeuces, the two sons of 
Tyndareus and Leda; also known as 
the Dioscuri, one branch of tradi- 
tion referring to them as the sons 
of Zeus 

Typhoeus, youngest son of Tartarus 
and Gaea, 163 

Typhon, identical with Tjrphoeus, 
father of the Nemean lion, the 
Lernean Hydra, the Chimaera, the 
Sphinx, and other monsters, by 
Echidna, 166, 203, 234 

Ucalegon, one of the Trojan elders, 
363 

Uranus, son and husband of Gaea, 
father of the Titans, 31, 35, 162 

Xanthus, one of the immortal horses 
of Achilles, born of Zephyrus and 
the Harpy Podarge, 437, 446, 461, 
519 

Xanthus see Scamander 

Xuthus, son of Aeolus, husband of 
Creusa, 73ff. 

Zetes, son of Boreas, brother of Calais, 
95, 98f. 

Zeus, the greatest god in Greek mythol- 
ogy, son of Cronus and Rhea, king 
of all the gods, 31ff., 36f., 39f., 42ff., 
66, 156, 162ff., 166, 178, 192, 262, 
266, 300f., 334, 366f., 367, 376, 379, 
381, 394f., 398, 426, 428f., 439, 444f., 
446, 460, 473, 477, 488f., 610, 563, 669, 
742 








